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LIFE  OF  GLOVER, 

BY  MR.  CBALMERS. 


1  HB  factn^  in  the  fbllowing  murratlve,  are  principally  taken  from  an  account  of  our 
poet  drawn  up  hy  Mr.  Reed,  a  gentleman  of  well-known  accuracy  and  inibrmation,  and 
inserted  m  the  European  Magazine  for  January,  1786. 

Rkkard  Glover,  tiie  son  of  Richard  Glover,  a  Hambuigfa  merchant  in  London,  was 
bom  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  Cannon  Street,  in  the  year  1712.  Being  probably  intended 
for  trade,  he  received  no  other  education  than  what  the  school  >of  Cheam,  in  Surry, 
aflbrded,  which  he  was  afterwards  induced  to  improve  by  im  ardent  love  of  learning,  and 
a  desire  to  cultivate  his  poetical  talents  according,  to  the  purest  models.  His  poetical 
efforts  were  very  early,  for  m  his  sixteenth  year  he  wrote  a  poem  to  the  memory  of  sir 
ftaac  Newton^  which  was  supposed  to  have  merit  enough  to  deserve  a  place  in  the  View 
of  that  celebrated  authoi^s  philosophy,  published  m  1728,  by  Dr.  Henry  Pemberton. 

Dr.  Pemberton^  a  man  iii  nrach  scienee,  and  of  some  taste,  appears  to  have  been 
warmly  attached  to  the  Interests  of  our  young  poet,  and  at  a  tune  when  there  were  few 
r^ular  vehides  of  praise  or  criticism,  took  every  opportunity  of  encouraging  hb  efforts, 
HA  apprising  the  nation  of  this  new  addition  to  its  literary  honours.  Of  the  poem  in 
question,  he  thus  speaks,  in  his  pre^ce :  **  I  have  presented  my  readers  with  a  copy  of 
verses  on  sir  Isaac  Newton,  which,!  have  just  received  from  a  young  gentleman,  whom  I 
am  proud  to  reckon  among  the  number  of  my^'d^arest  friends.  If  I  had  any  apprehen- 
flon  that  this  piece  of  poetry  stood  in  need  of  an  apology,  I  should  be  desirous  the 
reader  might  know  that  the  author  is  but  sixteen  yeios  old,  and  was  obliged  to  finish 
the  compoation  in  a  very  short  qmce  of  time,  but  I  shall  only  take  the  liberty  to  ob- 
serve, that  the  boldness  of  the  digressions  wiH  be  best  judged  of  by  those  who  are  ac- 
quainted with  Pmdar."  Tlie  poem  is  now  before  the  reader,  who  if  he  thinM  this  praise 
too*  high,  will  yet  reflect  with  pleasure  that  it  probably  cheered  the  youthful  ambition  of 
the  author  of  Leonidas. 

At  the  usual  period,  Glover  became  engaged  in  the  Hamburgh  trade^  but  continued 
his  attachment  to  literature  and  the  Muses,  and  was,  says  Dr.  Warton,  one  of  the  best 
and  most  accurate  Greek  scholars  of  his  time/  It  hat  been  mentioned  m  the  life  of 
Green,  that  he  published  The  Spteen  qf  that  poet,  in  wbich  be  is  complimented  o% 
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account  of  hig  study  \>f  the  ^uideut  Greek  poets,  and  his  wish  to  emulate  their  fame. 
Green  had  probably  seen  some  part  of  Leonidas,  which  was  bc^un  when  the  author  was 
young,  and  had  been  submitted  in  specnnens  to  many  of  his  friends '. 

Leonidas  was  lirst  published  in  1737,  in  a  quarto  volume,  consbting  of  nine  books. 
Its  reception  was  highly  flattering,  for  in  this  and  the  following  year  it  passed  through 
three  editions.  It  M'as  dedicated  to  lord  Cobham,  one  of  his  early  patrons,  and  whom, 
it  is  supposed,  he  furnished  with  many  of  the  inscriptions  at  Stowe.  It  was  also  strongly 
recomipended  by  such  of  that  nobleman's  political  friends  as  were  esteemed  the  arbiters 
of  taste.  Lord  Lyttelton,  in  the  poiodical  paper  called  Common  Sense,  praised  it  in  the 
warmest  terms,  not  only  for  its  poetical  beauties,  but  its  political  tendency,  **  the  whole 
plan  and  purpose  of  it  being  to  show  the  superiority  of  freedom  over  slavery ;  and  how 
much  virtue,  public  spirit,  and  the  love  of  liberty  are  preferable  both  in  thdr  nature  and 
effects,  to  riches,  luxury,  and  the  insolence  of  power." 

This  b  perhaps  too  much  like  the  criticism  of  Bossu  on  the  Iliad :  but  the  following 
passage  is  more  i^ropriate,  and  as  the  papers  in  which  it  appeared  are  now  scarce,  may 
be  introduced  here  without  improjMiety. 

**  The  artful  conduct  of  the  principal  design ;  the  skill  in  connecting  and  adapting 
every  q[>isode  to  the  carrying  on,  and  serving  that  design ;  the  variety  of  characters,  the  jv 
great  care  to  keep  them,  and  distinguish  each  firom  the  other  by  a  propriety  of  sentiment 
and  thought,  all  these  are  excellencies  which  the  best  judges  of  poetry  will  be  particulariy 
pleased  with  in  Leonidas.  I  must  observe  too,  that  even  those  who  are  not  naturally 
fond  of  poetry,  or  any  work  of  fancy,  will  find  in  this  so  much  solidity  of  reason,  such 
good  sense^  weight  of  thought,  and  depth  of  learning ;  will  see  every  virtue,  public  or 
private,  so  agreeably  and  forcibly  inculcated,  that  they  may  read  it  with  delight  and  with 
instruction,  though  they  have  no  relish  for  the  graces  of  the  verse,  the  harmony  of  the 
numbers,  or  the  charms  of  the  mventiqp. 

'^  Upon  the  whole,  I  look  upon  this  poem  as  ime  of  those  few  of  distinguished  wortli 
and  excellence,  which  will  be  handed  down  witli  respect  to  all  posterity,  and  which  in  the 
long  revolution  of  past  centuries,  but  two  or  three  countries  have  been  able  to  produce. 
And  I  cannot  help  cpngr^tulating  my  own,  that  after  having  in  the  last  age  brought  forth 
a  Milton,  she  has  in  this  produced  two  mere  such  poets,  as  we  have  the  happiness  to. 
see  flourish  now  together,  I  mean  Mr,  Pope  |uid  Mr.  Glover.  The  first  of  these  has  na 
superior,  if  an  equal,  m  all  the  various  parts  of  poetry,  to  which  his  elegant  and  extensive 
genius  has  applied  itself,  no,  not  among  the  greatest  of  the  indents.  But  an  epic 
poem  he  has  not  yet  given,  of  his  own  I  mean,  distinct  from  his  translations.  And  cer- 
tainly, in  tliat  species  of  writing,  it  is  enough,  to  have  given  Homer  to  usy  with  a  force  of 
style  not  hiferior  to  his  own :  the  bouqds  of  human  life  are  too  contracted  for  a  second 
work  so  difficult  as  this :  I  might  add,  perhaps,  tlie  bounds  of  human  glory.  There  was 
therefore  a  path  left  clear  for  Mr.  Glover ;  and  to  what  a  height  it  has  carried  him,  will 
annpar  ft%  all  who  have  eveft  srood  enoufrh  to  reach  so  ^r !  fnr  vniir  iiiHirpM  of  enifirmniA 
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Ae  dktioD  of  Leooidas  be  softer,  and  the  general  flow  of  the  numben  more  harmonioiif 
than  tint  of  Milton  himself,  it  may,  m  part,  be  ascribed  to  Mr.  Pope,  as  the  great  polisher 
ind  improver  of  our  Terse." 

Besides  this  warm  and  rather  extravagant  encomium,  Lyttelton  addressed  verses  to  our 
antlior ',  in  which  he  inve^hs  with  much  asperity  against  the  degeneracy  of  the  times,  biit, 
not  vary  consistently,  compares  England  to  Greece  and  France  to  Persia.  Other  writers, 
psiticiilarly  Fielding,  in  the  paper  -called  Tlie  Champion,  took  up  the  pen  in  &vour  of 
I^^^e,  and  lord  Lyttelton's  paper  ip  Commoo  Seme  vras  answered  in  another  political 
paper,  but  neither  viritb  strength  of  argument,  or  decency. 

Leonidas  vras  published  just  after  the  prince  of  Wales  had  been  driven  from  St.  .j[ames  s, 
b^an  to  keep  a  separate  court,  and  had  appointed  lord  Lyttelton  his  secretary.  Mallet 
lus  Under-Secretary,  and  iiad  granted  a  pension  to  Thomson.  By  the  whole  of  this  new 
court,  and  by  the  adherents  in  general  of  opposition,  Leonidas  vras  praised,  quoted,  and 
Rcommended ;  not  beyond  its  merit,  but  too  evklently  from  a  motive  which  could  not 
ahrays  prevail,  and  which  ceased  to  animate  their  leal  in  its  favour,  when  Walpole,  the 
supposed  author  of  all  our  national  grievances,  vras  compelled  to  resign^. 

Amidst  this  h%h  encouragement,  the  services  of  Dr.  Pemberton  must  not  be  forgotten. 
Soon  after  the  appearance  of  Leonidas  this  steady  friend  endeavoured  to  fix  the  public 
attentioD  on  it,  by  a  long  pamphlet,  entitled  Obserrations  on  Poetry,  especially  epic,  oc- 
caaooed  by  the  late  Poem  upon  Leonidas,  12mo.  1738.  In  this,  with  many  just  remarks 
of  a  general  kind,  the  author  carries  his  opinion  of  Glover's  production  beyond  all  rea- 
sonable bounds.  It  came,  however,  ftt>m  a  friend  whom  Glover  had  early  been  taught 
to  revere,  but  added  to  so  much  unqualified  praise  from  other  quarters,  I  am  afraki, 
Fevented  hb  attending  to  those  defects  which  impartial  criticism  could  not  have  con- 
cealed. 

In  the  following  year,  he  published  London,  or  the  Progress  of  Commerce  \  and  the 
Bore  cel^H^ed  ballad  of  Hosier's  Ghost,  both  written  with  a  view  to  rouse  the  nation 
to  resent  the  conduct  of  the  Spaniards,  and  to  promote  what  had  seldom  been  known,  a 
^v  catted  for  by  the  people,  and  o^qposed  by  the  minbtry.  During  the  same  political 
i&sentkms,  whicli,  as  usual,  were  warmest  in  the  city  of  London,  Glover  presided  at 
screral  meetings  caUed  to  set  aside,  or  censure  the  conduct  of  those  city  magbtrates  or 
iBembers  of  parliament  who  voted  for  the  court.  His  speeches  at  those  meetings,  if  we 
"wy  trust  to  the  rq)ort  of  them  in  th^  periodical  journals  of  1739  and  1740,  were 
^^ant,  ^[Nrited,  and  calculated  to  ghre  him  considerable  weight  in  the  deliberative  as- 
semblies of  hb  fellow-dtizois.  The  latter  wei^,  indeed,  so  fully  convinced  of  hb  talents 
^  zeal,  as  to  appoint  hhn  to  conduct  their  application  to  parliament,  on  the  subject  of 
)k  neglect  shown  to  their  trade  by  the  ruling  adminbtration.     Hb  services  in  thb^  last 

These  Ferses,  in  the  first  edition  of  lord  Lyttelton's  works,  are  dated  1734,  two  years  before  the 
•PPeannce  of  Leonidas.    C. 

i    J  ^.^^  '^^  ^^'  ^^^  ^^  published  his  Leonidas,  a  poem  that  was  eagerly  read  and  universally 
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aflair  may  be  seen  in  a  pamphlet  published  ia  1743»  uoder  the  titk  of  A  shott  AcoOuiA 
of  the  late  Application  to  Parlianient  made  by  the  Merchants  of  London  upon  tha 
neglect  of  their  Trade :  with  the  Substance  of  the  Evidence  thereupon^  as  synuned  iip 
by  Mr.  Glover. 

In  1744»  he  was  ofiered  employment  ot  a  very  different  kind,  being  nominated  in  tbs 
will  of  the  dutchess  ofMarlborough^  to  write  the  duke's  life,  in  conjunction  with  Mallet. 
Her  grace  bequeathed  500/.  to  each  on  this  condition  ;  but  Glover  inunediatdy  renounced 
hb  share,  while  Mallet,  who  has  no  scru|^  of  any  kind,  where  his  interest  ^vas  cx)ncemed, 
accepted  the  legacy,  and  contmued  to  receive  money  from  the  late  duke  of  Maryborough 
on  tl^e  same  account,  although  after  twenty  years  of  talk  and  boast,  he  left  nothing  be- 
hind hhn  that  could  show  he  had  ever  seriously  begun  the  wQ^k. 

Glover's  rejection  of  this  legacy  is  the  more  honourable,  as  at  this  time  his  affdios 
became  embarrassed ;  from  what  cause,  we  are  not  told.  It  may  be  conjectured,  howr 
ever,  that  he  had  shared  the  usual  &te  of  those  who  are  diverted  from  their  regular 
pursuits  by  the  dreams  of  political  patronage.  From  the  prince  he  is  said  to  have  re- 
ceived at  one  time  a  complete  set  of  (he  classics,  elegantly  bound,  and  at  another  time, 
during  his  distresses,  a  present  of  500/.  But  it  does  not  appear  that  when  the  friends 
of  Leonidas  came  into  power,  they  made  any  permanent  provision  for  the  autibor.  ^ 

During  the  period  of  his  embarrassment;  he  retired  from  public  notice,  until  the 
respect  and  gratitude  of  his  humbler  friends  in  the  city  induced  tliem  to  request  that  he 
would  stand  candidate  for  the  office  of  chamberlain  of  London,  which  was  vacant  in. 
1751,  but  his  application  was  unfortunately  made  when  the  msyority  of  the  voters  had 
already  been  engaged  to  sir  Thomas  Harrison.  His  feelings  on  thb  disappointment  do 
him  so  much  honour,  and  are  so  elegantly  expressed  in  the  speech,  he  addressed  to  thi^ 
lively,  that  no  apology  seems  necessary  for  introducing  it  in  this  place : 

**  Gentlemen, 

^  Aftbb  the  trouble  which^I  have  had  «o  large  a  share  m  givmg  you,  by  my  a|^Iica» 
tion  for  your  favour  to  succeed  sir  John  Bosworth  in  the  office  of  chamberlain,  this  day 
80  worthily  supplied,  I  should  deem  myself  inexcusable  m  quitting  this  place,  before  I 
rendered  my  thanks  to  those  in  parti9ikkir  who  have  so  generously  espoused  my  interest  ; 
to  your  new-elected  chamberlain  himself  nd  numbers  of  his  fiiends,  whose  expressions 
and  actions  have  done  me  peculiar  honour,  amidst  the  warmth  of  their  attachment  Uk 
him ;  to  the  two  deserving  magistrates,  who  have  presided  among  us  with  impartiality, 
humanity,  and  justice ;  and  lastly,  to  all  in  general,  for  their  candour,  decency,  and  m^ 
dulgence. 

*'  Gentlemen, 

**  Heretoihre  I  have  frenuentlv  had  occasion  of  addressinfi'  the  liverv  of  I^iidon  it*^ 
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dMiiiteBanc^  ge&tl^fflen,  fint  drew  me  from  the  retirement  of  a  stadioiis  We ;  your 
rq>eated  matks  of  dBtinctiou  first  pointed  me  out  to  that  great  body  the  merchants  of 
IxMMioo,  who,  pursuing  your  exampte,  condescended  to  intrust  me,  unequal  and  unworthy 
as  I  was,  wifli  the  mostimportifot  cause,  a  cause  where  your  interest  was  as  nearly  con- 
cerned as  theirs.  In  consequence  of  that  deference  which  has  been  paid  to  the 
€aitinients  and  choice  of  the  dtisens  and  traders  of  London,  it  was  impossible  biit  some 
&mt  lustre  must  have  glanced  on  one^  whom^  weak  as  he  was,  they  were  pleased  to 
appoint  the  instrument  on  theur  behalf:  and  if  from  these  transactions  I  accidentally 
scqtdred  the  smallest  share  of  reputation,  it  was  to  you,  gentlemen  of  the  livery,  that  my 
gratitude  ascribes  it;  and  I  joyAiUy  embrace  this  public  opportunity  of  dedarmg,  that 
whatever  part  of  a  public  character  I  may  {Resume  to  claim,  I  owe  primarily  to  you.  To 
this  I  m%fat  add  the  iavour,  the  twenty  years  countenance  and  patronage  of  one,  whom  a 
supreme  degree  of  respect  shall  prevent  me  from  naming ;  and  though  under  the  tempta- 
tion of  using  that  mime,  as  a  certam  means  of  obviating  some  misconstructions,  I 
ihaO,  however,  avoid  to  dwell  on  the  memory  of  a  loss  so  recent,  so  justly  and  so 
universally  lamented. 

**  Permit  me  now  to  remind  you,  that  when  placed  by  these  means  m  a  light  not 
altogether  unfavourable^  no  lucrative  reward  was  then  the  object  of  my  pursuit ;  nor 
ever  did  the  promises  or  offers  of  private  emolument  uiduce  me  to  quit  my  independence, 
or  vary  from  die  least  of  my  former  professions,  which  always  were,  and  remain  still 
immded  on  the  principles  of  universal  liberty;  principles  which  I  assume  the  glory 
to  have  establidied  on  your  records.  Tour  sense,  liverymen  of  London,  the  sense 
of  your  gieat  corporation,  so  rq>eatedly  reconunended  to  your  rqiresentatives  m 
parliament,  were  my  sense,  and  the  principal  boast  of  all  my  compositions,  containing 
vtatter  imbibed  in  my  eariiest  education,  to  which  I  have  always  adhered,  by  which  I  still 
adade,  and  wliich  I  will  endeavour  to  bear  down  with  me  to  the  grave,  and  even  at  that 
^oomy  period,  when  deserted  by  my  good  fortune,  and  under  the  severest  trials,  even 
then,  by  the  same  consistency  of  opinions  and  uniformity  of  conduct,  I  ntiH  preserved  that 
part  f>f  reputation  which  originally  derived  from  your  favour,  whatever  I  nii^t  pretend 
to  call  a  puMic  character,  unshaken  and  unblemished  ;  nor  once,  in  the  hour  of  affliction^ 
did  I  banish  from  my  thoughts  the  most  sincere  and  conscientious  intention  of  acquitting 
every  private  obligation,  as  soon  as  my  good  fortune  should  please  to  return;  a  distant 
^q^pearance  of  wldch  seemed  to  invite  me,  and  awakened  some  flattering  expectations  on 
the  rumoured  vacancy  of  the  diamberlam's  office ;  but  always  apprehending  the  imputa- 
tion of  presumption,  and  that  a  higher  degree  of  delicacy  and  caution  would  be  requisite 
in  me  than  m  any  other  candklate,  I  forbore,  till  late,  to  present  myself  once  more  to 
yeur  notk»,  and  then,  fbr  the  first  time,  abstracted  from  a  public  conskkration,  solicited 
your  favour  for  my  own  private  advantage.  My  want  of  success  shall  not  prevent  my 
cheerfully  congratulating  this  gentleman  on  his  election,  and  you  on  your  choke  qf  so 
wprtfay  a  magistrate,  and  if  I  may  indulge  a  hope  of  departing  this  place  with  a  share  of 
your  approbation  and  esteem,  I  solemnly  from  my  heart  declare,  that  I  shall  not  bear 
away  with  me  the  least  trace  of  disappointment.** 

The  allusion  in  this  speech  to  the  iavour  of  the  prince  of  Wales  was  probably  better 
nnderstood  then  than  it  can  be  at  this  distant  period.  In  that  illustrious  personage,  he 
no  doubt  lost  a  powerful  patron. 

In  1753,  he  began  to  try  his  talents  in  dramatfc  c«unpositk>n,  and  produced  the  tn^- 
gedy  of  Boadkea,  which  was  performed  for  nine  nights  at  Drunr  Lum  |^|f^^. 
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Pembertoo^  with  his  siccustomed  zeal  wrote  a  pamphlet  to  reconuneod  it^  and  among  the 
inferior  critics,  it  occasioned  a  temporary  controversy.  *'  The  tragedy  of  Boadicea/' 
says  Davies  in  his  life  of  Crarrick,  "  was  brought  forward  m  November  1754:  great 
expectations  were  formed  of  its  success  from  the  reputation  of  the  author,  who  had  ac- 
qmred  very  great  and  deserved  praise  from  his  heroic  poem  of  Leonidas.  But  his 
poetical  talents,  though  great,  were  inferior  to  his  character  as  a  patriot  and  true  lover  of 
his  country. 

"  The  amiable  author  read  his  Boadicea  to  the  actors.  But  surely  his  imanner  of 
conveying  the  meaning  of  his  poem  was  very  unliappy;  his  voice  was  harsh^  and 
his  elocution  disagreeable.  Mr.  Garrick  was  vexed  to  see  him  mangle  his  own  work,  and 
politely  offered  to  relieve  him  by  reading  an  act  or  two :  but  the  author  imagining  that  he 
was  the  only  person  fit  to  unfold  his  intention  to  the  players^  persisted  to  read  the  play  to 
the  end,  to  the  great  mortification  of  the  actors.'' 

In  1761,  he  publislied  his  Medea,  a  tragedy  written  on  the  Greek  model,  and  therefore 
unfit  for  the  modem  stage.  The  author,  indeed,  did  not  intend  it  for  representation,  but 
Mrs.  Yates  considered  the  experiment  as  likely  to  procure  a  full  house  at  her  benefit,  and 
brought  it  forward  upon  that  occasion ;  it  was  afterwards  acted  a  few  nights,  but  without 
exciting  the  tragic  passions  ^ 

From  this  period,  Glover's  afiairs  took  a  more  promising  tuhi,  although  in  what  way 
we  are  not  told.  At  the  accession  of  his  present  majesty,  he  was  chosen  member  of  par- 
liament for  Weymouth,  and  made  a  considerable  figure  in  the  many  debates  to  whidi  the 
confused  state  of  affiiirs  in  India  gave  rise.  In  1772>  we  find  him  an  inteliigtnt  and 
active  agent  in  adjusting  the  affairs  of  the  bank  of  Douglas,  Heron,  and  company,  of  Scot- 
land, which  fiiiled  about  that  time ;  and  on  other  occasions,  where  the  mercantile  mteresta 
of  London  were  concerned,  he  dbtinguisbed  himself,  not  only  by  his  eloquence,  but  by 
that  general  knowledge  of  commerce  which  inclines  to  enlarged  and  liberal,  as  well  as 
advantageous  measures. 

In  1775,  tlie  West  India  merchants  testified  the  sense  they  entertained  of  hb  services  in 
fbeir  affairs,  by  voting  him  a  piece  of  plate  of  the  value  of  300/.  The  speech  which  be 
delivered  in  the  house  of  commons,  on  the  application  of  these  merchants,  was  afterwards 
printed,  and  appears  to  have  been  the  last  of  his  public  services. 

In  1770,  he  republished  his  Leonidas  in  two  volumes  12mo.  extended  from  nine  book^ 
to  twelve,  and  the  attention  now  bestowed  on  it,  recalling  his  youthful  ideas,  strengthened 
by  time  and  observation,  probably  suggested  The  Athenaid,  which,  however,  he  did  not 
live  to  publish.  Soon  aft«r  1775,  lie  retired  from  public  business,  but  kept  up  an  intimacy 
with  many  of  the  most  eminent  scholars  of  the  day,  by  whom  he  was  highly  respected. 
After  experiencing,  for  some  time,  jthe  infirmities  of  age,  he  departed  thb  Ufe,  at  his  house 
in  Albermarle  Street,  November  25,  1785. 

Glover  was  tv\ice  married.  His  second  wife  is  now  living,  and  a  daughter,  married  to 
•*— —  Halsey,  esq.  He  was  supposed,  by  Dr.  Warton,  to  have  left  some  curious  memoirs 
of  his  life,  but  as  so  many  years  have  elapsed  witliout  their  appearance,  this  was  either  a 
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*"  Tbrou^  the  whole  of  his  life,  Mr.  G.  was  by  all  good  men  reveredi  by  the 
wise  esteemed,  by  the  great  sometimes  caressed  and  evea  flattered,  and  now  his  death  it 
fbcerely  lamented  by  all  who  had  the  happiness  to  contemphite  the  integrity  of  his 
character.  Mr.  G.  for  upwards  of  fifty  years  past,  through  eviiry  vicissitude  of  fortune, 
exhibited  the  most  exemplary  simplicity  of  ntiUmers;  havmg  early  attained  that  perfect 
equanimity,  which  philosophy  often  recommends  in  the  closet,  but  which  in  experience  is 
too  seldom  exercised  by  other  men  in  the  test  of  trial.  In  Mr.  G.  were  united  a  wide 
coD^Niss  of  accurate  information  in  all  mercantile  concerns,  with  high  intellectual  powers 
of  mind,  jcHned  to  a  copious  flow  of  eloquence  as  an  orator  in  the  house  of  commons. 
Since  Mflton  he  was  second  to  none  of  our  English  poets,  in  his  discriminating  judicious 
ac<}uaintance  with  all  andent  as  well  as  modem  literature;  witness  his  Leomdas,  Medea, 
Boodicea,  and  London :  for,  having  formed  his  own  character  upon  the  best  models  of  the 
Greek  writers,  he  lived  as  if  he  had  been  bred  a  discqile  of  Socrates,  or  companicm  of  Aris- 
tides.  Jlence  his  pditical  turn  of  mind,  hence  his  nnwurped  affisction  and  active  seal  for  the 
rights  and  liberties  of  his  country. — Hence  hu  heartfelt  exultation  whenever  he  had  to 
paint  the  impious  des^ns.  of  tyrants  in  ancient  times  frustrated,  or  in  modem,  defeated  m 
their  nefiurious  purposes  to  extirpate  liberty,  or  to  trample  on  the  unalienable  rights  of  man, 
however  remote  in  time  or  space  from  his  immediate  presence.  In  a  few  words,  for  the 
extent  of  his  various  emdition,  for  his  unalloyed  patriotism,  and  for  his  daily  exercise  and 
constant  practioe  of  Xenophon's  philosophy,  m  his  private  as  well  as  m  public  life,  Mr, 
Glover  has  left  none  his  equal  in  the  dty,  and  some  time  it  is  feared  may  elapse  before 
such  another  citizen  shall  arise,  with  eloquence,  with  character,  and  with  poetry,  like  his, 
to  assert  their  rights,  or  to  vindicate  with  equal  powers  the  just  claims  of  free-bora  men. 
Suffice  this  testimony  at  present,  as  the  well-earned  meed  of  this  truly  virtuous  man, 
whose  conduct  was  carefully  marked,  and  narmwly  watched  by  the  writer  of  the  foregoing 
hasty  sketch,  for  his  extraordinary  qualities  during  the  long  period  in  human  life  of 
upwards  of  forty  years:  and  now  it  is  spontaneously  offered  as  a  voluntary  tribute,  unsoli- 
cited and  unpurchaied ;  but  as  it  appears  justly  due  to  the  memory  of  so  excellent  a  poet, 
statesman,  and  true  philosopher,  in  life  and  death  the  same." 

Glover's  Leontdas  amply  entitles  him  to  a  distinguished  place  among  the  poets  of  his 
country,  but  the  public  has  not  held  it  in  uniform  estimation.  From  the  time  of  its  flrst 
appearance  in  \737r  it  went  through  six,  if  not  seven  editions,  but  for  nearly  forty  years 
there  has  not  been  a  demand  for  another,  although  that  publiidied  in  1770  was  highly  im- 
proved and  enlarged.  Its  history  may  probably  account  in  part  for  this  singular  fate,  and 
public  taste  must  exphiin  the  rest. 

We  have  already  mentioned,  that  on  its  first  publkation  it  was  read  and  praised  with 
the  utmost  avidity.  Besides  the  eucomhims  it  drew  from  Lyttelton  and  Pemberton,  ito 
fame  reached  Ireland,  where  it  was  reprinted,  and  became  as  much  in  fiishion  as  it  had 
been  in  England.  *^  Pray  who  b  that  Mr.  -Glover,"  says  Swift  to  Pope,  in  one  of 
his  letters,  *'  who  writ  the  epic  poem  called  Leomdas,  which  is  reprinting  here,  and  hath 
great  vogue*? 

Unfortunately,  however,  the  whole  of  thb  tribute  of  prabe  was  not  pakl  to  the 

*  "  Pope's  antwer"  lays  Dr.  Warton,  '*  does  not  appear:  it  would  have  been  curioni  to  tiave  knovn 
hk  opinioD  concerning  a  poem  that  is  written  in  a  taste  and  manner  so  different  from  his  own,  in  a  style 
ibnncd  in  the  Grecian  school,  and  with  the  simplicity  of  an  ancient."  I  am  happy  to  add  thb 
testimony  to  the  merit  of  a  poem,  of  which  I  hare  ventured  to  think  more  highly  than  some  late 
critics.    C 
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intrinsic  merit  <^  tbe  poem.  It  became  the  adopted  fkvonrite  of  the  party  in  opposition 
(to  sir  Robert  Walpole)  who  had  long  endeaToored  to  persuade  the  nation  that  public 
liberty  was  endangered  by  the  measures  of  that  minbter,  and  that  they  formed  the  chosen 
band  who  occupied  the  straits  of  Thermofi^lae  in  defiance  of  the  modem  Xerxes. 
Leonidas  therefore  was  rec6mmended,  to  rouse  en  oppressed  and  enslaved  people  to 
the  vindication  of  their  rights.  That  this  should  be  attempted  is  less  wonderfiil  than 
thatit  should  succeed.  We  find  very  few  passages  in  this  poem  which  will  apply  to  the 
state  of  public  affiiirs  in  England  at  that  time,  if  we  except  the  common-place  censure 
of  courts  and  courtiers,  and  even  that  is  i^ropriated  with  so  strict  historical  fidelity  to 
the  court  of  Xerxes,  that  it  does  not  seem  easy  to  borrow  it  for  any  other  purpose* 
**  Nothing  else,''  however,  Dr.  Warton  informs  us,  ^^  was  read  or  talked  of  at  Leicester 
House,**  the  illustrious  owner  of  which  extended  his  patronage  to  all  poets  who  fanned 
the  sacred  flame  of  patriotism. 

The  consequence  of  all  this  was,  that  Leonidas,  which  mi^  have  laid  claim  to  a 
considerable  rank  among  English  poems  of  the  higher  order,  was  pushed  beyond  it, 
and  when  the  purposes  for  which  it  had  been  extolled  were  either  answered,  or  no 
longer  desuable,  it  fell  lower  than 'it  deserved.  This  is  the  more  justly  to  be  regretted, 
as  we  have  no  reason  to  think  the  author  solicited  the  injudicious  praise  of  hb  friends 
and  patrons,  or  bad  ai^  hand  in  building  the  airy  edifice  of  popular  fame.  He  was, 
indeed,  a  lover  of  liberty,  which  has  ever  been  the  favourite  theme  of  poets,  but  he 
did  not  write  for  a  temporary  purpose.  Leonidas  l^id  been  the  fruit  of  very  early  am- 
bition: he  says  of  himself 

My  youthfal  bonn 

Were  exercit'd  in  knowledge.    Homer's  Mute 

To  daily  meditation  won  my  soul, 

With  my  young  spirit  mix'd  undying  sparks  « 

Of  her  own  rapture.  Book  vi.  282-287. 

He  was  desirous  to  be  known  to  posterity,  and  when  be  had  outlived  the  party  who 
pressed  his  poem  into  their  service,  he  corrected  and  improved  it  for  a  generation  that 
knew  nodiing  of  the  partialities  which  first  extended  its  &me. 

If  his  object,  however,  in  this  epopee,  had  been  solely  to  inculcate  a  love  of  liberty^ 
a  love  of  our  country,  and  a  resolute  determination  to  perish  with  its  freedom,  he 
could  not  have  chosen  a  subject,  at  least  from  ancient  times,  so  happily  adapted  to 
elevate  the  mind.  The  example  was  ui^Mralleled  in  history,  and  thorefbre  the  more 
capable  of  admitting  the  embellishments  and  attractions  that  belong  to  the  epic  pro- 
vince. Nor  does  it  appear  that  he  undertook  a  task  to  which  hb  powers  were  madequate, 
when  he  endeavoured  to  interest  his  readers  in  the  fate  of  hb  gallant  hero  and  faithful 
associates.  He  b  not  deficient  either  in  the  sublime  or  the  pathetic,  although  m  these 
essentials  he  may  not  bear  an  uniform  comparison  with  the  great  masters  of  tbe  passions. 
The  characters  are  varied  with  much  knowledge  of  the  human  heart ;  each  has  bis 
dbtinctive  properties,  and  no  one  b  raised  beyond  the  proportion  of  virtue  or  talent 
which  nay  be  mppoaed  to  correspond  with  (he  age  he  lived  in,  or  the  station  he  oc- 
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actioB.  He  has  likewise  thb  peculiar  eiceUence,  that  neither  hit  apeedKS  or  4e»rip- 
tioos  are  extended  to  such  lengths  as,  hi  some*  attempts  of  the  efkc  kiad,  beoMne  thr^ 
aoMe,  and  are  the  strongest  indication  of  want  of  judgment.  He  pants  the  rapid 
faeigies  of  a  band  of  freesBten,  in  a  barbarous  age,  )»tnig|iing  for  their  countfy, 
atran^isio  the  refilled  deUberation  of  later  ages,  and  acquainled  with  that  eloqMiioa 
ooly  which  leads  to  prooopt  decision. 

The  character  thus  attempted  to  be  given  has  been  drawn  principaUy  from  a  coosi- 
deretion  of  the  following  passages  m  this  poem,  which  in  the  opinion  of  the  writer, 
coDBtiUite  beauties  of  a  superior  kind.  The  parting  of  Leonidas  with  his  wiA  and 
fiunily — the  hymn  of  the  Magi — the  episode  of  Teribasus  and  Ariana,  to  wUch»  I  be- 
lieve, all  critics  hav^  done  justice— the  description  of  the  army  of  Xerxes — the  speech 
ef  Demaratus  to  Xerxes*— the  combat  between  Diomedon  and  Tig0enea^--the  destmcdoii 
ef  the  barbarians  at  the  dose  of  the  eighth  bo<d(— the  sublime  dream  of  LeonidM  hk 
annour — the  burning  of  the  camp  of  Xerxes — and  the  death  of  Leonkias.  To  thesa 
my  be  added,  the  masterly-drawn  characters  o(  Dkimedon,  Dithyrambus,  Menelippust 
Xerxes,  Demaratus,  Hyperanthus,  Polydorus,  and  Artemitta.  The  character  <^  Ar-^ 
temisia,  I  may  here  mention,  was  added  to  die  edition  of  1770,  with  the  very  ioteftst* 
mg  one  of  Oileus,  and  those  of  Mehbaeus,  Melissa,  'Artuches,  and  .Sschylus. 

Like  Lacan,  our  author  has  nyected  the  aki  of  mythological  machinery  and  fsoi^kM, 
and  the  fnnopriety  of  constructing  an  epic  poem  without  such  supernatural  auxiliaries, 
became,  after  the  pdblkation  of  Leonidas,  a  question  with  certain  ciitka.  The  examplea 
of  Homer,  Virgil,  and  MUton,  whkh  were  cited,  are  certainly  poweifiil;  but  the  voice 
of  Nature  is  yet  more  powerful,  and  no  aigument  or  author!^  can  prove  the  absolulfr 
aeoessity  ^rf'whal'canaot  for  a  moment  be  reconciled  to  truth  or  probability.  Mythology, 
it  may  be  said,  has  been  a  fertile  source  of  the  subhme,  but  it  is  only  omt  source^ 
snd  wheve  it  has  been  resorted  to  by  modem  poets,  th^  have  generally  dwindled  mto 
servile  imitatorB,  or  have  become  the  borrowers  of  imagery  and  sanrimwit^  which  Uavf 
san  make  appear  to  be  their  own  only  by  spoilmg. 

It  may  with  more  justke  be  objectod^to  Leonkfais,  that  the  author  places  too  constant 
a  refianoe  on  history,  and  follows  Herodotus  and  other  writers  so  dosely^  as  to  leave 
leas  seeipe  for  the  powers  of  inventaon  than  be  might  have  justly  daiaed,  ooaskierinf 
the  great  distance  of  time,  ai^  the  character  of  the  Greeks  m  that  age. 

With  respect  to  the  language  and  versification  of  Leonidas,  although  diey  may  b« 
praised  for  simplkity,  per^cuity,  and  harmony,  there  are  many  tame  and  prosaic  Ikies ; 
but  the  greatest  fiiidt  is  a  want  of  strength,  roijesty,  and  variety.  ^  He  has  not  availed 
himself/'  Dr.  Warton  observes,  **  of  the  great  privilege  of  blank  verse,  to  run  his 
verses  into  one  another  with  different  pauses.*'  He  thought  that  iambic  feet  only  should 
be  used  in  herok  verse,  without  admitting  any  trochaic,  a  notion  which  is  much  to  be 
r^;retted  in  a  writer  whose  judgmoit,  as  a  critic,  was  acknowledged  by  the  bestlscholars' 
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deottiid  our  admiratioo  by  tanis;  the  events  of  history,  too,  are  so  dosely  followed , 
as  to  give  the  whole  the  air  of  a  poetical  chronicle. 

If  the  plan  be  defective,  the  execution  is  no  less  00.  It  abounds  in  prosaic  lines  and 
mean  comparisons ;  there  are  many  words,  likewise,  introduced,  which  are  too  familiar 
for  heroic  poetry,  as  farestaily  uncomfortable^  acquiescence^  obtuse,  exemplified^  me^ 
ritoriousi  absurdity,  superfluous,  timber,  assiduity,  elegantly,  authoritative,  super^ 
cede,  corwalescence,  circumscription,  &c.  &c.  It  may  be  added,  that  there  are  various 
repetitions,  which  mark  the  unfimshed  state  in  whidi  the  author  has  left  this  com- 
positbn. 

With  all  these  faults,  however,  the  Athenaid  must  be  allowed  to  contain  many  splen- 
did passages,  such  as,  the  vision  of  Leonidas  which  appeared  to  iEschylus— the  dream 
of  Timon — the  march  of  the  Persian  army — Mardonius'  vision  of  the  temple  of  Fame 
— ^the  desolation  of  Ath^is— the  appearance  of  Xerxes  and  hn  troops  on  the  declivity 
of  Mount  .£galeos^the  passage  of  Sandauce  to  Phaleron — the  dirge  of  Ariana^the 
rdief  given  to  the  famished  Eretrians — the  episode  of  Hyacmthus  and  Cleora — the  cave 
of  the  furies,  and  the  cave  of  Trophouhis.  As  to  the  characters,  that  of  Aristides  is 
evidently  the  author's  &vourite,  nor  will  the  reader,  perhaps,  be  less  interested  in  the 
fate  t>f  Tliemistocles,  Mardonius,  Sandauce,  Argestes,  Timothea,  Nichomachus,  and 
Masbtius.  Throughout  the  whole  of  the  poem,  the  pathetic  »  predominant,  and  the 
author  depicts  with  admirable  feeling  those  scenes  of  domestic  woe,  which  are  created 
by  civil  dissention  co-operating  with  foreign  invasion.  Such  a  style  is  not  ill  adapted  to 
modem  taste,  but  in  proportion  as  poems  of  thb  species  abound  in  the  pathetic,  they 
depart  from  the  general  character  of  the  q>ic. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  detain  the  reader  by  observations  on  hb  smaller  poems.  That 
on  sir  Isaac  Newton  is  certainly  an  extraordinary  production  from  a  youth  of  sixteen, 
but  the  theme,  I  suspect,  must  have  been  given  to  him.  Such  an  acquaintance  with 
the  state  of  philosophy  and  the  improvements  of  our  immortal  philosopher,  could  not 
have  been  acquuied  at  his  age.  Hosier^s  Ghost  was  long  one  of  tlie  most  popuUir 
English  ballads ;  but  his  London,  if  intended  for  popular  influence,  was  probably  read 
and  understood  by  few.  In  poetical  merit,  however,  it  is  not  unworthy  of  the  author 
of  Leonidas.  Fielding  wrote  a  very  long  encomium  on  it  in  his  Cfaampioa,  and  pre- 
dicted, rather  too  rashly,  that  it  would  ever  continue  to  be  the  delight  of  all  that  can 
feel  the  exquisite  touch  of  poetry,  or  be  roused  with  the  dlvbe  enthusiasm  of  public 
spmt. 
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RICHARD  GLOVER. 


POEM  ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON. 

•UOIHALLY     PRBFfXED   TO    PSIfBEllTON't   TIIW    OP    til 

ISAAC  NBWTOH't  PBiLOtortfT,  1728.  8vo. 

1  O  Newton's  genius  and  immortal  (Suna, 
Th*  adYent'roas  Muse  with  trembling  piniont  sban. 
Thoo,  heavenly  Truth,  Irom  thy  seraphic  throoe 
Look  &TO«^ble  down,  do  thou  assist 
My  lab*ring  thought,  do  thou  inspire  my  song. 
Mewton,  who  first  th'  Almighty's  works  difplav*d. 
And  smoothM  that  mirror,  in  whose  polished  nee 
The  great  Creator  now  conspicuous  shines ; 
Who  open'd  Nature's  adamantine  gates. 
And  to  oar  minds  her  secret  pow'n  exposed; 
Newton  deooands  the  Muse  ^  his  sacred  hand 
Shall  raise  her  to  the  Heliconian  height. 
Where,  on  its  lofty  top  enthron*d,  her  head 
Shall  mingle  with  the  stan*    Hail,  Nature,  hall ! 
O  goddess,  handmaid  of  th'  ethereal  power, 
Now  lift  thy  head,  and  to  th*  admiring  world 
Show  thy  long  hidden  beauty.    Thee,  the  wise 
Of  ancient  Dame,  immortal  Plato's  sel^ 
The  Stagyrite,  and  Syracusian  sage. 
From  black  obscurity's  abyss  to  raise, 
(Drooping  and  mourning  o'er  thy  wondroqs  works) 
With  Taiii  inquiry  sought     like  meteors  these 
In  their  daurk  age  bright  sons  of  Wisdom  shone : 
But  at  thy  Newton  all  thy  laurels  fade. 
They  shrink  from  all  the  honoujn  of  their  names. 
So  glimm'ring  stars  contract  their  feeble  r^ys, 
When  the  swift  lustre  of  Aurora's  face 
Flows  Q*er  the  skies,  and  wraps  the  heav^  in  Ught 

The  Deity's  omnipotence,  the  cause, 
Th'  original  of  things,  long  lay  uiiknoipi. 
Alone  the  beauties  prominent  to  sight 
(Of  the  celestial  pow'r  the  outward  fbrm) 
Drew  praise  and  wonder  from  the  gazing  world. 
As  when  the  deluge  overspread  the  EarUi, 
whilst  yet  the  mountains  only  rear'd  their  heads 
Above  the  surfoce  of  the  wild  expanse, 
Wbemi'd  deep  below  the  great  fbondation  lay. 


Till  some  kind  angel,  at  Heav'n'i  high  command, 
Roll'd  back  the  rising  tides,  and  haughty  flood}. 
And  to  the  ocean  thundered  out  his  voice: 
Quick  all  the  swelling  and  imperious  waves. 
The  foaming  billows,  and  obscuring  surge. 
Back  to  their  channels  and  their  ancient  seats 
Recoil  affrighted :  from  the  darksome  main 
Earth  raises  smiling,  as  new-bom,  her  head. 
And  with  fresh  charms  her  lovely  fac«  arrays. 
So  his  extensive  thought  accomplish'd  fint 
The  mighty  task  to  drive  th'  obstmcting  mista 
Of  Ignorance  away,  beneath  whose  gloom 
Th'  unshrouded  majesty  of  Nature  lay. 
He  drew  the  veil,  and  swell'd  the  spreading  scene. 
How  had  the  Moon  around  th'  ethereal'void 
Rang'd,  and  eluded  laboring  mortab'  care. 
Till  his  invention  trac'd  her  secret  steps. 
While  she,  iuconstant»  with  unsteady  rein. 
Through  endless  mazes  and  meanders  guides 
In  its  unequal  course  her  changing  car: 
Whether  behind  the  Sun's  superior  light 
She  hides  the  beauties  of  her  radiant  face. 
Or,  when  conspicuous,  smiles  upon  mankind. 
Unveiling  all  her  night-rejoicing  charms. 
When  thus  the  silver-treiised  Moon  dispels 
The  froHning  borrours  from  the  brow  of  NigM, 
And  with  her  splendours  cheers  the  sullen  glooo^ 
While  sable-mantled  Darknest  with  his  veil 
The  visage  of  the  fair  horizon  shades. 
And  over  Nature  spreads  his  raven  wings; 
Let  me  upon  some  unfrequented  green. 
While  sleep  sits  heavy  on  the  drowsy  worfd^ 
Seek  out  some  peaceful  solidary  cell. 
Where  darksome  woods  around  their  gloomy  brows 
Bow  low.  and  ev'ry  hill's  protended  shade 
Obscures  the  dusky  vale,  there  silent  dwell. 
Where  Contemplation  holds  iu  still  abode. 
There  trace  the  wide  and  pathless  void  of  heav*!^ 
And  count  the  stars  that  sparkle  on  its  robe. 
Or  else,  in  Fancy's  wild'ring  mazes  lost. 
Upon  the  verdure  see  the  miry  ^ves 
Dance  o'er  their  qif  gic  circles,  or  behold. 
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la  thought  enraptar'd  with  the  ancimt  bardi, 
Medea's  balefiil  iiicantations  draw 
Down  froip  her  orb  the  paly  queen  of  night. 
But  chiefly,  Newton,  let  me  soar  with  thee. 
And  while  surveying  all  yon  starry  TaoH 
With  admiration  I  attentive  gaxe, 
Thou  shalt  descend  from  thy  celestial  seat. 
And  waft  aloft  my  high-aspiring  mind, 
Shalt  show  me  there  how  Nature  has  oidainM 
Her  fundamental  laws,  shalt  lead  my  thought 
Through  all  the  wand'rings  of  th'  uncertain.  Moon, 
And  teach  me  all  her  operathig  powers. 

•  She  and  the  Sun  with  influence  conjoint 
Wield  the  huge  axle  of  the  whirling  Earth, 
And  from  their  just  direction  turn  the  poles, 
Slow  urging  on  the  progpress  of  the  years. 
The  constellations  seem  to  leare  their  seats. 
And  o^er  the  skies  with  solemn  pace  to  move. 
You,  splendid  rulers  of  the  day  and  night, 
The  seas  obey;  at  your  resistless  sway 
Kow  they  contract  their  waters,  and  expose 
The  dreary  desert  of  old  Ocean's  reign. 
The  craggy  rocks  their  horrid  sides  disclose : 
Trembling  the  sailor  viewR  the  dreadful  scene, 
And  cautiously  the  threatening  ruin  shuns. 
But  where  the  shallow  waters  hide  the  sands, 
There  ravenous  Destruction  lurks  conoeal'd, 
Tl^ere  the  ill-guided  vessel  falls  a  prey, 
And  all  her  numbers  gorge  his  greedy  jaws. 
But  quick  returning  see  th*  impetuous  tides 
Back  to  tb'  abandoned  shores  impell  the  main. 
Again  the  foaming  seas  extend  their  waves. 
Again  the  rolling  floods  embrace  the  shores. 
And  veil  the  horrours  of  the  empty  deep. 
Thus  the  obsequious  seas  your  power  coufesB 
While  from  the  surface  healthful  vapours  rise. 
Plenteous  throughout  the  atmosphere  diff^'d. 
Or  to  supply  the  mountain's  heads  with  s]prings, 
Or  fill  the  hanging  clouds  with  needful  rams. 
That  friendly  streami,  and  kind  refreshing  showYs, 
May  gently  lave  the  sun-burnt,  thirsty  plains. 
Or  to  replenish  all  the  empty  air, 
With  wholesome  moisture  to  increase  the  fruits 
Of  Earth,  and  bless  the  labours  of  mankind. 
O  Newton,  whither  flies  thy  mighty  soul. 
How  shall  the  foeble  Muse  pursue  through  all 
The  vist  extent  of  thy  unbcmnded  thought. 
Thai  even  seeks  th'  unseen  recesses  dark 
To  penetrate^  of  Providence  immense. 
And  thou,  the  great  Dispenser  of  the  world 
Propitious,  who  with  inspiration  taught*st 
Our  greatest  bard  to  send  thy  praises  fbrth ; 
Thoiv  who  gav*st  Newton  thought;  who  smild'st 

serene. 
When  to  its  bounds  he  stretch'd  his  swelling  soul; 
Who  stilt  benignant  ever  blest  his  toil. 
And  deignM  to  his  enlighten'd  mind  t'  appear 
ConfessM  around  th'  interminated  world: 

^  To  me,  O  thy  divine  infhsion  grant, 
(O  thon  m  all  so  infinitely  good) 
That  I  may  sing  thy  everlasting  works. 
Thy  unexhausted  store  of  providence, 


Lest  humid  emanations  should  no  more 

Flow  ftx>m  the  ocean,  but  dissolve  away 

Through  the  long  series  of  revolving  time : 

And  lest  the  rital  principle  decay, 

By  which  the  air  supplies  the  springs  of  life^ 

Thou  hast  the  flery-visag'd  comets  fonu'd 

With  vivifying  spirits  all  replete, 

-Which  they  abundant  breathe  about  the  void, 

Renewing  the  prolific  soul  of  things. 

No  longer  now  on  thee  amaz'd  we  call. 

No  longe*  tremble  at  imagin'd  ills. 

When  comets  blaze  tremendous  from  on  high^ 

Or  when  extending  wide  their  flaming  trains 

With  hideous  grasp  the  skies  engirdle  round. 

And  spread  the  terrours  of  their  burning  locks. 

For  these  through  orbits  in  the  lengthening  space 

Of  many  tedious  rolling  years  complete 

Aroond  the  Sun  move  regulariy  on  ; 

/md,  with  the  planets  in  harmonious  orbs. 

And  mystic  periods  their  obeisance  pay 

To  him  Majestic  Rulbk  op  thb  skies. 

Upon  his  throne  of  circled  glory  fix*d. 

He  or  some  god  conspicuous  to  the  view 

Or  elsa  the  substitute  of  nature  seems. 

Guiding  the  courses  of  revolving  worlds. 

He  taught  great  Newton  the  all-potent  lawa 

Of  g^vitation,  by  whose  simple  power 

The  univerae  exists.     Nor  here  the  sage 

Big  with  invention  still  renewing  staid. 

But  O!  bright  angel  of  the  lamp  of  day. 

How  shall  the  Muse  di^laf  his  greater  toil  I 

Let  her  plunge  deep  in  Aganippe's  waves. 

Or  in  Ca8talia*s  ever-flowing  stream. 

That  re-inspired  she  may  sing  to  thee. 

How  Newton  dar'd  advent'rous  to  unbraid 

The  yellow  tresses  of  thy  shining  hair. 

Or  didst  thou  gracious  leave  thy  radiant  sphere^ 

And  to  his  hand  thy  lucid  splendours  give, 

T*  unweave  the  light-difi'using  wreath,  and  part 

The  blended  glories  of  thy  golden  plumes  ? 

He  with  laborious,  and  unerring  care. 

How  diflTrent  and  embodied  colours  form 

Thy  piercing  light,  with  just  dfstinction  fbund. 

He  with  quick  sight  pursued  thy  darting  rays. 

When  penetrating  to  th*  obscure  recess 

Of  solid  matter,  there  perspicuous  saw. 

How  in  the  texture  of  each  body  lay 

The  power  that  separates  the  difl^rent  beams. 

Hence  over  Nature's  unadorned  face  . 

Thy  bright  dcversifyiog  rays  dilate 

Their  various  hues :  and  hence  when  vernal  raint^ 

Descending  swift  have  burst  the  lowering  clouds. 

Thy  splendours  through  the  dissipating  mists 

In  its  fair  vesture  of  unnumbered  hues 

Array  the  show'ry  bow.    At  thy  approach 

The  Morning,  risen  firom  her  peariy  couch. 

With  rosy  blushes  decks  her  virgin  cheek : 

The  Evening  on  the  frontispiece  of  Heav*n 

His  mantle  spreads  with  many  colours  gay : 

The  midday  skies  in  radiant  azure  clad. 

The  shining  clouds,  and  silver  vapours  rob'd 

In  white  transparent  intermixt  with  gold. 
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The  gay-<i^^nird  Spriiig  mdyancei  od; 
Whai  thou  in  thy  meridian  hrightnen  sitt'st, 
And  from  thy  throne  pure  emanmtions  flow 
Of  glory  bursting  oVr  the  radiant  skies ;  . 
Tb^  let  the  Mu«e  CJympus'  top  ascend. 
And  o'er  Thessalia's  plain  extend  her  view. 
And  count,  O  Temp^  all  thy  beauties  o'er. 
Mountainsywhose  summits  grasp  the  pendant  clouds» 
Between  their  wood-enveIop*d  slopes  embrace 
llie  green  attired  TalGes.    Every  flow*r 
Here  in  the  pride  of  bounteous  Nature  clad. 
Smiles  on  the  bosom  of  th'  enamell'd  meads. 
Over  the'smiling  lawn  the  siWer  floods 
Of  &ir  Penens  gently  roll  along. 
While  the  refle^ed  colours  firom  the  flow'n, 
And  Terdant  borders  pierce  the  limpid  waTCS^ 
And  paint  with  all  their  variegated  hue 
The  yellow  sands  beneath.    Smooth  gliding  on 
The  waters  hasten  to  the  neighbouring  sea. 
Still  the  pleas'd  eye  the  floataog  plain  pursues; 
At  length,  in  Neptune's  wide  domnuons  lost» 
Surveys  the  shining  billows,  that  arise 
AppareU'd  each  in  Phoebus  bright  attire: 
Ot  Ifom  a&r  some  tall  majestic  ship, 
Or  the  long  hostile  lines  of  threatening  fleets* 
Which  o'er  the  bright  uneven  mirror  sweep. 
In  dazzling  gold,  and  waving  purple  deck'd; 
Soch  as  of  old  when  haughty  Athens  pour 
Their  hideous  firont  and  terrible  array 
Against  Pallene's  coast  extended  wide. 
And  with  tremendous  war,  and  battle  stem 
The  trembKng  walls  of  Potidaa  shook* 
Crested  with  pendants  curling  with  the  breeze, 
The  upright  masts  high  bristle  in  the  air, 
Aloft  fniifcing  proud  their  gilded  heads. 
The  silver  waves  against  the  painted  prows 
Baise  their  resj^lendent  bosoms,  and  impeari 
The  fisir  ▼ermiUon  with  their  glistering  drops: 
And  fiom  on  board  the  iron^:loUied  host 
Aroand  the  main  a  gleaming  horroar  cast ; 
Eaeh  flaming  buckler  like  the  midday  Sun, 
Eadi  plumed  helmet  Uke  the  silver  Moon, 
Eadk  moving  gauntlet  Uke  the  lightning's  blaze, 
And  Bke  a  star  each  brazen  pomted.  spear. 
Butio!  the  sacred,  high-erected  fanes. 
Fab  citadels,  and  marble-crowned  towers, 
And  sumptuous  palaces  of  stately  towns 
Magnificent  arise,  upon  their  heads 
Bearing  on  high  a  wreath  of  silver,  jight. 
But  see,  my  Muse,  the  high  Pierian  hill. 
Behold  its  shaggy  locks,  and  airy  top. 
Dp  to  the  skies  th'  imperious  mountahi  heaves ; 
The  shining  verdure  <^  the  nodding  woods. 
See  where  the  silver  Hippocrene  flows. 
Behold  eadi  glittering  nvulet  and  rill 
Throngh  mazes  wander  down  the  green  descent, 
Aaif  sparkle  through  the  interwoven  trees. 
Here  rest  awhile,  and  humble  homage. pay. 
Here,  where  the  sacred  geoins.  that  inspired 


Mars  taught  thee  war,  aod  with  his  bbedy  h«nd 

Instructed  thine,  when  in  thy  sounding  lines 

We  hear  the  rattling  of  Belkxia*s  car. 

The  ]rell  of  discord,  and  the  din  of  arma. 

Pindar,  when  mounted  on  his  fiery  steed. 

Soars  to  the  Sun,  opposing,  eagle-like. 

His  eyes  undazzled  to  the  fiercest  rays. 

He  firmly  seated,  not  like  Olaucus*  son. 

Strides  hb  swift- winged  and  fire-breathing  hone^ 

And  borne  aloft  strikes  with  his  ringing  hwH 

"the  brazen  vault  of  Heaven,  superior  there 

Looks  down  upon  the  stars,  whose  radiant  light 

Illuminates  innumerable  worlds^ 

That  through  eternal  orbits  roll  beneath. 

But  thou,  all  hail !  immortalized  sob 

Of  harmony,  all  hail !  thou  Thracian  bard^ 

To  whom  Apollo  gave  his  tuneful  lyn ! 

O  might'st  thou,  Orpheus,  now  again  revive. 

And  Newton  should  inform  thy  list'ning  ear. 

How  the  soft  notes,  and  soul-enchanting  strain* 

Of  thy  own  lyre,  were  on  the  wind  conveyed. 

He  taught  the  Muse,  how  sound  progressive  floats- 

Upon  iie  waving  particles  of  air, 

When  harmonr  in  ever-pleasing  strains. 

Melodious  melting  at  each  lulling  &U, 

With  soft  alluring  penetration  steals 

Through  the  enrapturM  ear  to  inmost  thought. 

And  folds  the  senses  in  its  silken  bands. 

So  the  sweet  mijisic,  which  firom  Orpheus'  topoh^ 

And  iam'd  Amphion*8,  on  the  sounding  string 

Arose  harmonious,  gliding  on  the  air. 

Pierced  the  tough-bark'd  and  knotty-ribbed  isoods» 

Into  their  saps  soft  inspiration  breath'd. 

And  taught  attention  to  the  stubborn  oak. 

Thus  when  great  Henry,  and  brave  MarlbVough  M 

Th'  embattled  numbers  of  Britannia's  sons. 

The  trump,  that  swells  th'  expanded  cheek  of  Fam^ 

That  adds  new  vigour  to  the  gen'rous  yoath» 

And  rouses  sluggish  cowardice  itself 

The  trumpet  with  its  Mars-inciting  voice 

The  wind's  Inoad  breast  impetuous  sw<^ing  o'er> 

Fiird  the  big  note  of  war.    Th'  inspired  host 

With  new-born  ardour  press  the  trembling  Gaul ; 

Noir  greater  throi^  had  reach'd.  eternal  night. 

Not  if  the  fields  of  Agincourt  had  yawn'd, 

Exposmg  horrible  the  gulf  of  Fate; 

Or  roaring  Danube  spread  his  arms  abroad. 

And  overwhelm'd  their  legions  with  his  floods* 

But  let  the  wand'ung  Muse  at  leng^  return; 

Nor  yet,  angelic  genius  of  the  Sun, 

In  worthy,  lays  her  high-attempting  song 

Has  blazoned  forth  thy  venerated  name. 

Then  let  her  sweep  the  loud-resounding  lyre, 

Again,  again  o'er  each  melodious  string 

Teach  harmony  to  tremble  with  thy  praise. 

And  still  thine  ear,  O. favourable  grant. 

And  slie  shall  tell  thee,  that  whatever  charmab 

Whatever  beauties  bloom  on  Nature's  foce. 

Proceed  firom  thy  all-influenciuK  lij^ht. 
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Thou  life-mfnsiiig  deity,  on  thee 
I  call,  and  look  propitftious  from  on  higli. 
While  now  to  thee  I  oflRetr  up  my  prayer. 
O  bad  g^reat  Newton,  as  be  found  the  cause, 
By  which  sound  rolls  through  th'  undulating  air, 
O  ha^  he,  baffling  Time's  resistless  power. 
Discovered  what  that  subtle  spirit  .is. 
Or  whatsoe'er  difiusive  else  is  spread 
Over  the  wide  extended  universe, 
Which  causes  bodies  to  reflect  the  light. 
And  from  their  straight  direction  to  divert 
The  rapid  beaiiis,  that  through  their  surface  pierce. 
But  sinee  embrac'd  by  th'  icy  arms  of  age, 
And  his  quick  thought  byTime's  cold  hand  congealed, 
ISf^  Newton  left  unknown  this  hidden  power: 
Tliou  from  the  race  of  human  kind  select 
Some  other  worthy  of  an  angel's  care, 
With  mspiration  animate  his  breast. 
And  him  instruct  in  these  thy  secret  laws. 
O  let  not  Newton,  to  whose  spacious  view. 
Now  unobstructed,  all  th'  extensive  scenes 
Of  the  ethereal  Ruler's  works  arise ; 
When  he  beholds  this  Earth  he  late  adom'd, 
IjBt  him  not  see  Philosophy  in  tears, 
like  a  fbnd  mother,  solitary  sit, 
lamenting  him,  her  dear,  Imd  only  child. 
But  as  the  wise  Pythagoras,  and  he. 
Whose  birth  with  pri<1e  the  fam*d  Abdera  boasts. 
With  expectation  having  long  survey'd 
Tiai  spot,  their  ancient  seat,  with  joy  beheld 
SSvine  Philosophy  at  length  appear 
in  all  her  chams  majestically  fair. 
Conducted  by  immortal  Newton*s  hand : 
So  may  he  see  another  sage  arise. 
That  shall  maintain  her  empire:  then  no  more 
Imperious  Tgnorance  with  haughty  sway 
Shall  stalk  rapacious  o'er  the  ravag'd  globe: 
Then  thou,  O  Newton,  ^alt  protect  these  lines. 
The  humble  tribute  of  me  grateful  Muse ; 
Ne'er  shall  the  sacrile^ous  hand  despoil 
Hei' laurell'd  temples,  whom  his  name  preserves: 
And  were  she  equal  to  the  mighty  theme. 
Futurity  should  wonder  at  her  song: 
Tmie  should  receive  her  with  extended  arms, 
Seat  her  conspicuous  in  his  rolling  car, 
And  bear  her  down  to  his  extremest  bound. 
Fables  with  wonder  tell  how  Terra's  sons 
With  hron  force  unloosed  the  stubborn  nerves 
Of  hills,  and  on  the  clotid-enshrouded  top 
Of  Pelion  Ossa  piPd.    But  if  the  vast 
Gigantic  deeds  of  savage  strength  demand 
Astonishment  from  men,  what  then  shalt  thon, 
O  what  expressive  rapture  of  the  soul. 
When  thou  before  us,  Newton,  dost  display 
The  labours  of  thy  great  excelling  mind ; 
When  thou  unveifest  all  the  wondroui  scene, 
The  vast  idea  of  th'  eternal  King, 
Nor  dreadfiit  bearing  in  his  angry  arm 
The  thunder  hanging  o'er  our  trembling  heads  j 
But  with  th'  effulgency  of  love  replete. 
And  clad  with  power,  which  fbrm'd  th'  extensive 

Heavens. 
O  happy  he,  whose  enterprising  hand 
Unbars  the  golden  and  relucid  gates 
Of  th'  empyrean  dome,  where  thou  enthron'd. 
Philosophy,  art  seated.    Thou,  sustain'd 
By  the  urm  hand  of  everlasting  Truth, 
Bespisest  all  the  iiynries  of  Time : 
Thou  never  knoWst  decay  when,  all  around, 
Antk|uity  obscures  her  head.    Behpld 


Th'  Egyptian  towen,  the  Babylonian  walls, 

And  Thebes,  with  all  her  hundred  gates  of  brass. 

Behold  them  scattered  like  the  dust  abroad. 

Whatever  now  is  flourishing  and  proud. 

Whatever  shall,  must  know  devouring  age. 

Euphrates'  stream,  and  seven-mouth^  Nile, 

And  Danube,  thou  that  from  Germania's  soil 

To  the  black  Euxine's  hr  remoted  shore. 

O'er  the  wide  bounds  of  mighty  nations  sweep'st 

In  thunder  loud  thy  rapid  floods  along.  ^  '^ 

Ev'n  you  shall  feel  inexorable  time : 

To  you  the  fatal  day  shall  come ;  no  more 

Your  torrents  then  shall  shake  the  trembling  ground, 

No  longer  then  to  inundations  swoll'n, 

Th'  imperious  waves  the  fertile  pastures  dr^Kh, 

But  shrunk  within  a  narrow  channel  glide  ; 

Or  through  the  year*s  reiterated  course,   [streams. 

When  lime  himself  grows  old,  your  wondrous 

Lost  ev'n  to  memory,  shall  lie  unknown 

Beneath  obscurity  and  chaos  whelm'd. 

But  still  thou.  Sun,  illuminatest  all 

The  azure  regions  round,  thou  guidest  still 

The  orbits  of  the  planetary  spheres ; 

The  Moon  still  wanders  o*er  her  changing  course 

And  still,  O  Newton,  shall  thy  name  survive 

As  long  as  Nature's  hand  directs  the  world. 

When  ev'ry  dark  obstruction  shall  retire. 

And  ev'ry  secret  yield  its  hidden  store. 

Which  thee  dim-sighted  age  fbrbade  to  see. 

Age  that  alone.could  stay  thy  rising  soul. 

And  could  mankind  among  the  fixed  stars, 

Ev'n  to  th'  extremest  bounds  of  khowledge  reach. 

To  those  unknown,  innumerable  suns. 

Whose  light  but  glimmers  from  those  distant  worlds^ 

Ev'n  to  those  utmost  boundaries,  those  bars 

Tliat  shut  the  entrance  of  th'  illumin'd  spmce, 

Where  angeb  only  tread  the  vast  unknown. 

Thou  ever  shouldst  be  seen  immortal  there : 

In  each  new  sphere,  each  new-appearing  sup. 

In  furthest  regions  at  the  very  verge 

Of  the  v^ide  universe  shouldst  thou  be  seen. 

And  lo!  th*  all-potent  goddess.  Nature,  takes 

With  her  own  hand  thy  great,  thy  just  reward 

Of  immortality ;  aloft  in  air 

See  she  displays,  and  with  eternal  grasp 

Uprears  thi  trophies  of  great  Newton^s  fame. 


ADMIRAL  HOSIERS  GHOST. 

As  near  Porto-Bello  *-  lying 

On  the  gently  swelling  flood. 
At  midnight  with  Streamers  flying. 

Our  trium]phant  navy  rode ; 

'  The  case  of  Hosier,  which  is  here  so  patheti-. 
cally  represented,  was  briefly  this.  In  April,  1 726, 
that  commander  was  sent  with  a  strong  fleet  into 
the  Spanish  W^st  Indies,  to  block  up  the  galleons 
in  the  ports  of  that  country,  or  should  they  pre- 
sume to  come  out,  to  seize  and  carry  them  into 
England:  he  accordingly  arrived  at  the  Basti- 
mentos  near  Porto-Bello,  but  being  restricted  by 
bis  orders  from  obeying  the  dictates  of  his  coa^ 
rage>  l*y  inactive  on  that  station  until  he  became 
the  j^  of  the  Spaniards:  he  afterwards  removed 
to  Carthagena,  and  continued  cruizing  in  these 
seas,  till  &r  the  gpreater  part  of  his  men  perished 
deplorably  by  the  diseases  of  that  unhealthy  cU* 
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There  whilfe  Vernon  sat  aU-glonous 

Firoin  the  Spaniard's  late  defeat ; 
And  his  crews,  with  shouts  Tictorious, 

Drank  success  to  England's  fleet: 
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On  a  sndden  shrilly  soonding, 

Hideons  yells  and  shrieks  were  heard : 
llien  each  heart  with  fear  confounding, 

A  sad  troop  of  ghosto  appeared. 
All  m  drear>  ijammocs  shrouded, 

Which  for  winding-sheets  they  wore. 
And  with  looks  by  sorrow  clouded. 

Frowning  on  that  hostile  shore. 

On  them  gleam'd  the  Moon*s  wan  lustre. 

When  the  shade  of  Hosier  brave 
His  pale  bands  was  seen  to  muster, 

Rising  from  their  watry  grave : 
0*er  the  glimm'ring  wave  he  hy'd  him. 

Where  the  Burford  rear'd  her  sail, 
With  three  thousand  ghosts  beside  him. 

And  in  groans  did  Vernon  haiL 

"  Heed,  O  heed,  our  faUl  story, 

I  am  Hosier's  injured  ghost. 
You,  who  now  have  purchased  glory 

At  this  place  where  I  was  lost  j 
Though  in  Porto^Bello's  ruin 

You  now  triumph  free  from  feats. 
When  you  think  on  our  undoing, 

You  will  mix  your  joy  with  tears. 

"  See  these  mournful  spectres,  sweeping 

Ghastly  o'er  this  hated  wave, 
Whose  wan  cheeks  are  stain'd  with  weeping; 

These  were  English  captains  brave  x 
Mark  those  numbers  pale  and  horrid. 

Those  were  once  my  sailora  bold, 
lo!  each  hangs  his  droopmg  forehead. 

While  his  dismal  Ule  is  told. 

*•  I,  by  twenty  sail  attended. 

Did  this  Spanish  town  affright: 
Nothing  then  its  wealth  defended 

But  my  orders  not  to  fight  ; 
O !  that  in  this  rolling  ocean 

I  had  cast  them  with  disdam. 
And  obey'd  my  heart's  warm  notion. 

To  have  queU'd  the  pride  of  Spain. 

"  For  resistance  I  could  fear  non«. 

But  with  twenty  ships  had  done 
What  thou,  brave  and  happy  Vernon, 

Hast  achieved  with  six  alone.     * 
Then  the  fiasttmentos  never 

Had  our  foul  dishonour  seen. 
Nor  the  sea  the  sad  receiver 

Of  this  gallant  train  had  been. 

ra^  This  brave  man,  seeing  his  best  officers 
and  mtn  thus  daily  swept  away,  his  ships  exposed 
to  meltable  destruction,  and  himself  made  the 
sport  of  the  enemy,  is  said  to  have  died  of  a  bro- 
ken heart.     See  Smollet's  Hist 

The  following  song  is  commonly  accompanied 
witti  a  second  part,  or  answer,  which,  being  of  in- 
ferior merit,  and  apparently  written  by  another  I 
hand,  hath  been  rejected.    Percy.  I 

VOU  XVIL 


**  Thus,  like  thee,  proud  Spain  dismaying, 

And  her  galleons  leading  home. 
Though  condemn'd  for  disobejring, 

I  had  met  a  traitor's  doom ; 
To  have  fall'n,  my  country  crjring 

He  has  play'd  an  English  part. 
Had  been  better  far  than  dying 

Of  a  griev'd  and  broken  hj»rt.  * 

"  Unrepming  at  thy  glory. 

Thy  successfol  arms  we  hail; 
But  remember  our  sadstory. 

And  let  Hosier's  wrongs  prevail. 
Sent  in  this  foul  clime  t(>  languish. 

Think  what  thousands  fall  in  vain, 
Wasted  with  disease  and  anguish. 

Not  m  glorious  battle  slain. 

"  Hence,  with  all  my  train  attending 

From  thehr  oozy  tombs  below. 
Through  the  hoary  foam  ascending. 

Here  I  feed  my  constant  woe: 
Here  the  Bastimentos  viewing, 

We  recall  our  shameful  doom. 
And  our  plaintive  cries  renewing. 

Wander  through  the  midnight  gloom. 

"  O'er  these  waves  for  ever  mourning 

Shall  we  roam  deprived  of  rest. 
If  to  Britain's  shores  returning. 

You  neglect  my  just  reouftst 
After  this  proud  foe  subduing, 

When  your  patriot  friends  you  set^ 
Think  on  vengeance  for  my  ruin. 

And  for  England  sham'd  m  me." 


LONDON: 


THB  FR06RB8I  OP  OOMMBRCC. 

Ya  northern  blasts,  and  Eunis «,  wont  to  sweep 
With  rudest  pinions  o'er  the  furrow'd  waves. 
Awhile  suspend  your  violence,  and  waft 
From  sandy  Weser » and  the  broad-mouth'd  Elb 
My  freighted  vesseb  to  the  destin'd  shore. 
Safe  o'er  th'  unruffled  main ;  let  every  thought. 
Which  may  disquiet  and  alarm  my  breast. 
Be  abw»it  now  5  that,  dispossessed  of  care. 
And  free  from  every  tumult  of  the  mind. 
With  each  disturbmg  passion  hush'd  to  peaceu 
I  may  pour  all  my  spirit  on  the  theme. 
Which  opens  now  before  me,  and  demands' 
The  loftiest  strain.    The  eagle,  when  he  tow»i» 
Beyond  the  clouds,  the  fleecy  robes  of  Heav'n 
Disdains  aH  objects  but  the  golden  Sun,  * 

Full  on  th»  effulgent  orb  directs  his  eye. 
And  saUs  exulting  through  the  Maze  of  day ; 
So,  while  her  wing  attempU  the  boldest  flights 
Rejecting  each  inferior  theme  of  praise. 
Thee,  ornament  of  Europe,  Albion's  pride, 
Fair  seat  of  wealth  and  ft«edom,  tiiee  my  Mnse 
Shall  celebrate,  O  London :  thee  she  hails. 
Thou  lov'd  abode  of  Commerce,  last  retread 

>  The  east  whid. 

K  [ST^  %.u^^  ^  ^  Waser.  and  Ham- 
burgh on  the  Sib, 
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Whence  she  oonteni^atei  with  a  tranqoil  rn'md 

Her  various  wanderisgi  from  the  iated  boor 

That  she  abandon'd  her  maternal  clime ; 

Neptunian  Cbmmerce,  whom  I^oenice  bore,- 

Illustrious  nymphy  that  nam*d  the  fertile  plaioi 

Along  the  sounding  main  extended  Hx, 

Which  flowery  Carmel  with  its  sweet  perfumes, 

And  with  its  cedars  libanus  o'enhades : 

Her  from  the  bottom  of  the  watry  world, 

As  once  she  stood,  in  radiant  beauties  graced. 

To  mark  the  heaving  tide,  the  piercing  eye 

Of  Neptune  view'd  enaraour'd :  hom  the  deep 

The  god  ascending  rushes  tx>  the  beadi. 

And  clasps  th*  a&ighted  virgin.    From  that  day. 

Soon  as  the  paly  regent  of  the  night 

Nine  times  her  monthly  progress  had  renew'd 

Through  Heaven's  illumined  vault,  Phoenice,  led 

By  shame,  once  more  the  sea-wormmargin  sought: 

There  pac*d  with  painful  step/ the  barren  sands, 

A  solitary  mourner,  and  the  surge. 

Which  gently  roird  beside  her,  now  no  more 

l^th  placid  eyes  beholding,  thus  esclaim'd : 

**  Ye  fragrant  shrubs  and  cedars,  lofty  shade. 
Which  crown  my  native  hills,  ye  spreading  palms. 
That  rise  majestic  on  these  ft*uitful  meads. 
With  you,  who  gave  the  lost  Phoenice  birth. 
And  you,  who  bear  th'  endearing  name  of  friends. 
Once  faithful  partners  of  my  chaster  hours, 
Farewell !  To  thee,  perfidious  god,  I  come. 
Bent  down  with  pain  and  aaguish  on  thy  sands, 
I  come  thy  suppliant :  <leath  is  all  I  crave ; 
Bid  thy  devouring  waves  tnwrap  my  hei|d. 
And  to  the  bottom  whelm  my  cares  and  shame !" 

She  ceased,  when  suciden  horn  th'  enclcdng  deep 
A  crystal  car  emerg'd,  with  g^tt'ring  shells, 
CulPd  from  their  oozy  beds  by  Tethys*  train. 
And  blushing  coral  decked,  whose  ruddy  glow 
Mu[M  with  the  watry  lustre  of  the  pearl. 
A  smiling  band  of  ^ea4xNm  nymphs  attend, 
Wbo  from  the  shore  with  gentle  hands  convey 
The  fear-subdu'd  Phoenice,  and  along 
The  lucid  chariot  place.    As  there  with  dread 
All  mute,  and  struggling  with  her  painful  throes 
She  lay,  the  winds  by  Neptune's  high  command 
Were  silent  nmnd  ber;  not  a  zephjrr  dar'd 
To  wanton  o'er  the  cedar's  branching  top. 
Nor  on  the  plain  the  stately  pahn  was  seen 
To  wave  its  graceful  verdure  ^  o'er  the  main 
No  undidatioQ  brake  the  smooth  expanse. 
But  all  was  hush'd  and  motionless  around. 
All  but  the  lightly-slidittg  car,  impeU'd 
Along  the  level  azure  by  the  strength 
Of  active  Tritons,  rivaling  m  speed 
The  rapid  meteor,  whose  sulphurepus  train 
Glides  o'er  the  brow  of  darkness,  aad  appears 
The  Kvid  ruins  of  a  fislling  star. 

Beseath  the  Lybian  skies,  a  blissful  ble, 
Bv  Triton's  '  floods  encircled,  Nysa  lay.  | 


Its  verdure  mild  the  willing  feet  allum  | 
While  on  its  sloping  sides  ascends  the  pride 
Of  hoary  groves,  high-ardiing  o'er  the  vale 
With  day-rejecting  gloom.    The  solemn  shade 
Half  round  a  spadous  lawn  at  length  expands, 
Clos'd  by  a  towMng  cliffy  whose  forehead  glows 
With  azure,  purple,  and  ten  thousand  dyes. 
From  its  resplendent  fragments  beaming  round  ; 
Nor  less  irradiate  oolours  from  beneath 
On  every  side  an  ample  grot  reflects. 
As  down  the  perforated  rock  the  Sun 
Pours  his  meridian  blaze  !  rever'd  abode 
Of  Nysa's  nymphs,  with  every  plant  attir'd 
That  wears  undying  green,  refreshed  with  rills 
From  ever-living  fountains,  and  enrich'd  • 
With  all  Pomona's  bloom :  unfading  flowers 
Glow  on  the  mead,  and  spicy  shrubs  perfume 
With  inexhausted  sweets  the  cooling  gale. 
Which  breathes  incessant  there;  while  every  bird 
Of  tuneful  note  his  gay  or  plaintive  song 
Blends  with  the  warble  of  meandring  streams. 
Which  o'er  their  pebbled  channels  murm'ring  lave 
The  fruit-mvested  hills  that  rise  around. 
The  gentle  Nereids  to  this  calm  recess 
Phoenice  bear ;  nor  Dapsil^a  bland. 
Nor  good  Cucarpe,  studious  to  obey 
Great  Neptune's  will,  their  hospiuble  care 
Refuse;  nor  long  Lucina  is  invok'd. 
Soon  as  the  wondrous  infant  sprung  to  day, 
Earth  rock'd  around;  with  all  tbeir  nodding  woods. 
And  streams  reverting  to  their  troubled  source. 
The  mountain  shook,  while  Lybia's  neighb'ring  god. 
Mysterious  Ammon,  from  his  hollow  cell 
With  deep  resounding  accent  thus  to  Heaven, 
To  Earth,  and  sea,  the  mighty  birth  proclaim'd : 

**  A  new-born  power  behold !  whom  Fate  hath 
call'd 
The  god's  imperfect  labour  to  complete 
This  wide  creation.     She  in  lonely  sands 
Shall  bid  the  tower^encircled  city  rise, 
The  barren  sea  shall  people,  and  tlie  wilds 
Of  dreary  Nature  shall  with  plenty  clothe; 
Sbe  shall  enlighten  man's  uoletter'd  race. 
And  with  endearing  intercourse  unite 
Remotest  nations,  scorch'd  by  sultry  suns, 
Or  freezing  near  the  snow-encrusted  pole : 
Where'er  ihe  joyous  vine  disdains  to  grow. 
The  fruitful  olive,  or  the  golden  ear; 
Her  hand  divine,  with  interposing  aid 
To  every  climate  shall  the  gifts  supply 
Of  Ceres,  Bacchus,  and  the  Athenian  maid?; 
The  graces,  joys^  emoluments  of  life. 
From  ber  eahaustieas  bounty  all  shall  flow." 

The  heavenly  prophet  ceas'd.    Olympus  heard. 
Straight  from  their  star-bespangled  thrones  descend 
On  blooming  Nysa  a  celestial  ^nd. 
The  ocean's  lord  to  honour  in  bis  child ; 
When,  o'er  his  offspring  smiling,  thus  began 
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With  wisdom  Mm!  her,  Mercury  with  art, 
Tbe  Lemniaa  god*  with  iodostry,  mnd  last 
Maj«tic  Phobus,  o'er  the  in&nt  long 
In  ooDtemplatioB  pansiiig,  thus  declar'd 
From  hii  eanptor'd  lip  hit  matdilets  booiu 

**  Thee  with  dirine  imrention  I  endow. 
Thai  secret  wooder,  goddess,  to  disclose. 
By  which  the  wise^  the  virtnous,  and  the  braTe, 
The  heaven-taught  poet  and  ezpknring  sage 
SbaO  pass  recoiled  to  the  verge  of  time." 

Her  years  of  childhood  now  were  number'd  o*er» 
When  to  her  mother's  natal  soil  repaired 
The  new  divinity,  whose  parting  step 
Her  sacred  nurses  foUow'd,  ever  now 
IV)  her  alone  hiseparahly  joio'd ; 
Then  fint  deserting  their  Nysnan  shore 
To  spread  their  hoarded  blessings  round  the  world; 
Who  with  them  bora  the  inexhausted  horn 
Of  ever-smiHng  Plenty.    Thus  adom'd. 
Attended  thus,  great  goddess,  thou  heflpuist 
Thy  all-enlivening  progress  o'er  the  gUAc, 
Then  ride  and  joyless,  desttn*d  to  repair 
The  Tarions  ills  which  earliest  ages  ru'd 
From  one,  like  thee,  distinguisb*d  by  the  gifts 
Of  UeaTca,  Pandora,  whose  perniciooa  hand 
From  the  dire  vase  releas*d  th*  imprisoo'd  wots. 

Thou,  graciooa  Commerce,  from  hn  eheerless 
Id  bsrrid  rocks  and  solitary  woods,  [cavts 

The  helpless  wandVer,  man,  forlorn  and  wild, 
I>idst  charm  to  sweet  society;  didst  east 
The  deep  feondations,  where  the  future  pride 
Of  mightiest  citiea  rose,  and  o*er  the  main 
Before  the  wondering  Neceids  didst  present 
The  sorge-dividing  keel,  and  stately  mast. 
Whose  canvass  wings,  distending  with  the  gale, 
The  bold  Phoenician  through  Akides'  straits. 
To  noithem  Albion's  tin-embowel'd  fields, 
And  oft  beneath  the  sea-obscuring  brow 
Of  ckmd-eavelop*d  Tenerifi;  convey'd. 
Next  m  sagaciona  thought  th'  ethereal  plams 
Thou  trodst,  exploring  each  propitious  star 
The  danger-braving  mariner  to  guide ; 
Thee  all  the  latent  and  mysterious  powers 
Of  Bomber  didst  wwravel:  last  to  crown 
Thy  bounties,  goddess,  thy  unrivaVd  toils 
For  man,  still  urging  thy  inventive  mmd. 
Then  gav'st  him  letters* ;  there  imparting  aU, 
Wbidi  lifts  the  DoUe  spirit  near  to  Heaven, 
IavS  learning,  wisdom.  Nature's  works  reveard 
By  godlike  sages,  all  Minerva's  aits, 
Apdno's  music,  and  th*  eternal  voice 
Of  Virtoe  soundisig  from  the  historic  roll, 
Thephikieophic  page,  and poef s song* 

N&r  solitode  and  silence  from  the  sborei 
B«treat  on  pathless  momtaiuB  to  reside, 
Bubanty  is  polish'd,  infant  arts 
Bloom  in  the  desert,  and  benignant  peace 
With  hospitality  begin  to  soothe 
taodal  r^Mue,  and  the  thirst  of  blood ; 
As  from  his  tumid  urn  when  Nilus  spreads 
Ki  genial  tides  abroad,  the  fhvour'dsoil 
Tjttt  joins  his  fruttlul  border,  first  imbibes 
ra  kmdly  stream :  anon  Om  bounteous  god 
™»«ves extends,  embraemg  Bgypt  round, 
0*cUt  on  the  teeming  champaign,  and  endows 

'  Vakan,  the  totebry  deity  ef  Lemnos. 

♦Here  the  opinion  of  sir  Isaai  Newton  is M* 
■^  that  leltere  were  fifvt  invented  amongst  the 
^'•^gparU  of  the  world. 


The  sleeping  grain  With  vigour  to  attire 
Id  one  bright  harvest  all  tbe  Pharian  plains : 
Thus,  when  Pygmalion  finom  Phcenician  Tyre 
Had  banish'd  freedom,  with  disdainful  steps 
Indignant  Commerce,  turning  from  the  walls 
Herself  had  rais'd,  her  welcome  sway  enlarg'd 
Among  the  nations,  spresdiag  round  the  globe 
Tbe  fruits  of  all  its  climes ;  Cecropian  *^  oil. 
The  Thracian  vintage,  and  Panchaian  gums, 
Arabia's  spices,  and  the  golden  grain. 
Which  old  Osiris  to  his  Egypt  gave. 
And  Geres  to  Sicania  ".    Thou  didst  raise 
Th'  Ionian  name,  O  Commerce,  thou  the  domes 
Of  sumptuous  Corinth,  and  the  ample  round 

Of  Syracuse  didst  people. AH  the  wealth 

Now  thou  assemblest  from  Iberia's  mines. 

And  goiden-<^annel'd  Tagus,  all  the  qK>i1s 

From  fair  Trinacria  '*  wafted,  all  the  powers 

Of  cooquer'd  Afric*s  tributary  realms 

To  fix  thy  empire  on  the  Lybian  verge. 

Thy  native  tract ;  the  nymphs  of  Nysa  hail 

Thy  glad  return,  and  echoing  joy  resounds 

O'er  Triton's  sacred  waters,  but  in  vain : 

The  imversible  decrees  of  Heaven 

To  far  more  northern  regions  had  ordain'd 

Thy  lasting  seat:  in  vain  th'  imperial  port 

Receives  tbe  gather'd  riches  of  the  world : 

In  vain  whole  climates  bow  beneath  its  rule ; 

Behold  the  toil  of  centuries  to  Rome 

Its  glories  yields,  and  mould'ring  leaves  no  trace 

Of  its  deep-rooted  greatness ;  thou  with  tears 

From  thy  extinguish'd  Carthage  didst  retire. 

And  these  thy  perish'd  honours  long  deplore. 

What  though  rich  Gades  >',  what  thou^  polish*d 

Rhodes, 
With  Alexandria,  Ejg3rpt*s  splendid  mart,^ 
The  leam'd  Massyliaas  (4,  and  Ligurian  ^^  towers» 
What  though  the  potent  Hanseatac  league^ 
And  Venice,  mistress  of  the  Grecian  isles, 
Wy^  an  the  JEgean  floods,  awhile  might  soothe 
The  sad  remembranoe ;  what  though,  led  throiigh 

cinnes 
And  seas  unknown,  with  thee  th'  advent'rovis  sons 
Of  Tagus  ■<  pass'd  the  stormy  cape,  which  braves 
The  huge  Atlantic ;  what  thou^  Antwerp  grew 
Beneath  thy  smiles,  and  thou  propitk>us  there 
Didst  shower  thy  blessings  with,  unsparing  hands; 
Still  on  thy  grief-iBdented  heart  impress'd 
The  great  Amilcar's  valour,  still  the  deeds 
Of  Asdrubal  and  lii^,  still  the  km 
Of  thy  unequal  Annibal  remain'd : 
Till  from  the  sandy  mouths  of  echoing  Rhine, 
And  sounding  margin  of  the  Scheid  and  Maese^ 
With  sudden  roar  the  aogry  voice  of  War 
Alaffm'd  thy  languor;  wonder  tuafd  thjr  eye. 
Lo !  in  bright  arms  a  bold  militia  stood, 
Airang'd  for  battle  i  firom  a^ur  thou  saw'st 

><*Atbenmn.  Athens  wm  called Cecrapia firom 
Cecrops  ito  first  king. 

"  SicUy. 

"  Another  name  of  Sicily,  whkh  was  fluently 
ravaged  by  the  Carthaginians. 

'3  Cadiz. 

■4  Marseilles,  a  Oreoian  oolcny,  the  most  d- 
viliaed,  as  well  as  tiM  greatest  traifing  oity  of  an* 
cient  Gaul. 

'i  Genoa. 

'^  The  PortogueM  discovered  th*  Cape  of  Q9od 
Hope  in  1487.  digitized  by  ^OOgie 
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The  snowy  ridge  of  Appenioe,  the  fields 
Of  wild  Calabria,  and  Pyrene's  hills. 
The  Gaadiana,  and  the  Daro's  banks, 
And  rapid  Ebro,  gathering  all  their  powers 
To  crash  this  daring  populace.    The  pride 
Of  fiercest  kings  with  more  inflam'd  revenge 
Ne^er  menaced  freedom;  nor  since  dauntlessOreece, 
And  Rome's  stem  oi&pring,  none  hath  e^r  sarpasi'd 
The  bold  Batavian  '7  in  his  glorious  toil 
For  liberty,  or  death.    At  once  the  thought 
Of  long-lamented  Carthage  flies  thy  breast. 
And  ardent,  .goddess,  thou  dost  speed  to  save 
The  generous  people.    Not  the  vernal  showers, 
Distilling  copious  from  the  morning  clouds. 
Descend  more  kindly  on  the  tender  flower^ 
New-bom  and  opening  on  the  lap  of  Spring, 
Tlian  on  this  rising  state  thy  cheering  smile 
And  animating  presence ;  while  on  ^ain. 
Prophetic  thus,  thy  indignation  broke : 

**  insatiate  race  !  the  shame  of  polish*d  lands ! 
Disgrace  of  Europe !  for  inhuman  deeds 
And  insolence  renown'd  !  what  demon  l«d 
Thee  first  to  plough  the  undiscovered  surge,    * 
'WTiich  lav*d  an  hidden  world }  whose  malice  taught 
Thee  first  to  taint  with  rapine,  and  with  rage. 
With  more  than  savage  thirst  of  blood,  the  arts, 
3y  me  for  gentlest  intercourse  ordain'd, 
for  mutual  aids,  and  hospitable  ties 
From  shore  to  shore  ?  or,  that  pernicious  hour. 
Was  Heaven  disgusted  with  its  wondrous  worlo. 
That  to  thy  fell  exterminating  hand 
Th*  immense  Pemvian  empire  it  resignM, 
And  all,  which  lordly  Montezuma ''  sway*d  ? 
And  com'sttbou,  strengthened  with  the  shining  stores 
Of  that  gold-teeming  hemisphere,  to  waste 
The  smiling  fields  of  Europe,  and  extend 
Thy  bloody  shackles  o'er  these  happy  seats 
Of  liberty  ?  Presumptuous  nation,  leara. 
From  this  dire  period  shall  thy  glories  fade. 
Thy  slaughtered  youth  shall  fatten  Belgium's  sands. 
And  Victory  against  her  Albion's  clifis 
Shall  see  the  blood-empurpled  ocean  dash 
Thy  weltering  hosts,  and  stain  the  chalky  shore : 
Ev**!  those,  whom  now  thy  impious  pride  would  bind 
In  servile  chains,  hereafter  shall  support 
Thy  weakened  throne;   when  Heaven's  afflicting 


Of  all  thy  power  despoils  thee,  when  alone 
Of  all,  which  e*er  hath  signaliz'd  thy  name. 
Thy  insolence  and  cruelty  remain." 

Thus  with  her  clouded  visage,  wrapt  in  frqwns. 
The  goddess  threaten'd,  and  the  daring  train 
Of  her  untamM  militia,  torn  with  wounds. 
Despising  Fortune,  from  repeated  foils 
More  fierce,  and  braving  Famine's  keenest  rajge, 
At  length,  through  deluges  of  blood  she  led 
To  envied  greatness ;  ev'n  while  clamorous  Man 
With  loudest  clangour  bade  his  trumpet  shake 
The  Belgian  champaign,  she  thehr  standard  rear'd 
On  tributary  Java,  and  the  shores 
Of  huse  Borneo :  thou.  Sumatra,  heard'st 


Still  thither  be  extended  thy  renown, 

O  William,  pride  of  Orange,  and  adored 

Thy  virtnet,  which,  disdaining  life,  or  wealth 

Or  empire,  whether  in  thy  dawn  of  youth, 

Thy  glorioQs  noon  of  manhood,  or  the  night. 

The  fatal  night  of  death  >9,  no  other  care 

Besides  the  public  own'd.    And  dear  to  fame 

Be  thon,  harmonious  Dousa  ^ ;  every  Muse, 

Your  laurel  strow  around  this  hero's  ura. 

Whom  ibnd  Minerva  grac'd  with  all  her  arts, 

Alike  in  letters  and  in  arms  to  shine, 

A  daontless  warrior,  and  a  learned  bard. 

Him  %>ain'k  surrounding  hosts  for  slaughter  mark'd. 

With  massacre  yet  reeking  from  the  streets 

Of  blood-stainM  Harlem  :  he  on  Leyden's  tow'rs. 

With  Famine  his  companion,  wan,  subdu'd 

In  outward  form,  with  patient  virtue  stood 

Superior  to  despair ;  the  heavenly  Nine 

Hirsufiering  soul  with  great  examples  cheer'd 

Of  meaiorable  bards,  by  Mars  adom'd 

With  wreaths  of  fame;  CEagrus'  *'  tuneful  sou. 

Who  with  melodious  praise  to  noblest  deeds 

Charm'd  the  lolchiau  heroes,  and  himself 

Their  danger  shar'd  5  Tyrtseus  »*,  who  reviv'd 

With  animating  verse  the  Spartan  hopes ; 

Brave  JEschylus  >3  and  Sophocles  **,  around 

Whose  sacred  brows  the  tragic  ivy  twin*d, 

Mlx*d  with  the  warrior's  laurel ;  all  surpassed 

By  Doug's  valour:  and  the  generous  toil. 

His  and  his  country's  labours  soon  receiv'd 

Their  high  reward,  when  fisivouring  Commerce  raU*d 

Th*  invincible  Batavians,  till,  rever'd 

Among  the  mightiest,  on  the  brightest  roll 

Of  fame  they  shone,  by  splendid  wealth  and  povrer 

Grac'd  and  supported ;  thus  a  genial  soil 

Diffusing  vigour  through  the  infant  oak, 

Afibrds  it  strength  to  flourish,  till  at  last 

Its  lofty  head,  in  verdant  honours  clad. 

It  rears  amidst  the  proudest  of  the  grove* 

Yet  here  th'  eternal  Fates  thy  last  retreat 
Deny,  a  mightier  nation  they  prepare 
For  thy  reception,  sufierers  alike 
By  th'  unremitted  insolence  of  power 
From  reign  to  reign,  nor  less  than  Belgium  known 
For  bold  contention  oft  on  crimson  fields. 
In  free-tongu*d  senates  oft  with  nervous  laws 
To  circumscribe,  or  conquering  to  depose 
Their  sceptered  tyrants :  Albion,  sea-embrac'd. 
The  joy  of  freedom,  dread  of  treacherous  k'rng*. 
The  destin'd  mistress  of  the  subject  main. 
And  arbitress  of  Europe,  now  demands 
Thy  presence,  goddess.    It  was  now  the  time, 

'9  He  was  assassinated  atDdf.  His  dying  word% 
were,  **  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  this  people.''  See 
Grot  de  Bell.  Belg. 

^  Janus  Douza,  a  famous  poet,  and  the  moat, 
learned  man  of  his  time.  He  commanded  in  Ley^ 
den  when  it  was  so  obstinately  besieged  by  the- 
Spaniards  in  1570.    See  Meursii  Athen.  Bat. 

'*  Ombeiis.  one  of  the  Argonauts,  who  set  i 
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S!re  yet  perfidious  CromweU  dar'd  profone 
The  sacned  senate,  and  vith  itnpkms  feet 
Tread  on  the  powers  of  magistrates  and  laws, 
While  every  arm  was  chill'd  with  cold  amaze, 
Nor  one  in  all  that  dauntless  train  was  found 
To  pierce  the  mffian's  heart ;  and  now  thy  name 
Was  beard  in  thunder  through  th'  affirighted  shores 
Of  pale  Iberia,  of  submtssiye  Gaol, 
And  Tagns,  trambling  to  his  utmost  source. 

0  ever  faithful,  vigilant,  and  brave. 
Thou  bold  assertor  of  Britannia*s  ftune. 
Unconquerable  Blake :  propitious  Heaven 
At  this  great  era,  and  the  sage  decree  ^ 
Of  Albion's  senate,  perfecthig  at  once. 
What  by  Eliza  '*  was  so  well  begun. 

So  deeply  founded,  to  this  favoured  shore 

The  goddess  drew,  where  grateful  she  bestow'd 

Th*  unbounded  empire  of  her  father's  floods, 

And  chose  thee,  London,  for  her  chief  abode, 

Pleas'd  with  the  silver  Thames,  its  gentle  stream, 

And  smiling  banks,  its  joy-diffusing  hills. 

Which,  clad  wif  h  splendour,and  with  beauty  grac'd, 

O'eriook  his  ludd  bosom ;  pleas'd  with  thee. 

Thou  nurse  of  arts,  and  thy  industrious  race ; 

Pleas'd  with  their  candid  manners,  with  their  free 

Sagacious  converse,  to  inquiry  led,  . 

And  zeal  for  knowledge ;  hence  the  opening  mino 

Resigns  its  errours,  and  unseals  the  eye 

Of  blind  Opinion }  Merit  hence  is  heard 

Araid«t  its  blushes,  dfiwning  arts  arise. 

The  gloomy  clouds,  which  ignorance  or  fear 

Spread  o'er  the  paths  of  Virtue,  are  dispell'd. 

Servility  retires,  and  every  heart 

With  p^jblic  cares  is  warm*d;  thy  merchants  hence, 

niostrioos  city,  thou  dost  raise  to  fame : 

How  oiany  names  of  glory  may'st  thou  trace 

From  earliest  annals  down  to  Barnard**  ^  times ! 

And,  O !  if  like  that  eloquence  divine. 

Which  forth  for  Commerce,  for  Britannia's  rights, 

An4  her  insulted  majesty  be  ponr'd. 

These  humble  measures  flow'd,  then  too  thy  walls 

Might  nndisgrac'd  resound  thy  poet's  name,     . 

Who  now  alUlearfiil  to  thy  praise  attunes 

His  lyre,  and  pays  his  gratdful  song  to  thee. 

Thy  votary,  O  OMnmerce !  Gracious  Power, 

Cootimie  rtill  to  hear  my  vows,  and  bless 

Vj  honoorable  industry,  which  courts 

No  other  smile  bat  thine ;  for  thou  alone 

Can'st  wealth  bestow  with  independence  crowu'd: 

Nor  yet  exclude  contemplative  repose, 

But  to  my  dwelling  grant  the  solemn  calm 

Of  learned  leism^  never  to  reject 

The  visitation  of  the  tuneful  Maids, 

Who  seldom  deign  to  leave  their  sacred  haunts, 

And  grace  a  mortal  mansion  ;  thou  divide 

With  them  my  labours;  pleasure  I  rengn. 

And  an  devoted  to  my  midnight  lamp, 

Bv'n  now,  when  Albion  o'er  the  foaming  breast 

Of  groaning  Tethys  spreads  its  threat'ning  fleets, 

1  grasp  the  sounding  shell,  prepar'd  to  sing 
That  hero's  vakrar,  who  shall  best  confboikl 
His  injor'd  country's  foes ;  ev'n  now  I  feel 
Celestial  fires  descending  on  my  breast. 
Which  prompt  thy  daring  suppliant  to  explore, 

«*  The  act  of  navigation.  ^ 

^  Queen  Elizabeth  was  the  first  of  our  princes 
who  gave  any  considerabla  encouragement  to 
trade. 

^7  Sir  John  Barnard. 
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Why,  though  deriv'd  fix>m  Neptune,  though  rever'd 
Among  the  nations,  by  the  gods  endow'd. 
Thou  never  yet  from  eldest  times  hast  fbund 
One  permanent  abode;  why  oft  expeli'd 
Thy  favour'd  seats,  from  clime  to  clime  hast  borne 
Thy  wandering  steps ;  why  London  late  hath  seen 
(Thy  lov'd,  thy  last  retreat)  desponding  care 
Overcloud  thy  brow :  O  listen,  while  the  Muse, 
Th'  immortal  progeny  of  Jove,  unfolds 
The  fetal  cause.     What  time  in  Nysa*s  cave 
Th'  ethereal  train,  in  honour  to  thy  sire, 
Shower 'd  <»  thy  birth  their  blended  gifts,  the  power 
Of  wat  war  absent;  hence,  unbless'd  by  Mars, 
Thy  sons  relinquish'd  arms,  on  other  arts 
Intent,  and  still  to  mercenary  hands 
The  sword  entrusting,  vainly  deem'd,  that  wealth 
Could  purchase  lasting  safety,  and  protect 
Unwariike  Freedom ;  hence  the  Alps  in  vain 
Were  pass'd,  their  long  impenetrable  snows 
And  dreary  torrents ;  swoln  with  Roman  dead» 
Astonish'd  Trebia  ^  overflow'd  its  banks 
In  vain,  and  deep-dy'd  Trasimeous  roU'd 
Its  crimson  waters ;  Canns's  signal  day 
The  fame  alone  of  great  Amilcar's  son 
Enlarged,  while  still  nndisdplin'd,  dismay 'd. 
Her  head  commercial  Carthage  bow'd  at  last 
To  military  Rome :  th'  unalter'd  will 
Of  Heaven  in  every  climate  hath  ordain*d. 
And  every  age,  that  empire  shall  attend 
The  sword,  and  steel  shall  ever  conquer  gold. 
Then  from  thy  sufferings  learn;  th'  auspicious  hour 
Now  smiles ;  our  wary  magistrates  have  arm'd 
Our  hands ;  thou,  goddess,  animate  our  breasts 
To  cast  inglorious  indolence  aside, 
Tliat  once  again,  in  bright  battalions  rang'd. 
Our  thousands  and  ten  thousands  may  be  seen 
Their  country's  only  rampart,  and  the  dread 
Of  wild  Ambition.    Mark  the  Sweduh  hind : 
He,  on  his  native  soil  should  danger  lour. 
Soon  from  the  entrails  of  the  dusky  mine 
Would  rise  to  arms ;  and  other  fields  and  chiefs 
With  Hel8ingburgh>9and  Steinboch  soon  would  share 
The  admiration  of  the  northern  world : 
Helvetia's  hills  behold,  th'  aerial  seat 
Of  long-supported  liberty,  who  thence. 
Securely  resting  on  her  feithful  shield, 
The  warrior's  corMlet  flaming  on  her  breast. 
Looks  down  with  scorn  on  spaoious  realms,  which 
In  servitude  around  her,  and,  her  sword       [groan 
With  dauntless  skill  high  brsindishing,  defies 
The  Austrian  eagle,  and  imperious  Gaul : 
And  O  could  those  ill-feted  shades  arise 
Whose  valiant  ranks  along  th'  ensanguin'd  dust 
Of  Newbury  )°  lay  crowded,  they  could  tell, 

^  Trebia,  Trasimenus  lacus,  and  Cannse,  femous 
for  the  victories  gamed  by  Haimibal  over  the  Ro- 
mans. 

*9  Helsinburgh,  a  small  town  in  Schonen,  cele- 
brated for  the  victory  which  count  Steinboch 
gained  over  the  Danes  with  an  army  for  the  most 
part  composed  of  Swedish  peasants,  who  had  ne- 
ver seen  an  euemy  before :  it  is  remarkable,  that 
the  defeated  troops  were  as  complete  a  body  of 
regular  forces  as  any  in  all  Europe. 

^  The  London  trained  bands,  and  auxiliary  re- 
giments, (whose  inexperience  of  danger,  or  any 
kind  of  service,  beyond  the  easy  practice  of  their 
postures  in  the  Artillery  Ground,  bad  till  then 
too  cheap  an  estimation)  behaved 


i)  behaved  themselvi^  to 
Digitized  by^OOQlC 


n 


GLOVER'S  POEMS. 


How  their  lQng-*mttehle«  cAvdry,  so  oa 
'  Cer  hills  of  simm  by  ardent  Rupert  led. 
Whose  dreaded  standard  Victory  had  waVd, 
Till  then  triumphant,  there  with  noblest  blood 
From  their  gor'd  squadrons  dy'd  the  restive  spear 
Of  London's  firm  militia,  and  resign'd 
The  well-disputed  field;  then,  goddess,  say. 
Shall  we  be  now  more  timid,  when  behold. 
The  black'ning  storm  now  gatiiers  round  our  heads, 
And  England's  angry  Genius  sounds  to  arms  ? 
For  thee,  remember,  is  the  banner  ^read  ; 
The  naval  tower  to  vindicate  thy  righte 
Will  sweep  tiie  curling  foam :  thethuiffl*ring  bomb 
Will  roar,  and  startle  in  the  deepest  grots 
Old  Nereus*  daughters;  with  combustion  stor'd 
For  thee  our  dire  volcanos  of  the  main. 
Impregnated  with  horrour,  soon  will  pour 
Their  flammg  ruin  round  each  hostile  fleet : 
Thou  then,  great  goddess,  summon  all  thy  powers, 
Arm  all  thy  sons,  thy  vanals,  every  heart 
Inflame :  sind  you,  ye  fear-disclaiming  race^ 
Ye  mariners  of  Britain,  choaen  train 
Of  Liberty  and  Commerce,  now  no  m<ire 
Secrete  your  generous  valour ;  hear  the  call 
Of  injured  Albion ;  to  her  foes  present 
Those  daring  bosoms,  which  alike  disdain 
The  death-disploding  cannon,  and  the  rage 
Of  warring  tempests,  mingling  in  their  strife 
The  seas  and  clouds :  though  long  in  silence  hush'd 
Hath  slept  the  British  thnikkr ;  though  the  pride 
Of  weak  Iberia  hath  forgot  the  roar ; 
Soon  shall  her  ancient  terrours  be  recalled. 
When  your  victorious  shouts  affright  her  shores : 
None  now  ignobly  will  3rour  warmth  restrain, ' 
Nor  hazard  more  indignant  Valour's  curse. 
Their  country's  wrath,  and  Time's  eternal  soom ; 
Jhen  bid  the  Furies  of  Bellona  wake, 
Asid  silver-mantled  Peace  with  welcome  steps 
Anon  shaU  visit  your  triumphant  isle. 
And,  that  perpetual  safety  may  possess 
Our  jpyous  fields,  thou.  Genius,  who  presid'st 
O'er  this  illustrioos  city,  teach  her  sons 
To  wield  the  noble  instruments  of  war ; 
And  let  the  great  example  soon  extend 
Through  every  province,  till  Britannia  sees 
Her  docile  millions  fill  the  martial  plain. 
Then,  whatsoe'er  our  terrtfurs  now  suggest 
Of  desolation  and  th'  invading  sword ; 
Though  with  his  massy  trident  Nc^ne  heav'd 
A  new-bom  isthmus  fh>m  the  British  deep, 
And  to  its  parent  continent  rejoin'd 
Our  chalky  shore  f  though  Mahomet  could  league 
His  powerful  crescent  with  the  hostile  Oaul, 
And  that  new  Cynas  of  the  conquered  East, 
Who  now  in  trembling  vassalage  unites 
The  Ganses  and  Eunhrates,  could  advance 


For  children,  parents,  friends,  for  England  fir'd. 

Her  fertile  gtM>e,  her  wealthy  towns,  her  laws, 

Her  liberty,  her  honour,  should  sustain 

The  dreadful  onset,  and  resistless  break 

Th'  immense  array;  thus  ev'n  the  lightest  thought 

E'er  to  mvade  Britannia's  calm  repesc, 

Must  die  the  moment  that  auspicious  Mars 

Her  sons  shall  bless  with  discipline  and  arms  ; 

That  exil'd  race,  in  superstition  nurs'd. 

The  servile  pupils  of  tyrannic  Rome, 

With  distant  gaze  despairing  shall  bdiold 

The  guarded  splendours  of  Britannia's  crown  | 

Still  from  their  abdicated  sway  estrang'd. 

With  all  th'  attendants  on  de^totic  thrones. 

Priests,  ignorance,  and  bonds ;  with  watehftil  step 

Gigantic  Terrour,  stridmg  round  our  coast. 

Shall  shake  his  gorgon  egis,  and  the  hearts 

Of  proudest  kings  appal ;  to  other  shores 

Our  angry  fleets,  when  insolence  and  wrongs 

To  arms  awaken  our  vindictive  power. 

Shall  bear  the  hideous  waste  of  ruthless  war; 

But  liberty,  security,  and  fame. 

Shall  dwdl  for  ever  on  our  chosen  plains. 
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TBE  PRBPACB. 

To  illustrate  the  following  poem,  to  vhidjcate  the 
subject  from  the  censure  of  improbability,  and  to 
show  by  the  concarring  evidence  of  the  bMt  histo- 
rians, that  such  disinterested  public  virtue  did 
once  exist,  I  have  thought,  it  would  not  be  Impro- 
per to  prefiitf  the  subsequent  narration. 

While  Darius,  the  fother  of  Xerxes,  was  yet  on 
the  throne  of  Persia,  Cleomenes  and  Deniaratun 
were  kings  in  Laeedsemon,  both  descended  frason 
Hercules.  Demaratus  was  unfortunately  expoaedl 
by  an  uncertain  runsour,  whidi  rendered  his  legi- 
timacy suspected,  to  the  malice  and  treachery  oC 
his  colleague,  who  had  conceived  a  personal  rnscsnl- 
ment  against  him ;  for  Cleomenes,  taking  advan«> 
tage  of  this  report,  persuaded  the  Spartans  to  ex— 
amine  into  the  birth  of  Demaratus,  and  refer  tlse 
difficulty  to  the  oracle  of  Delphi  $  and  was  aaaiai 
in  his  perfidious  desims  bv  a  near  relation  of  T 
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firom  hn  regsl  office  in  the  commonweaHh,  a  La- 
cedjPBonimn,  disthigiiished  in  mctioii  and  countel, 
and  the  otdy  king  of  Sparta,  who,  by  obtaining  the 
Oljmpic  prize  in  the  chariot-race,  had  increased 
the  lustre  of  his  country.    He  went  into  voluntary 
bamshment,  and,  retiring  to  Asia,  was  there  pro- 
tected by  Darios ;  while  Leotychides  succeeded  to 
the  regal  authority  in  Sparta.     Upon  the  death  dl 
Cleomenes,  Leonidas  b^me  king,  who  ruled  in 
conjunction  with  this  Lentycbides,  when  Xerxes, 
the  Sou  of  Darius,  invaded  Greece.    The  number 
of  land  and  naval  forces  which  accompanied  that 
monarch,  together  with  the  servants,  women,  and 
other  usual  attendants  on  the  army  of  an  eastern 
prince,  amounted  to  upwards  of  five  roillions,  as 
reported  by  Herodotus,  who  wrote  withm  a  few 
years  alter  the  event,  and  publicly  recited  his  his* 
tory  at  the  Olympic  games.     In  this  general  as- 
sembly not  only  firom  Greece  itself,  but  from  every 
part  of  the  world,  wherever  a  colony  of  Grecians 
was  planted,  had  he  greatly  exceeded  the  truth,  he 
must  certamly  have  been  detected,  and  censured 
by  some  among  so  great  a  multitude;  and  such  a 
voluntary  falsehood  mu^  have  entirely  destrojred 
that  merit  and  authority,  which  have  procured  to 
Herodotus  the  veneration  of  all  posterity,  with  the 
•ppdlation  of  the  Father  of  History.    On  the  first 
news  of  this  attempt  on  their  liberty,  a  convention, 
composed  of  deputies  from  the  several  states  of 
Oreece,  was  immediately  held  at  the  isthmus  of 
Corinth  to  consult  on  proper  measures  for  the  pub- 
lic safety.    The  Spartans  also  sent  messengers  to 
htquire  of  the  oracle  at  Delphi  into  the  event  of 
the  war,  who  returned  with  an  answer  from  the 
pviestess  of  Apollo,  that  either  a  king,  descended 
from  Hercules,  must  die,  or  Lacedemoo  would  be 
entirely  destroyed.    Leonidas  immediately  offered 
to  saerifice  his  Ufe  for  the  preservation  of  Lacedse- 
mon  ;  and,  marching  to  Thermopyte,  possessed 
himself  of  that  importont  pass  with  three  hundred 
of  his  countrymen ;  who,  with  the  forces  of  some 
other  cities  in  the  Peloponnesus,  together  with  the 
Thebans,  Thespians,  Imd  the  troops  of  those  states 
which  adjoined  to  Thermopylas,  composed  an  army 
of  near  eight  thousand  men. 

Xerxes  was  now  advanced  at  fiir  as  Thessalia; 
when  hearing,  that  a  small  body  of  Orectans  was 
assembled  at  ThermopylsB,  with  some  Lacednmo- 
nians  at  their  head,  and  among  the  rest  Leonidas, 
a  descendant  of  Hercules,  he  dispatched  a  single 
horseman  before  to  t)bserve  their  numbers,  and  dis- 
cover their  designs.  When  this  hor^man  ap- 
proached, he  could  not  take  a  riew  of  the  whole 
camp,  which  lay  concealed  behind  a  rampart,  foi^ 
meily  raised  by  the  Fhocians  at  the  entrance  of 
ThermopylsB  on  the  side  of  Greece ;  so  that  bis 
whole  attention  was  engaged  by  those  who  were 
OD  guard  before  the  wall,  and  who  at  that  instant 
cfaaaoed  to  be  the  Lacedsemonians.  Their  manner 
aad  gertures  greatly  astonished  the  Persian.  Some 
were  aoEinsing  themsehres  in  gymnastic  exercises; 
others  were  combing  their  hair ;  and  all  discovered 
a  total  disregard  A  him,  whom  they  suffered  to 
depart,  and  report  to  Xerxes  what  he  had  seen : 
^uch  appearing  to  that  prince  quite  ridiculous,  he 
sent  fijr  Demaratus,  who  was  with  him  in  Uve  camp, 
and  required  him  to  explain  this  strange  behaviour 
of  his  countrymen.  Demaratushifbrmedhim,  thkt 
it  was  a  eustom  among  the  Spartans  to  comb  down 
and  adjust  their  hair,  when  they  were  determined 
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to  fight  till  the  last  extremity.  Xerxes,  notwith- 
standing, in  the  confidence  of  his  power,  sent  aas- 
bassadors  to  the  Grecians  to  demand  their  arms,  to 
bid  them  dispense,  and  become  his  friends  and 
allies;  which  proposab  being  received  with  dis- 
dain, he  commanded  the  Medes  and  CiMtans^  to 
seize  on  the  Grecians,  and  bring  them  alive  into 
his  presence.  These  nations  immediately  attacked 
the  Grecians,  and  were  soon  repulsed  with  great 
slaughter;  fresh  troops  still  sm^ceeded;  but  with 
no  better  fortune  than  the  first,  being  opposed  to 
an  enemy  not  only  superior  in  valour  and  rasoki- 
tion,  but  who  had  the  advantage  of  discipline,  and 
wfnre  furnished  with  better  arms  both  offensive  and 
defensive. 

Plutarch  in  his  Laconic  Apoithegms  reports,  that 
the  Persian  king  offered  to  invest  Leonidas  with  the 
sovereig^y  of  Greece,  provided  he  would  join  his 
arms  to  those  of  Persia.  This  offer  was  too  consi- 
derable a  condescension  to  have  been  made  before 
a  trial  of  their  force,  and  must  therefore  have  b«*en 
proposed  by  Xerxes  after  such  a  series  of  ill  suc- 
cess, as  might  probably  have  depressed  the  inso- 
lence of  his  temper ;  and  it  may  be  easily  ad- 
mitted, that  the  rirtue  of  Leonidas  was  proof 
against  any  temptations  of  that  nature.  Whether 
this  be  a  fact  or  not,  thus  much  is  certain,  that 
Xerxes  was  reduced  to  extreme  difllculties  hj  this 
resolute  defence  of  Thermopyls ;  tiH  he  wsm  extri- 
cated .fh>m  his  distress  by  a  Mahan,  named  Epi- 
^Hes,  who  conducted  twenty  thousand  of  the  Per- 
sian army  mto  Greece  through  a  pass,  which  lay 
higher  up  the  country  among  the  mountains  of 
(Eta:  whereas  the  passage  at  Thermopyiss  was 
situated  on  thcN^  a-shore  between  those  mountains 
Jind  the  Malian  bay.  The  defence  of  the  upper 
pass  had  been  committed  to  a  thousand  Phoeians, 
who  upon  the  first  sight  of  the  eaewy  inconsider- 
ately abandoned  their  station,  and  put  themselves 
in  array  upon  a  neighbouring  emiaepce;  but  the 
Persians  wisely  avoided  an  engagement,  and  with 
the  utmost  expedition  marched  to  Thermopyls. 

Leonidas  no  sooner  received  information,  that 
the  barbariaifs  had  passed  the  mountains,  and 
would  soon  be  in  a  situation  to  surround  him,  than 
he  commanded  the  allies  to  retreat,  reserving  the 
three  hundred  Spartans,  and  four  hundred  The- 
bans, whom,  as  they  followed  him  witli  relucUnce 
at  first,  he  now  compelled  to  stay.  But  the  Thes- 
pians, whose  number  amounted  to  seven  hundred, 
would  not  be  persuaded  by  Leonidas  to  forsake 
l\im.  Their  commander  was  Demdphilus,  and  the 
most  eminent  amongst  them  for  his  valour  was  Di- 
thyrambus,  the  son  of  Harmatides.  Among  the 
Lacedemonians  the  most  conspicuous  next  to  Leoni- 
das was  Dieneces,  who  being  told,  that  the  multi- 
tude of  Persian  arrows  would  obscure  the  Sun,  re- 
plied, <*  the  battle  would  then  be  in  the  shade." 
Two  brothers,  named  Alpheus  and  Mai^n,  are 
also  recorded  for  their  valour,  and  were  Laceds- 
monians.  Megistias  a  priest,  by  birth  an  Acama- 
nian,  and  held  in  high  honour  at  SparU,  refused  to 
desert  Leonidas,  though  entreated  by  him  to  con- 
sult his  safety ;  but  sent  away  his  only  son,  and 
remained  himself  behind  to  die  with  the  Lacede- 
monians. 

Herodotus  relates,  that  Leonidas  drew  up  his 
men  in  the  broadest  part  of  Thermopyle;  where, 
being  encompassed  by  the  Persians,  they  fell  with 
great  numbers  of  their  enemies :    but  Plutarch, 
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Diodonu  Siculos,  tod  othen,  aiBnn,  thmt  the  Gre- 
cians attacked  the  very  camp  of  Xerxes  in  the 
night  Both  these  dispositions  are  reconcileable 
to  probability.  He  mi^ht  have  made  an  attack 
on  the  Persian  camp  in  the  night,  and  in  the  mora- 
ing  withdrawn  his  forces  hsuck  to  ThermopyiaB, 
where  they  would  be  enabled  to  make  the  most 
obstinate  resistance,  and  sell  their  lives  upon  the 
dearest  terms.  The  action  is  thas  described  by 
Diodorus.  **  The  Grecians,  having  now  rejected 
all  thoughts  of  safety,  preferring  glory  to  life,  una- 
nimously called  on  their  general  to  lead  them 
against  the  Persians,  before  they  could  be  apprised, 
that  their  friends  had  passed  round  the  mountains, 
lieonidas  embraced  the  occasion,  which  the  ready 
zeal  of  his  soldiers  afforded,  and  commanded  them 
forthwith  to  dine,  as  men,  who  were  to  sup  in  Ely- 
sium. Himself  in  consequence  of  this  command 
took  a  repast,  as  the  means  to  furaish  strength  for 
a  long  continuance,  and  to  give  perseverance  in 
danger.  After  a  short  refreshment  the  Grecians 
were  now  prepared,  and  received  orders  to  assail 
the  enemies  in  their  camp,  to  put  all  ihey  met  to 
the  sword,  and  force  a  passage  to  the  royal  pavi- 
lion; when,  formed  into  one  compact  body  with 
Leonidas  himself  at  their  head,  they  marched 
against  the  Persians,  and  enter^  their  camp  at 
the  dead  of  night  The  barbarians,  wholly  unpre- 
pared, and  blindly  conjecturing,  that  their  friends 
were  defeated,  and  themselves  attacked  by  the 
united  power  of  Greece,  hurry  together  from  their 
tents  with  the  utmost  disorder  and  consteroation. 
Many  were  slain  by  Leonidas  and  his  party,  but 
much  greater  multitudes  by  their  own  troops^  to 
whom  in  the  midst  of  this  blind  coofosion  they  were 
not  distinguishable  from  enemies:  for,  as  night 
took  away  the  power  of  discerning  truly,  and  the 
tumult  was  spread  universally  over  the  camp,  a 
prodigious  slaughter  must  naturally  ensue.  The 
want  of  command,  of  a  watch-word,  and  of  confi- 
dence in  themselves,  reduced  the  Persians  to  such 
a  state  of  confusion,  that  they  destroyed  each  other 
without  distinction.  Had  Xerxes  continued  in  the 
ropd  pavilion,  the  Grecians  without  difficulty  might 
have  brought  the  war  to  a  speedy  conclusion  by  his 
death ;  but  he  at  the  beginning  of  the  tumult  be- 
took himself  to  flight  with  the  utmost  precipita- 
tion ;  when  the  Grecians,  rushing  into  the  tent,  put 
to  the  sword  most  of  those  who  were  left  behind : 
(hen,  while  night  lasted,  they  ranged  through  the 
whole  camp  in  diligent  search  of  the  tyrant  When 
morning  appeared,  the  Persians,  perceiving  the 
trne  state  of  things,  held  the  inconsiderable  num- 
ber of  their  enemies  in  contempt;  yet  were  so  ter- 
rified at  their  valour,  that  they  av<^ed  a  near  en- 
gagement; but  enclosing  the  Grecians  on  every 


shall  not  all  posterity  reflect  on  the  virtue  of  these 
men,  as  the  object  of  imitation,  who,  thou^  the 
loss  of  their  lives  was  the  necessary  consequence  of 
their  undertaking,  were  yet  unconquered  in  their 
spirit;  and  among  all  the  great  names,  delivered 
down  to  remembrance,  are  the  only  heroes,  who 
obtained  nH>re  glory  in  their  fall  than  others  from 
the  brightest  victories  ?  With  justice  may  they  be 
deemed  the  preservers  of  the  Grecian  liberty,  even 
preferably  to  those,  who  were  conquerors  in  the 
battles  fpught  afterwards  with  Xerxes;  for  the 
memory  of  that  valour,  exerted  in  the  defence  of 
Thermopylae,  for  ever  d«{|ected  the  barbarians, 
while  the  Greeks  were  fired  with  emulation  to  equal 
such  a  pitch  of  magnanimity.  Upon  the  whole, 
there  never  were  any  before  these,  who  attained 
to  immortality  through  the  mere  excess  of  virtue  ; 
whence  the  praise  of  their  fortitude  hath  uot  beeo 
recorded  by  historians  only,  but  hath  been  cele- 
brated by  numbers  of  poets,  among  others  by  Si- 
monides  the  lyric." 

Pausanias,  in  his  Laconics,  considers  the  defence 
of  Thermopyle  by  Leonidas,  as  an  action  superior 
to  any  achieved  by  his  contemporaries,  and  to  all 
the  exploits  of  preceding  ages.  "  Never,**  says  he, 
*'  had  Xerxes  beheld  Greece,  and  laid  in  ashes  the 
city  of  Athens,  had  not  his  forces  under  Hydarnes 
been  conducted  through  a  path  over  mount  CBta; 
and,  by  that  means  encompassing  the  Greeks,  over- 
come and  slain  Leonidas."  Nor  is  it  improbable, 
that  such  a  commander  at  the  head  of  such  troops 
should  have  maintained  his  post  in  so  narrow  m. 
pass,  till  the  whole  army  of  Xerxes  had  perished 
by  famine.  At  the  same  time  his  navy  had  been 
miserably  shattered  by  a  storm,  and  worsted  in  an 
engagement  with  the  Athenians  at  Artemisium. 

To  conclude,  the  fall  of  Leonidas  and  his  brave 
companions,  so  meritorious  to  their  country,  suid 
so  gbrious  to  themselves,  hath  obtained .  such  a. 
high  d^^ree  of  veneration  and  applause  from  passed 
ages,  that  few  among  the  ancient  compilers  of  his- 
tory have  been  silent  on  this  amazing  instance  c€ 
magnanimity,  and  zeal  for  liberty ;  and  many  are 
the  epigrams  and  inscriptions  now  extant,  some  on 
the  whole  body,  others  on  particulars,  who  died  at 
Thermopylae,  still  preserving  their  memory  in  every 
nation  conversant  with  learning,  and  at  this  dis- 
tance of  time  still  rendering  their  virtue  the  olject 
of  admiration  and  of  praise. 

I  shall  now  detain  the  reader  no  longer,  thyn  to 
take  this  public  occasion  of  expressing  my  sineere 
regard  for  the  lord  viscount  Cobham,  and  the  sense 
of  my  obligations  for  the  eariy  honour  of  his  friend- 
ship ;  to  him  I  inscribe  the  following  poem ;  and 
herein  I  should  be  justified,  independent  of  all  per- 
sonal motives,  from  his  lordship's  public  conduet« 
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THB  ARGUMSHT. 

Xerxes,  king  of  Persia,  having  drawn  together  the 
whole  force  of  hi^  empire,  and  passed  over  the 
Hellespont  into  Thrace  with  a  design  to  conquer 
Oroece ;  the  deputies  from  the  several  states  of 
that  country,  who  had  some  time  hefbre  astern- 
bled  themselves  at  the  isthmus  of  Corinth  to  de- 
liberate on  proper  measures  for  resisting  the  in- 
vader, were  no  sooner  apprised  of  his  march  into 
Thrace,  than  they  determined  without  further 
delay  to  dispute  his  passage  at  the  straits  of 
Thermopylae,  the  most  accessible  part  of  Greece 
on  the  side  of  Thrace  and  Thessaly.  Alpheus, 
one  of  the  deputies  from  Sparta,  repairs  to  that 
city,  and  communicates  this  resolution  to  his 
countrymen ;  who  chanced  that  day  to  be  as- 
sembled in  expectation  of  receiving  an  answer' 
from  Apollo,  to  whom  they  had  sent  a  messen- 
ger to  consult  about  the  event  of  the  war.  Leu- 
tychides,  one  of  their  two  kings,  counsels  the 
people  to  advance  no  further  than  the  isthmus 
of  Corinth,  which  separates  the  Peloponnesus, 
where  Lacedemon  was  situated,  from  the  rest 
o€  Greece ;  but  Leonidas,  the  other  king,  dis- 
suades them  firom  it.  Agis,  the  me«enger,  who 
bad  been  deputed  to  Delphi,  and  brother  to  the 
queen  of  Leonidas,  returns  with  the  oracle; 
which  denounces  ruin  to  the  Lacedaemonians, 
vmless  one  of  their  kings  lays  down  his  life  for 
the  public  Leonidas  offers  himself  for  the  vic- 
tim. Three  hundred  more  are  appointed,  all  ci- 
tizens of  Sparta,  and  heads  of  families,  to  ac- 
company and  die  with  him  at  Thermopylae. 
Alpheus  returns  to  the  isthmus.  Leonidas,  after 
an  interview^ with  his  queen,  departs  firom  Lace- 
daemon.  At  the  end  of  six  days  he  encamps 
near  the  isthmus,  when  he  is  joined  by  Alpheus; 
who  describes  the  auxiliaries  then  waiting  at  the 
isthmus,  those  who  are  already  possessed  of 
Thermopylae,  as  also  the  pass  itself;  and  con- 
.  eludes  with  relating  the  ca|>tivity  of  his  brother 
Polydorus  in  Penia. 


Tn  virtuous  Spartan,  who  resign'd  his  life 
To  save  his  country  at  th'  CEtaean  straits, 
Tberroopyls,  when  all  the  peopled  cast 
In  arms  with  Xerxes  filPd  the  Grecian  plains, 
O  Muse,  record.     The  Hellespont  they  passM, 
Cerpow'ring  Thrace.    The  dreadful  tidings  swift 
To  Corinth  flew.     Her  isthmus  was  the  seat 
Of  Grecian  council.    Alpheus  thence  returns 
To  Lacedsmoo.     In  assembly  full 
He  finds  the  Spartan  people  with  their  kings  ; 
Their  kings,  who  boast  an  origin  divine. 
From  Hercules  descended.    They,  the  sons 
Of  Lacedaemon,  bad  convened  to  learn 
The  sacred  mandates  of  th*  immortal  gods. 
That  mom  expected  from  the  Delphian  dome. 
But  Alpheus  sudden  tlieir  attention  drew, 
And  thus  addressed  them.     '*  For  immediate  war, 
My  countrymen,  prepare.    Barbarian  tents 
Already  fill  the  trttmbliog  bounds  of  Tbraoe. 


The  isthmian  conndl  ha^  dscreed  to  guard 
Thermopylas,  the  Locriaa  gate  of  Greece.*' 

Here  Alpheus  pausU    Leutychides,  who  shar'd 
With  great  Leonidas  the  sway,  uprose 
And  spake.     "*  Ye  citizens  of  Sparta,  hear. 
Why  from  her  bosom  should  Laconia  send 
Her  valiant  race  to  wage  a  distant  war 
Beyond  the  isthmus  ?  There  the  gods  have  plac'd 
Our  native  barrier.     In  this  favour'd  land, 
Which  Pelops  governed,  us  of  Doric  blood 
That  isthmus  inaccessible  secures, 
llicpe  let  our  standards  rest    Your  solid  strength 
If  once  you  scatter  in  defence  of  sutes 
Remote  and  feeble,  you  betray  your  own. 
And  merit  Jove's  derision."     With  assent 
llie  SparUns  heard.     Leonidas  reply'd. 

"  O  most  ungenerous  counsel  \  Most  unwise  1 
Shall  we,  ccmfiiiing  to  that  isthmian  fence 
Our  efibrts,  leave  beyond  it  ev'ry  sUte 
Disowned,  expus'd  ?  Shall  Athens,  while  her  fleets 
Unceasing  watch  th'  innumerable  foes. 
And  trust  th'  impending  dangers  of  the  field 
To  SparU's  well-known  valour,  shall  she  hear. 
That  to  barbarian  violence  we  leave 
Her  unprotected  walls  ?  Her  hoary  sires. 
Her  helpless  matrons,  and  their  infisnt  race 
To  serritudc  and  shame?  Her  guardian  gods 
Will  yet  preserve  them.    Neptune  o*er  his  main 
With  Pallas,  pow*r  of  wisdom,  at  their  helms 
Will  soon  transport  them  to  a  happier  clime,    . 
Safe  from  insulting  foes,  from  false  allies. 
And  eleuthcrian  Jove  will  bless  their  flight. 
Then  shall  we  feel  the  unresisted  force 
Of  Persia's  navy,  deluging  our  plains 
With  inexhausted  numbers.     Half  the  Greeks, 
By  us  betray'd  to  bondage,  will  support 
A  Persian  lord,  and  lift  th*  avenging  spear 
For  our  destruction.    But,  my  friends,  reject 
Such  mean,  such  dangerous  counsels,  which  would 

blast 
Your  1oog-establish*d  honours,  and  assist 
llie  proud  invader.    O  eternal  kin^ 
Of  gods  and  mortals,  elevate  our  minds ! 
Each  low  and  partial  passion  thence  expel ! 
Greece  is  our  general  mother.    All  must  join 
In  her  defence,  or  sep'rate  each  must  fall." 
This  said,  authority  and  shame  contruU'd 
The  mute  apsembly.    Agis  too  appear*d. 
He  from  the  Delphian  cavern  was  retum*d, 
Where,  taught  by  Phcebus  on  Parnassian  cliffs. 
The  Pythian  maid  unfolded  HeavVs  decrees. 
He  came ;  but  discontent  and  grief  o'ercast 
His  anxious  brow.    Reluctant  was  his  tongue, 
Yet  seem'd  full  chargM  to  speak.    Religious  dread 
Each  heart  relax'd.    On  ev'ry  visage  hung 
Sad  expectation.    Not  a  whisper  told 
The  silent  fear.     Intensely  all  were  fix'd. 
All  still,  as  death,  to  hear  the  solemn  tale. 
As  o'er  the  western  waves,  when  ev*ry  storm 
Is  hiishM  within  its  cavern,  and  a  breeze. 
Soft-breathing,  lightly  with  its  wings  along 
The  slacken'd  cordage  glides,  the  sailor's  ear 
Perceives  no  sound  throughout  the  vast  expanse; 
None,  but  the  murmurs  of  the  sliding  prow. 
Which  slowly  parts  the  smooth  and  yielding  main : 
So  through  the  wide  and  listening  crowd  no  sound, 
No  voice,  but  thine,  O  Agis,  broke  the  air; 
While  thus  the  issue  of  thy  awfiil  charge 
Thy  lips  delivered.     "  Spartans,  in  your  name 
I  went  to  Delphi.    I,i«J»rf^H«  ^Qq  ^^ 
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Of  Lacedemon  from  lh»  impen^ng  war. 
When  in  th«e  wordf  the  *city  reply*d. 

*  Jit/mhilanh  of^mrta,  Persia*!  arms 
Shall  lay  wmrpramd  and  ancient  seat  in  dust; 
Unless  a  king^/rom  Hercules  derived. 
Cause  Loeedeemon  ftr  his  death  to  moum\'* 

As,  when  the  hfufid  of  Peneus  had  disclos'd 
TYte  snakes  of  dire  Medusa,  all,  who  view'd 
The  Gorgon  features,  were  congeard  to  stone, 
With  ghastly  eyeballs,  on  the  hero  bent, 
And  horrour,  living  in  their  marble  form ; 
Thoi  with  amazement  rooted,  where  they  stood, 
In  speechless  terroar  frucen,  on  their  kings 
The  Spartans  gaz'd :  but  soon  their  anxious  looks 
All  on  the  great  Leonidas  unite, 
Long  known  hw  country's  refuge.    He  alone 
Remains  mishaken.     Rising,  he  displays 
His  godlike  presence.    Dignity  and  grace 
Adorn  his  fntme,  where  manly  beauty  joins 
With  ftrength  Hercnlean.    On  his  aspect  shine 
Sublimest  Tirtue,  and  desire  of  feme. 
Where  justice  gives  the  laurel,  in  his  aye 
The  ioeatinguishable  spark,  which  fires 
The  souls  of  patriots ;  while  his  brow  supports 
Undaunted  valour,  and  contempt  of  4eath. 
Serene  he  cast  his  looks  around,  and  spake. 

*'  Why  this  astonishment  on  ev'ry  fece. 
Ye  men  of  Sparta  ?  Does  the  name  of  death 
Create  this  fear  and  wonder  ?  O  my  friends, 
Why  do  we  labour  through  the  arduous  paths 
Which  lead  to  virtue?  Fruitless  were  the  toil. 
Above  the  reach  of  human  feet  were  plac'd 
The  distant  summit ;  if  the  fear  of  death 
Could  intercept  our  passage.    But  a  frown 
Of  unavailing  terrour  he  assumes 
To  shake  the  firmness  of  a  mind,  which  knows. 
That,  wanting  virtue,  life  is  pain  and  woe. 
That,  wanting  Cberty,  ev'n  virtue  mourns. 
And  looks  around  for  happineas  in  vain. 
Then  speak,  O  Sparta,  and  demand  my  life. 
My  heart,  exulting,  answers  to  thy  call. 
And  smiles  on  glorious  fete.    To  live  with  feme 
The  gods  allow  to  many ;  but  to  die- 
With  equal  lustre  is  a  blessing  Jove 
Among  the  choicest  of  his  boons  reserves. 
Which  but  on  few  his  sparing  hand  bestows.** 

Salvation  thus  to  Sparta  he  proclaimed. 
Joy,  wrapt  awhile  in  admiratioa,  paused. 
Suspending  praise ;  nor  praise  at  last  resounds 
In  high  acclaim  to  rend  the  arch  of  Ileav*n : 
A  reverential  murmur  breathes  applause. 
So  were  the  pupils  of  Lycurgus  train'd 
To  bridle  Nature.    Public  fear  was  dumb 
Before  their  senate,  Ephori  and  kings. 
Nor  exultation  into  clamour  broke. 
Amidst  them  rose  Dieneces,  and  thus. 

'*  Haste  to  ThermopyUe.    To  Xerxes  show 
The  discipline  of  Spartans,  long  renownM 


Your  instant  march.**     His  dictates  all  approve. 
Back  to  the  iithmus  he  unwcary*d  speeds. 

Now  from  th'  assembly  with  mayesty  steps 
Forth  moves  their  godlike  king,  with  conscious 

worth 
His  gen'rouH  bosom  glowing.     Such  the  port 
Of  his  divine  progemtor ;  impetiM 
By  ardent  virtue,  so  Alcides  trod 
Invincible  to  face  in  horrid  war 
The  triple  form  of  Geryon,  or  agaiost 
The  bulk  of  huge  Antsus  match  his  strength. 

Say,  Muse,  what  heroes  by  example  fir'd. 
Nor  less  by  honour,  offered  now  to  bleed  ? 
Dieneces  the  foremost,  brave  and  staid. 
Of  veteran  skill  to  range  in  martial  fields 
WeU-oider'd  lines  of  battle.     Maron  next, 
Twia-bbm  with  Alpheos,  shows  bis  manly  frame. 
Him  Agis  followed,  brother  to  the  qiieeo 
Of  great  Leonidas,  his  friend,  in  war 
His  try'd  companion.    Graceful  were  his  stepa , 
And  gentle  his  demeanour.    Still  his  soul 
Preserved  the  purest  virtue,  though  refin*d 
By  arts  unknown  to  Lacedsmon's  race. 
High  was  his  office.     He,  when  SparU's  weal 
Support  and  counsel  from  the  gods  required. 
Was  sent  the  hallow'd  messenger  to  leam 
Their  mystic  will,  in  oracles  decUr'd, 
From  rocky  Delphi,  iirom  Dodona*s  shade. 
Or  sea-encircled  Delos,  or  the  cell 
Of  dark  Tropbonius,  round  Boeotia  known. 
Three  hundx^  more  complete  th'  intrepid  band* 
Illustrious  fethers  all  of  gen'rous  sons. 
The  future  guardians  of  Laconia*s  state. 
Then  rose  Megistias,  leading  forth  his  son. 
Young  Menalippus.    Not  of  Spartan  blood 
Were  they.    Megistias,  heav'n-enlighten'd  seer,  • 
Had  lefi  his  native  Acaroaniau  shore  $ 
Along  the  border  of  Eurotas  chose 
His  place  of  dwelling.    For  his  worth  receiv'd. 
And  hospitably  cherisVd,  he  the  wreath 
Pontific  bore  in  Lacedemon*s  oamp. 
Serene  in  danger,  nor  his  sacred  arm 
From  warlike  toil  se^uding,  nor  untaught 
To  wield  the  sword,  and  poise  the  weighty  spear. 

But  to  his  home  Leonidas  retired. 
There  calm  in  secret  thought  he  thus  explor'd 
His  mighty  soiU,  while  nature  in  his  breast 
A  short  emotion  rais'd.     *<  What  sudden  grief. 
What  cold  reluctance  now  unmans  my  heart. 
And  whispers,  that  I  fear?  Can  death  dismay 
Leonidas ;  death,  often  seen  and  scom*d, 
When  clad  most  dreadful  in  the  battle's  front  ? 
Or  to  relinquish  life  in  all  its  pride, 
With  all  my  honours  blooming  round  my  head. 
Repines  my  soul,  or  rather  to  forsake. 
Eternally  forsake  my  weeping  wife. 
My  infent  ofl&pring,  and  my  faithful  friends  ? 
Leonidas,  awake.     Shall  these  witbsUnd 
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VorgittUie  brother  of  thy  qiMen.    Hir  grief 
DetainM  DM  f\roai  tlwe.     O  nnen^liya  lan  t 
TlKNigh  LsoedsmoB  call  thy  pftene  regard, 
Forget  not  her,  lole  Tictim  of  diitreie 
inod  the  gen'ral  safety.    To  aitaage 
Such  pain  fraternal  tendemeii  it  weak.** 

The  king  eiiibrac*d  him,  and  reply'd.    **  O 
0  deiieit  noan,  conoerre  not,  bat  my  sonl 
To  her  is  fondly  bound,  from  whom  my  dayf 
Tkdr  largest  share  of  happiness  deriT'd. 
Can  I,  who  yield  my  breath,  lest  others  mourm, 
Lett  thonsands  should  be  wrstched,  when  she  pines, 
More  lor*d  than  any,  though  less  dear  than  idl, 
Caa  I  neglect  her  grieft  ?  In  future  days. 
If  thou  with  grateful  memory  reoord 
My  name  and  fate,  O  Sparta,  pass  not  this 
Unheeded  by.    The  life,  for  thee  resign'd. 
Knew  not  a  painful  hour  to  tire  my  soul. 
Nor  were  they  oomjnon  joys  I  left  behind." 

So  spake  the  patriot,  and  his  heart  o'ertow'd 
Iq  iend^rest  paasioe.    Hien  in  ea^  haste 
The  faithful  partner  of  bis  bed  he' sought. 
Amid  her  weeping  children  sat  the  queen 
Immoveable  and  mute.    Her  swimmig  eyes 
Bent  to  the  earth.     Her  arms  were  folded  o*er      • 
Her  lab'ring  bosom,  blotted  with  her  tears. 
As,  when  a  dusky  mist  intolves  the  sky. 
The  Moon  through  all  the  dreary  rapours  spreads 
The  radiant  vcstme  of  her  sihrer  light 
Cer  the  d«fl  face  of  Nature ;  so  the  queen. 
Divinely  graceful  shiniog  through  her  grief, 
Brighten'd  the  cloud  of  woe.    Her  lord  approachU 
Soon,  as  in  gentlest  phrase  his  well-known  voice 
Avak*d  her  drooping  spirit,  for  a  time 
Care  was  appeaa'd.    She  lifb  her  languid  head. 
She  gives  this  utterance  to  her  tender  thoughts. 
**  O  thou,  whose  presence  is  my  sole  delight; 
If  thus,  Leooidas,  thy  looks  and  words 
Caa  check  the  rapid  current  of  distress, 
How  am  I  m&rk'd  for  misery !  How  long ! 
When  of  life's  journey  less  than  half  is  passed. 
And  I  must  hear  those  calrahig  sounds  no  more, 
Kor  see  that  fiace,  which  makes  affliction  •smile.'* 

This  said,  retnnung  grief  6*erwhelms  her  breast. 
Her  orphan  children,  her  devoted  lord. 
Pale,  bleeding,  breathless  on  the  field  of  death, 
Her  ever-during  solitude  of  woe, 
AU  rise  m  minj^ed  honour  to  her  sight. 
When  thus  in  bittVest  agony  she  spake. 

"  O  whither  art  thou  going  from  my  arms ! 
Shan  I  no  more  behold  thee !  Oh  !  no  more, 
In  conqocst  dad,  o'ersprsad  with  glorioos  dust. 
Wilt  tbou  retnm  to  greet  thy  native  soil, 
And  find  thy  dwelling  joyftil !  Ah  !  too  brave, 
Why  wouUst  thou  hurry  to  the  dreary  gates 
Of  death,  naoaU'd Another  might  have  bled, 


How  stroMg  a  pamt^  fediigt,  till  this  bosr; 
Nor  was  she  onoa  msensihis  ta  thee 
In  aU  her  forvonr  to  assert  my  fhme. 
How  had  the  hoaovrs  of  my  name  been  stahi*d 
By  hesitation  ?  Shameful  Ufe  preferred 
By  an  inglorious  oolleagne  would  have  Mt 
No  choice,  but  what  were  infhmy  ta  shun. 
Not  Tirtue  to  accept    Than  dean  no  more. 
That  of  thy  love  regardless,  or  thy  teara, 
I  rush,  uocaird,  to  death.    The  voice  of  Fate, 
The  gods,  my  fame,  my  ooaatry  press  my  doom. 
Oh !  thou  dear  mouriMr !  Wherefore  swells  afresh 
That  tide  of  woe?  Lsaaidai  must  fiaU.  ' 
Alas!  far  heavier  misery  impends 
O'er  thee  and  these,  if,  soften'd  by  thy  tears, 
I  shamefiilly  refose  to  yield  that  breath. 
Which  jusrfife,  glory,  liberty,  and  HeaVki 
Claim  for  my  oountiy,  for  my  sons,  and  thee. 
Think  on  my  kmg  unaKer'd  love.    Reflect 
On  my  paternal  fondness.    Hath  my  heart 
E*er  known  a  pause  in  love,  o^  pious  care  ? 
Now  shall  that  care,  that  tenderness^  be  shown 
Most  warm,  most  faithful.  When  thy  husband  dies 
For  Laced«mon*8  safety,  tbou  wilt  riiare, 
Tbou  ami  thy  children,  the  diffusive  good. 
I  am  selected  by  th'  immortal  gods 
To  save  a  people.    Should  my  timid  heart 
That  sacrCMd  charge  abandon,  I  should  plunge 
Thee  too  in  shame,  in  sorrow.   Thou  wouldst  moani 
With  Lacedvmon ;  wouldst  with  her  sustain 
Thy  pamful  portion  of  oppression's  weight. 
Behold  thy  sons  now  worthy  of  their  name,    [pine 
Their  Spartan  birth.    Their  growing  bloom  would 
Depressed,  dishonoured,  and  their  youthful  hearts 
Beat  at  the  sound  of  liberty  no  more. 
On  their  own  merit,  on  their  father's  feme. 
When  he  the  Spartan  freedom  hath  confirmed, 
Befdre  the  world  illustrious  will  Ihey  rise  - 
Their  country's  bulwark,  and  their  mother^  joy.** 

Here  paus*d  the  patriot.    In  religions  awe 
Grief  beikrd  the  voice  of  Virtue.    No  complaint 
The  solemn  silence  broke.    Tears  ceas'd  to  flow^ 
Ceas'd  for  a  moment  soon  again  to  stream. 
Behold,  in  arms  before  the  palace  drawn. 
His  brave  companions  of  the  war  demand 
Their  leader's  presence.    Then  her  gtiefit  renew'd. 
Surpassing  uttYsnce,  intercept  her  sighs. 
Each  accent  fireezes  on  her  falt'ring  tongue* 
In  speechless  anguish  on  the  her<iS  breast 
She  sbks.    On  evhry  side  his  children  press. 
Hang  t>n  his  knees,  and  kiss  his  honour*d  hand. 
His  soul  no  longer  struggles  to  confine 
Her  agitation.    Down  the  hero's  cheek, 
Down  flows  the  manly  sorrow.    Great  in  woe 
Amid  his  children,  who  enclose  him  round, 
He  stands,  indulging  tenderness  and  love 
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They  now  pvoceed.    So  moT*d  the  hott  of  Heaven 
On  Phlegre^s  plains  to  meet  the  giant  tons 
Of  Earth  and  Titan.    From  Olympof  march'd 
The  deities  embattled ;  while  their  king 
Tow*r*d  in  the  front  with  thunder  in  his  grasp. 
7*hns  through  the  streets  of  Lacedssmon  pa8s*d 
Leonidas.    Before  his  footsteps  bow 
The  multitude,  exulting*    On  be  treads 
Rever'd.    Unsated,  their  enraptur'd  sight 
Pursues  his  graceful  stature,  and  their  tongues 
Extol  and  hail  him  as  their  guardian  god. 
Furm  in  his  nervous  hand  he  gripes  the  spear. 
Low,  as  the  ankles,  from  his  shoulders  hangs 
The  massy  shield ;  and  o'er  his  bumish'd  helm 
The  purple  plumage  nods.    Harmonious  youths, 
Around  whose  brows  entwining  laurels  play, 
In  lofty-soundii^  strains  his  praise  record ; 
While  snowy-finger'd  virgins  all  the  way 
Bestrew  with  od'rous  garlands.    Now  his  breast 
Is  all  possessed  by  glory,  which  dispellM 
Whatever  of  grief  remained,  or  vain  regret 
For  those  he  left  behind.    The  rev'rend  train 
Of  Lacedemon*s  senate  last  appear 
To  take  their  final,  solemn  leave,  and  grace 
Their  heroes  parting  steps.    Around  him  flow 
In  civil  pomp  their  venerable  robes^ 
Mix'd  with  the  blaze  of  arms.    The  shining  troop 
Of  warriors  press  behind  him,  Maron  here 
With  Menalippus  warm  in  flow'ry  prime. 
There  Agis,  there  Megistias,  and  the  chief, 
Dieneces.    Laconia's  dames  ascend 
The  loftiest  mansions  ;  thronging  o'er  the  roofi^    . 
Applaud  their  sons,  their  husbands,  as  they  march : 
So  parted  Argo  from  tb'  lolchian  strand 
To  plough  the  foaming  surge.   Tbessalia's  nymphs, 
Rang'd  on  the  clifis,  o'ershading  Neptune's  f^e, 
Still  on  the  distant  vessel  fixM  their  eyes 
Admiring,  still  in  psaos  bless'd  the  helm, 
By  Greece  entrusted  with  her  chosen  sons 
For  high  adventures  on  the  Golchian  shore. 

Swift  on  his  course  Leonidas  proceeds. 
Soon  is  Eurotas  passM,  and  Lerna's  bank. 
Where  his  victorious  ancestor  subdu*d 
The  many-headed  Hydra,  and  the  lake 
To  endless  fame  consign'd.    Tb'  unwearjr^d  bands 
Next  through  the  pines  of  Menalus  he  led. 
And  down  Parthe&ius  urg'd  the  rapid  toil. 
Six  days  incessant  was  their  march  pursu'd. 
When  to  their  ear  the  hoarse-resounding  waves 
Beat  on  the  isthmus.     Here  the  tents  are  spread. 
Below  the  wide  horizon  then  the  Sun. 
Had*  dipp'd  bis  beamy  locks.    The  queen  of  night 
Gleam'd  from  the  centre  of  th'  ethereal  vault. 
And  o'er  the  raven  plumes  of  darkness  shed 
Her  placid  light.    Leonidas  detains 
Dieneces  and  Agis.    Open  stands 
The  tall  pavilion,  and  admits  the  Moon. 
As  here  they  sit  conversing,  from  the  hill. 
Which  rose  before  them,  one  of  noble  port 
Is  seen  descending.    Lightly  down  the  slope 
He  treads.   He  calls  akmd.  They  heard,  they  knew 
The  voice  of  Alpheus,  whom  the  king  address'd. 

**  O  thou,  with  swifboess  by  the  gods  endu'd 
To  match  the  ardour  of  thy  daring  soul. 
What  from  the  isthmus  draws  thee  ?  Do  the  Greeks 
Neglect  to  arm  and  face  the  public  foe  ?" 
**  Good  news  give  wings,"  said  Alpheus.  ''  Greece 
is  arm'd. 
The  neighb'ring  isthmus  holds  th'  Arcadian  bands. 
From  Mantinea,  Diophantus  leads 


Five  hundred  spears;  nor  less  from  Tegea's  walls 
With  Hegesander  move.    A  thousand  more. 
Who  in  Orchomenus  reside,  and  range 
Along  Parrhasius,  or  Cyllene's  brow; 
Who  near  the  foot  of  Erymanthus  dwell. 
Or  on  Alphean  banks,  with  various  chiefii 
Expect  thy  presence.    Most  is  Clonius  fam'd. 
Of  stature  huge,  unshaken  rock  of  war. 
Four  hundred  warriois  brave  Alcnueon  draws 
From  stately  Corinth's  tow'rs.    Two  hundred  march 
From  Phlios.    Them  Eupalamus  commands. 
An  equal  number  of  Mycense's  race 
Aristobulus  heads,     llirougb  fear  alone 
Of  thee,  and  threat'ning  Greece,  theTl^bans  amu 
A  few  in  Thebes  authority  and  rule 
Usurp.    Corrupted  with  Barbarian  gold. 
They  quench  the  gen'rous,  eleutberian  flame 
In  av'ry  heart    The  eloquent  they  bribe. 
By  specious  tales  the  multitude  they  cheat. 
Establishing  base  measures  on  the  plea 
Of  public  safety.    Others  are  immers'd 
In  all  the  sloth  of  plenty,  who,  unmov'd 
In  shameful  ease,  behold  the  state  betray'd. 
Aw'd  by  thy  name,  four  hundred  took  the  field. 
The  wily  Anaxander  is  their  chief 
With  Leontiades.    To  see  their  march 
I  staid,  then  hasten'd  to  survey  the  straits. 
Which  thou  shalt  render  sacred  to  renown. 

«  For  ever  mingled  with  a  crumbling  soil. 
Which  moulders  round  th'  indented  Malian  coast. 
The  sea  rolls  slimy.    On  a  solid  rock. 
Which  forms  the  inmost  limit  of  a  bay, 
ThermopylsB  is  stretch'd.    Where  broadest  spread. 
It  measures  threescore  paces,  bounded  here 
By  the  salt  ooze,  which  underneath  presents 
A  dreary  surface ;  there  the  lofty  clifli 
Of  woody'd  (Eta  overtook  the  pass, 
And  far  beyond  o'er  half  the  surge  below 
Their  horrid  umbrage  cast.     Across  the  mouth 
An  ancient  bulwark  of  the  Phocians  stands, 
A  wall  with  gates  and  tow'rs.    The  Locrian  force 
Was  marching  forward.    Them  I  pass'd  to  greet 
Demophilus  of  Tbespia,  who  bad  pitch'd 
Seven  hundred  spears  before  th'  important  fence. 
His  brother's  son  attends  the  rev'rend  chief. 
Young  Dithyrambus.    He  for  noble  deeds. 
Yet  more  for  temperance  of  mind  renown'd. 
In  early  bloom  with  brightest  honours  shines 
Nor  wantons  in  the  blaze."    Here  Agis  spake. 

*<  Well  hast  thou  painted  that  illustrious  youth. 
He  is  my  host  at  Thespia.    lliough  adom'd 
With  various  wreaths,  by  Fame,  by  Fortune  bless*d. 
His  gentle  virtues  take  from  Envy's  lips 
/Tbeir  blasting  venom ;  and  her  biineful  eye 
Strives  on  his  worth  to  smile."    In  silence  all 
Again  remain,  when  Alpheus  thus  proceeds. 

'*  Platsea's  chosen  veterans  I  saw, 
Snuill  in  their  number,  matchless  in  their  fom^ 
Diomedon  the  leader.     Keen  his  sword 
At  Marathon  was  felt,  where  Asia  bled. 
These  guard  Thermopyle.    Among  the  hills. 
Unknown  to  strangers,  winds  an  upper  strait. 
Which  by  a  thousand  Pbocians  is  secur'd. 

**  Ere  these  brave  Greeks  I  quitted,  in  the  bay 
A  stately  chieftain  of  th'  Atheman  fleet 
Arriv'd.     I  joined  him.    Copious  in  thy  praise 
He  utter'd  rapture,  but  austerely  blam'd 
Laconia's  tardy  counsels  ;  while  the  ships 
Of -Athens  kmg  had  stemm'd  Eubcean  tides. 
Which  flow  not  distant  from  our  future  post.. 
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This  ^tn  the  ^-fiun'd  JEschyliis,  by  Mart, 
By  Phoebus  kyv'd.    PaniaKus  Tiim  proclmims 
The  first  of  Attic  poets,  him  the  plains 
Of  MarstboQ  a  soldier,  try'd  in  arms.*' 

'<  Wen  may  Athenians  murmur,"  said  the  king. 
"  Too  long  bath  Sparta  slomber'd  on  her  shield. 
By  mom  beyond  Uie  isthmus  we  will  spread 
A  gen*roas  banner.     In  Laoonian  strains 
Of  AlcDian  and  Terpander  liTes  the  fame 
Of  our  fbrefiKthers.    Let  our  deeds  attract 
The  brighter  Muse  of  Athens  in  the  song 
Of  ^schylus  divine.    Now  frame  thy  choice. 
Share  in  our  fate ;  or,  hast\)ing  home,  report, 
How  much  already  thy  discerning  mind. 
Thy  active  limbs  have  merited  from  me. 
How  serv'd  thy  country."     From  th'  inoipatient  lips 
Of  AlpheuB  sinft  these  fervid  accents  broke. 

"  I  have  not  measor'd  such  a  tract  of  land. 
Have  not,  untir'd,  beheld  the  setting  Sun, 
Nor  through  the  shade  of  midnight  urg*d  my  steps 
To  animate  Uie  Grecians,  that  mjrself 
Might  be  exempt  from  warlike  toil,  or  death. 
Retam  ?  Ah !  no.    A  second  time  my  spee^ 
Shall  visit  thee,  Hiermopyle.    My  limbs 
Shall  at  thy  side,  Leonidas,  obtain 
An  honourable  grave.    And  oh!  amid 
His  country's  perils  if  a  Spartan  breast 
May  feel  a  private  sorrow,  fierce  revenge 
I  seek  not  only  for  tb'  insulted  state. 
But  for  a  brother's  wrongs.    A  younger  hope 
Than  I,  and  Maron,  bless'd  our  father^  years. 
Child  of  his  age,  and  Polydorus  nam*d. 
His  mind,  while  tender  in  hit  opening  prime. 
Was  bent  to  strenuous  virtue.    Oen'rous  scorn 
Of  pam  or  danger,  taught  his  eariy  strength 
To  struggle  patient  with  severest  toils. 
Oft,  when  tnclemeqt  winter  cbilPd  tht  air. 
When  frozen  sbow'rs  had  swoln  Eurotos*  stream. 
Amid  th*  impetuous  channel  would  he  plunge 
To  breast  the  torrent    On  a  fotal  day. 
As  in  the  sea  his  active  limbs  he  bath'd, 
A  savage  corsair  of  the  Perrian  king 
My  brother  naked  and  defenceless  bore, 
Ev'n  in  my  sight,  to  Asia;  there  to  waste 
With  all  the  promise  of  its  growing  worth 
Hb  youth  in  bondage.    Tedious  were  the  tale. 
Should  I  recount  my  pains,  my  father's  woes. 
The  days  he  wept,  the  sleepless  nights  he  beat 
His  aged  boaom.    And  shall  Alpheus'  spear 
Be  absent  from  ThermopylsB,  nor  claim, 
0  Polydorus,  vengeance  for  thy  wron^ 
In  that  first  slaughter  of  th^  barb'rous  foe  ?* 

Here  interpo«*d  Dieneces.    Their  hands 
He  grasp'd,  and  cordial  transport  thus  expressed. 

'*  O  that  Lycurgus  fi'om  the  shades  might  rise 
To  praise  the  virtue,  which  his  laws  inspire !" 

Thus  till  the  dead  of  night  these  heroes  passed 
The  hours  in  friendly  converse,  and  enjoy'd 
Each  other's  virtue.    Happiest  of  men ! 
At  length  with  gentle  heaviness  the  pow'r 
Of  sleep  invades  their  eyelids,  and  oonstraina 
Their  magnanimity  and  zeal  to  rest : 
When,  sliding  down  the  hemisphere,  the  Moon 
Inmiers'd  m  midnight  shade  her  silver  head. 
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THI  ARGUMBIIT. 

Leonidas  on  his  approach  to  tha  isthmus  is  met  hy^ 
the  leaders^  of  the  troops,  sent  from  other  Gre- 
cian states,  and  by  the  deputies  who  composed 
the  isthmian  cOundL  He  harangues  them; 
then  proceeds  in  conjunction  with  these  forces 
towanls  Thermopylse.  On  the  first  day  he  is 
joined  by  Dithyrambus ;  on  the  third  he  reaches 
a  valley  in  Locris,  where  he  is  entertained  by 
O'lleus,  the  public  host,  of  the  Lacedssmonian 
state;  and  the  next  morning  is  accompanied 
by  him  in  a  car  to  the  temple  of  Pan :  he  fimls 
Medbn  there,  the  son  of  Oileos,  and  comnuunder 
of  two  thousand  Locrians,  already  posted  at 
Thermopylv,  and  by  him  is  informed,  that  the 
army  of  Xerxes  is  in  sight  of  the  pass. 


Aurora  spreads  her  pnrple  beams  around. 
When  move  the  Spartans.  Theirapproach  is  known. 
The  othmian  council,  and  the  difTrent  chieft, 
Who  lead  th'  auxiliar  bands,  advance-to  meet 
Leonidas ;  Eupalamus  the  strong, 
Alcmeon,  Clonius,  Dtophantus  brave 
With  Hegesander.    At  their  head,  is  seen 
Aristobulus,  whom  Mycense's  ranks 
Obey,  MycensB  once  august  ia  pow*r, 
In  splendid  wealth,  and  vaunting  still  the  name 
Of  Agamemnon.    To  Laconia^s  king 
The  chieftain  spake.    **  Leonidas,  survey 
Mycense's  race.    Should  ev*ry  other  Greek 
Be  aWd  by  Xerxes,  and  his  eastern  host. 
Believe  not,  we  can  fear,  derived  from  those. 
Who  once  conducted  o'er  the  foaming  surge 
The  strength  of  Greece;  who  desert  left  the  fields 
Of  ravaged  Asi^  and  her  proudest  walls 
From  their  foundations  levell'd  to  the  ground." 

Leonidas  replies  not,  but  his  voice 
Directs  to  all.    **  Illustrious  warriors,  hail ! 
Who  thus  undaunted  signalize  your  foith. 
Your  gen'rous  ardour  in  the  common  cause. 
But  you,  whose  counsels  prop  the  Grecian  state, 
O  venariible  sjmod,  who  consign 
To  our  protecting  swofd  the  gate  of  Greece, 
Thrice  hail !  Whate'er  by  valour  we  obtain, 
Yonr  wisdom  must  preserve.    With  piercing  eyeff 
Contemplate  ev'ry  city,  and  discern 
Their  various  tempers.    Some  with  partial  care 
To  guard  their  own,  neglect  the  public  weal. 
Unmov'd  and  cold  are  others.    Terrour  here. 
Corruption  there  presides.    O  fire  the  brave 
To  gen'ral  efforts  in  the  gen'ral  oanse. 
Confirm  the  wav'ring.    Animate  the  cold. 
The  timid.    Watch  the  faithless.    Some  betray 
Themselves  and  Greece.    Their  perfidy  prevent,' 
Or  call  them  back  to  honour.    Let  us  all 
Be  link*d  in  sacred  union,  and  this  land 
May  face  the  world's  whole  multitude  in  arms, 
if  for  the  spoil,  by  Paris  home  to  Troy, 
A  thousand  keels  the  Hellespont  o'erspread ; 
Shall  not  again  confederated  Greece  . 
Be  rous'd  to  battle,  and  to  freedom  give 
What  once  she  gave  to  ftime  ?  Behold,  we^a^ 


so 
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To  stop  Hi*  Invading  tyrant    Tfll  we  (aU, 
He  akiSi  not  po«r  hii  myriads  on  your  plains. 
Bni  as  the  gods  conceal,  boir  long  our  strength 
Kay  stand  unvanquish*d,  or  bow  soon  may  yield; 
Waste  not  a  moment,  till  consenting  Greece 
Bange  all  her  free-bom  nnmbers  in  the  field." 

Leonidas  condnded.  Awful  stepp'd 
Before  the  sage  assembly  oae  supreme 
And  oM  in  office,  who  address'd  the  king. 

<*  Hiy  bright  eiample  er'ry  heart  unites. 
From  thee  her  happiest  omeos  Greece  derives 
Of  concord,  safety,  liberty,  and  fiuose. 
Go  then,  O  tet  of  mortals,  go,  impress 
Amaze  and  terrour  on  the  baib'nms  host ; 
The  free-bon  Greeks  ioatroetiag  life  to  deem 
Less  dear  than  honour,  and  their  conntrsr's  cause.^ 

This  heard,  Leonidas,  thy  secret  soul. 
Exulting,  tasted  of  the  sweet  reward 
Due  tp  thy  nwrne  through  endless  time.  Once  more 
His  eyes  he  tum'd,  and  view'd  in  rBpt*rous  thought 
His  native  land,  which  he  alone  can  save; 
Tlien  summott'd  ail  his  mijesty,  and  o*er 
llie  isthmus  trod.    The  phalanx  moves  behind 
In  deep  arrangement.    So  tli'  imperial  ship 
With  stately  bulk  along  the  heaving  tide 
In  military  pomp  oondoots  the  powV 
Of  some  pr(Kid  navy,  bounding  from  the  port 
To  bear  the  vengeance  of  a  mighty  state 
Against  a  t3rrant's  walls.    Till  sultry  noon 
They  march ;  when  halting,  as  they  take  repast, 
Across  the  plain  before  them  they  descry 
A  troop  of  Thespians.    One  above  the  rest 
In  eminence  precedes.    His  glitt'riag  shield. 
Whose  gold-emblazon'd  orb  collects  the  beams, 
Cast  by  meridian  Phoebns  from  his  throne, 
Flames  like  another  Sun.    A  snowy  pluase. 
With  wanton  curls  disporting  in  the  breese. 
Floats  o*er  his  dazzling  casque.    On  nearer  view^ 
Beneath  the  radiant  honours  of  his  crest 
A  countenamw  of  yooth  m  rosy  prime. 
And  manly  sweetness,  won  the  fa'd  rc^i^afd 
Of  each  beholder.    With  a  modest  grace 
He  came  respectful  tow^  the  king,  and  slxnv'd. 
That  all  ideas  of  his  csm  desert 
Were  sunk  in  veneration.    So  the  god 
Of  light  salutes  his  empyreal  sire  ; 
When  from  his  altar  in  ttt*  embow'ring  grove 
Of  palmy  Dek>s,  or  the  haUow'd  bound 
Of  Tenedes,  or  Clares,  where  he  heais 
In  hynms  his  praises  from  tiM  sons  of  men, 
He  reaseends  the  high  Olympian  seats : 
Such  reverential  homage  on  his  brow, 
O'ershading,  softens  his  efuigent  bloom 
With  loveliness  and  grace.    The  king  receives 
Th'  ilkistrioos  Thespian  thus.  **  My  netting  tongue  | 


By  zeal  enfore'd,  till  ev*ning  shadows  fkll, 

The  march  contmues,  then  by  day-spring  sweeps 

The  earliest  dews.    The  van,  by  Agis  led. 

Displays  the  grisly  face  of  battle  rough 

With  spears,  obliquely  traiPd  in  dreadful  length 

Along  th*  indented  way.     Beside  him  marched 

His  ^lant  Thespian  host     The  centre  boasts 

Leonidas  the  leader,  who  retains 

The  good  Megistias  near  him.    In  the  rear 

Dieneces  commanded,  who  in  charge 

Kept  Menalippus,  offilpring  of  his  friend. 

For  these  instructions.  **  Let  thine  eye,  young  man. 

Dwell  on  the  order  of  our  varying  march : 

As  champaign,  valley,  mountain,  or  defile 

Require  a  change.    The  eastern  t3rrant  thus 

Conducts  not  his  barbarians,  like  the  sands 

In  number.    Yet  the  discipline  of  Greece 

They  will  encounter  feeble,  as  the  sands, 

Dash'd  on  a  rock,  and  scatte^d  in  their  falL*' 

To  hhn  th'  inquiring  youth.  ^  The  martial  tread. 
The  flute's  skiw  warUe,  both  in  just  accord. 
Entrance  my  senses;  but  let  wonder  ask. 
Why  is  that  tender  vehicle  of  sound 
Prefierr'd  in  war  by  Sparta  ?  Other  Greeks 
To  more  sonorous  music  rush  in  fight" 

*'  Son  of  my  friend,"  Dieneces  rejoins, 
''  Well  dost  thou  note.    I  praise  thee.    Spartans  law 
With  human  passions,  source  of  humnn  woes. 
Maintains  perpetual  strife.     She  sternly  curbs 
Our  infant  hearts,  till  passion  yields  its  seat 
To  principle  and  order.     Music  too, 
By  Spartans  lov'd,  is  tempered  by  the  law  ; 
Still  to  her  plan  subservient  melts  in  intes, 
Which  cool  and  soothe,  not  irrkate  and  warBk 
Thus  by  habitual  abstineBce,  appljr'd 
To  ev^ry  sense,  suppressing  Nature's  fire. 
By  modes  of  duty,  not  by  ardour  sway'd. 
O'er  each  impetuous  enemy  abroad. 
At  home  o*er  vice  and  pleasure  we  prevaiU" 

"  O  might  I  merit  a  Laconian  name!*' 
The  Arcanian  answered.    **  But  explain. 
What  is  the  land  we  traverse  ?  What  the  hill. 
Whose  parted  summit  in  a  spacious  void 
Admits  a  bed  of  clouds?  And  gracious  tell, 
Whose  ara  those  suits  of  armour,  which  I  see 
Borne  by  two  HeloU  ?"    At  the  questions  pleas'd, 
Dieneces  continues.     *'  Those  belong 
To  Alpheus  and  his  brother.    Light  of  foot 
They,  disencumber'd,  all  at  large  precede 
This  ponderous  band.    They  guide  a  troop  of  daves» 
Our  missile-weapon'd  Helots,  to  observe. 
Provide,  forewarn,  and  obstacles  remove. 
This  tract  is  Phocis.    That  divided  hill 
Is  Csm'd  Parnassus.    Thence  the  voice  divine 
Was  sent  by  Pbeebus,  suasmoning  to  death 
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Reply  It  leeaiev.    gee,  Uie  fltai  dctowiit 
The  anny  halts.    I  tmst  ikm  with  a  charge, 
Soa  of  Bf egiftias.    In  my  name  comHiaiid 
Th'  atteoitont  Helots  to  erect  oar  camp. 
We  pitch  oar  teats  in  Locris.*'    Quick  the  yoath 
His  char|[9  aooompiish^d.     From  a  gen'roos  meal, 
Wbcve,  at  the  call  of  Alpheas,  Locrts  shower'4 
Her  Amaltbean  plenty  on  her  friends, 
The  fitted  warriors  soon  in  slamber  lose 
The  memory  of  toil.     His  watchftil  round 
Bieneces  with  Menalippus  takes. 

The  Moon  rode  high  and  clear.    Her  light  benign 
To  their  pleas'd  eyes  a  niral  dwelling  sbow'd. 
All  nnndom'd,  biK  seemly.     Either  side 
Was  fenc'd  by  trees  high-shadowing.    The  front 
Looked  on  a  cr3rsUl  pool,  by  feather'd  tribes 
M  ew*Tj  dawn  frequented.     From  the  springs 
▲  samll  redundance  fed  a  shallow  brook, 
Cer  smoothest  pebbles  rippling  just  to  wake. 
Not  startle  Silence,  and  the  ear  of  Night 
Entice  to  listen  ondisturb'd.    Around, 
The  grass  was  covered  by  reposing  sheep. 
Whose  drowsy  guard  no  longer  bay^d  the  Moon. 

The  warriors  Btopp*d,  contemplating  the  seat 
Of  roral  quiet.    Suddenly  a  swain 
Steptf  Ibrth.     His  fingers  touch  the  breathiug  reed. 
Uprise  the  fieecy  tram.     Each  ftiithful  dog 
Is  rous'd.     All  heedful  of  the  wonted  sound 
Their  known  ooodnctor  follQw.    Slow  behind 
Hi*  obaerring  wartkws  moTe.    Ere  long  they  reach 
A  bnmd  and  verdant  circle,  thick  enclo8*d 
With  birchea  stoiight  and  tall,  whose  glossy  rind 
b  clad  ta  stiver  tnm  Diana%  car. 
The  grenmd  was  holy,  and  the  central  spot 
An  ator  bore  to  Pan.    Beyond  the  orb 
Of  skreeoing  trees  th*  external  circuit  swarmM 
With  aheeip  and  beeres,  each  neighboring  hamlet's 

wealth 
Collected.     Thither  soon  the  swain  arrrvM, 
Whom,  by  the  name  of  Melibceus  hailed, 
A  peaxaat  throng  surrounded.     As  tbeir  chiefy- 
He  njgh  the  altar  to  his  rural  friends 
Addres^d  these  words.  *'  O  sent  from  diflPrent  lords 
With  contribntion  to  the  public  wants, 
TiBM  presses.     God  of  p^ttaats,  Mess  our  course  ! 
Speed  to  the  slow-pac'd  ox,  for  once  impart ! 
That  o'er  theae  vallies,  cool'd  by  dewy  night, 
We  to  oar  snmmons  true,  ere  noontide  blaiee, 
May  join  Otieas,  aad  his  praise  obtain." 

Ue  cfas'd.    Te  rustic  auidrigals  and  pipes, 
Combin'd  with  Meating  notes,  and  ttnklmg  heUs, 
With  cfauMMir  shrill  from  bosy  tongues  of  dogs, 
Or  hollow-sooading  from  the  deep-moath'd  ox. 
Along  the  valley  hefd  and  iock  are  driv'n 
Socccjsive,  halting  olt  to  harmless  sp<Mi 
Of  ilow'ra  and  heihage,  springing  b  their  sight 
While  Melibcsas  marshall'd  with  address 
The  inofibBsire  host,  unseen  in  shades 
Dineces  applaoded,  and  the  yoath 
Of  Menalippus  caotioo'd.    *'  Let  no  word 
Impede  the  careM  peasant.    On  bis  charge 
Depends  onr  welfare.    Dili^ont  and  staid 
He  atJua  his  codlihe  master.     Thmi  milt  mw 


To  guide  its  travel  o'er  the  I 

Of  cultitated  hilloeks,  dales,  aad  lawns. 

Where  mansions,  hamleU  interposed ;  where  dooMt 

Rose  to  tbeir  gods  through  consecrated  shades. 

He  then  exdainis.     **  O  say,  can  lore  derote 

Thcfse  fields  to  rarage,  those  abodes  to  flames  ?" 

The  Spartan  answers.  **  Ravage,  sword,  and  im 
Most  hie  endured,  as  incidental  ills. 
Suffice  it,  these  ioyaden,  soon  or  late. 
Will  leave  this  soil  more  fertile  by  their  bk)od 
With  spoib  abundant  to  rebuild  the  fenes. 
Precarious  benefits  are  these,  thou  seest. 
So  firam'd  by  Heav'n ;  but  virtue  is  a  godd. 
No  foe  can  spoil,  and  lasting  to  the  grave." 

Beside  the  public  way  an  oval  foant 
Of  marble  sparkled  with  a  silver  spray 
Of  falling  rills,  collected  from  above. 
The  army  halted,  and  their  holk>w  casques 
Dipp'd  in  the  limpid  stream.    Behind  it  rose 
An  edifice,  compos'd  of  native  roots, 
And  oaken  trunks  of  knotted  girth  unwrougfat 
Within  were  beds  of  moss.    Old,  batter'd  arms 
Hung  from  the  roof.    The  curious  chiefe  approach. 
These  words,  engraven  on  a  tablet  rude, 
Megistias  reads;  the  rest  in  silence  hear. 
**  Yon  maiMe  fountain,  by  Oileus  plac'd. 
To  thirsty  lips  in  living  water  flows ; 
For  weary  steps  he  fram'd  this  coal  retreat; 
A  grateful  off*ring  hero  to  rural  peace. 
His  dinted  shield,  hb  helmet  he  resign'd. 
O  passenger,  if  born  to  noble  deeds 
Thou  wooldst  obtain  perpetual  grace  from  Jove» 
Devote  thy  vigour  to  heroic  toils. 
And  thy  decline  to  hospitable  caidl. 
Rest  here ;  then  seek  OTleus  in  his  vale." 

««  O  Jove,"  burst  forth  Leonidas,  •*  thy  grace 
Is  large  and  variotis.    Length  of  days  and  bliss 
To  him  thou  giv*st,  to  me  a  shorten'd  term« 
Nor  yet  leas  happy.    Grateful  we  confem 
Thy  different  bounUes,  meamir'd  fill  to  both. 
Come  let  ns  seek  Oilens  m  his  vale." 

The  word  is  fiv^    The  heavy  phalaoK  moves. 
The  light-pac*d  Helots  long,  ere  morning  dawn*d. 
Had  recommencM  their  progress.    They  o*ertoak 
Blithe  Meliboeus  in  a  spacious  vale. 
The  fruitfullest  in  Locns,  ere  the  Son 
Shot  forth  his  noontide  beams.    On  either  side 
A  surfece  scarce  perceptibly  ascends. 
Lnxuriaat  vegetation  crowds  the  soil 
With  trees  close-rangM  and  miaglmg.  Rich  the  foads 
Of  native  fruitage  to  the  sight  reveal 
Their  vigorous  nurture.    Thero  the  flushing  peachy 
The  apple,  citron,  almond,  pear,  and  date. 
Pomegranates,  purple  mulberry,  and  fig/ 
Vrottk  interiacing  branches  mix  their  hues 
And  scents,  the  passenger*s  delight;  bat  leave 
fn  the  mid-vale  a  pastore  long  and  larger 
Exuberant  in  vivid  verdure  cropped 
By  herds,  by  flocks  iattnm*r0«s.  NeighbHiag  knolla 
Are  speckled  o*er  with  cots,  whose  humble  roofr 
To  herdsaien,  shepherds,  and  laborious  hinds 
Once  jrielded  rest  unbroken,  till  the  name 
Of  XanMB  shook  th«ir  miiet.     Yet  this  dav 
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By  Melibflras,  hastMing  to  his  lord. 

Was  loudly  told.    The  Helots  too  apiiear'd. 

WbHe  with  bis  brother  Alpbeus  thus  disooun'd. 

"  In  this  fiur  valley  old  Oileus  dwells. 
The  first  of  Locrians,  of  Laoonia's  state 
The  public  host.    Yon  large  pavilions  mark. 
They  promise  welcome.    Thither  let  us  bend. 
There  tell  our  charge."    This  said,  they  both  ad- 
vance. 
A  hoary  band  receives  them.    Chie,  who  seem'd 
In  rank,  in  age  superior,  wav'd  his  hand 
To  Melibceus,  standing  near,  and  spake. 

"  By  this  my  faithiul  messenger  I  learn. 
That  you  are  friends.    Nor  yet  th*  invader's  foot 
Hath  pass'd  our  confines.    Else,  o'ercast  by  time. 
My  sight  would  scarce  distinguish  friend,  or  foe, 
A  Grecian,  or  Barbarian."    Alpbeus  then. 

**  We  come  from  Lacedssmon,  of  our  king 
Leonidas  forerunners.'* — •*  Is  he  nigh?" 
The  cordial  senior  tenderly  exclaims. 
**  I  am  Oi'leus.     Him  a  beardless  boy 
I  knew  in  Laced«mon.    Twenty  years 
Are  since  elaps'd.     He  scarce  remembers  roe. 
But  I  will  feast  him,  as  becomes  my  zeal. 
Him  and  his  army.    You,  my  friends,  repose." 

They  sit.    He  still  discourses.   "  Spartan  guests, 
In  me  an  aged  soldier  you  behold. 
From  Ajax,  fam'd  in  Agamemnon's  war, 
Oilean  Ajax,  flows  my  vital  stream, 
UnmixM  with  hi»  presumption.     I  have  borne 
The  highest  functions  in  the  Locrian  state. 
Not  with  dishonour.    Self-dismiss'd,  my  age 
Hath  in  this  valley  on  my  own  demesne 
Iiv*d  tranquil,  not  recluse.    My  comrades  these. 
Old  magistrates  and  warriors  like  myself, 
Released  from  public  care,  with  me  retir'd 
To  rural  quiet    Through  our  last  remains 
Of  time  in  sweet  garrulity  we  slide. 
Recounting  pass'd  achievements  of  our  prime ;  ^ 
Nor  wanting  liberal  means  for  lib'ral  deeds. 
Here  bless*^  hero  blessing,  we  reside.  These  flocks. 
These  herds  and  pastures,  these  our  nnmYous  hinds. 
And  poverty,  hence  exil'd,  may  divulge 
Our  generous  abundance.    We  can  spread 
A  banquet  for  an  army.    By  the  state 
Once  more  entreated,  we  accept  a  charge. 
To  age  well-suited.    By  our  watchful  care 
The  goddos  Plenty  in  your  tents  shall  dwell." 

He  scarce  had  finish'd,  when  the  ensigns  broad 
Of  Lacedsemon's  phalanx  down  the  vale 
Were  seen  to  wave,  unfolding  at  the  sound 
Of  flutes,  soft^warbling  in  th'  expressive  mood 
Of  Dorian  sweetness,  unadorned.    Aionnd, 
In  notes  of  welcome  ev'ry  shepherd  tun'd 
His  sprightly  reed.    The  damsels  show'd  their  hair, 
Diversify'd  with  flowrots.    Gariands  gay. 
Rush-woven  baskets,  glowing  with  the  diet 
Of  amaranths,  of  jasmin,  roies,  pinks. 
And  violets  they  carry,  tripphig  light 
Before  the  steps  of  grimly-featur'd  Mars 


ii _mi_ 


•*  Thrice  bail !  Oileus,  Sparta's  noble  host 
Thou  art  of  old  acquainted  with  her  sons, 
Their  laws,  their  manners.    Musical,  as  brave, 
Trained  to  delight  in  smooth  Terpander's  lay. 
In  Alcman's  Dorian  measure,  we  eqjoy 
In  thy  melodious  vale  th'  unlabour*d  strains 
Of  rural  pipes,  to  nightingales  attuned. 
Our  heart-felt  gladness  deems  the  golden  age 
Subsisting,  where  thou  governst    Still  these  tones 
Of  joy  contiDu'd  may  thy  dwellings  hear! 
Still  may  this  plenty,  unmolested,  crown 
The  favoured  district !  May  thy  reverend  dust 
Have  peaceful  shelter  in  thy  father's  tomb  1 
Kind  Heav'n,  that  merit  to  my  sword  impart!" 

By  joy  uplifted,  forth  Oileus  broke. 
"  Thou  dost  recall  me  then !  O  sent  to  guard 
These  fruits  from  spoil,  these  hoary  locks  from 
Permit  thy  weary'd  soldiers  to  partake       [shame. 
Of  Locrian  plenty.    Enter  thou  my  tents. 
Thou  And  thy  captains.     I  salute  them  all" 

The  hero  full  of  dignity  and  years. 
Once  bold  in  action,  placed  now  in  ease, 
Ev'n  by  his  look,  benignly  cast  around. 
Gives  lassitude  relief.     With  native  grace. 
With  beart-efius'd  complacency,  the  king 
Accepts  the  libYal  welcome;  while  bis  troops. 
To  relaxation  and  repast  dismiss'd. 
Pitch  on  the  wounded  greeu  their  bristling  spears. 

Still  is  the  eveoing.     Under  chesnut  shades 
With  interweaving  poplars  spacious  stands 
A  well-fram'd  tent    There  calm  the  heroes  sit. 
The  genial  board  enjoy,  and  feast  the  mind 
On  sage  discourse ;  which  thus  Oileus  clos'd. 

"  Behold,  Night  lifts  her  signal  to  invoke 
That  friendly  god,  who  owns  the  drowsy  wand. 
To  Mercury  this  last  libation  flows. 
Farewell  till  morn."    They  separate,  they  sleep 
All,  but  Oileus,  who  forsakes  the  tent 
On  Meliboeus  in  these  words  he  calls.  [swain. 

"  Approach  my  faithful  friend."  To  him  the 
<*  Thy  bondman  hears  thy  call."  The  chief  replies 
Loud  for  the  gath'ring  peasantry  to  heed. 

"  Come,  Meliboeus,  it  is  surely  time. 
That  my  repeated  gift,  the  name  of  friend. 
Thou  shouldst  accept.     The  name  of  bondman 

wounds 
My  ear.    Be  free.    No  longer,  best  of  men, 
R^ect  that  boon,  nor  let  my  feeble  bead. 
To  thee  a  debtor,  as  to  gracious  Heav'n, 
Descend  and  sleep  unthankful  in  the  grave. 
Though  yielding  nature  daily  feeb  decay  ; 
Thou  dost  prevent  all  care.    The  gods  estrange 
Pain  from  my  pillow,  have  securM  my  breast 
From  weeds  too  oft  in  aged  soils  profuse, 
From  self-tormenting  petulance  and  pride. 
From  jealousy  and  envy  at  the  fame 
Of  younger  men.    Leonidas  will  dim 
My  former  lustre,  as  that  silver  orb 
Outshines  the  meanest  star ;  and  I  rejoice. 
O  Meliboeus,  these  elect  of  Jove 
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To  dram  my  plnty.    From  the  vaulted  caves 
Oor  Teaeb  large  of  weU-fermeDted  wine, 
Aom  all  oor  gran'nfls  lift  the  treasured  corn. 
Go,  load  the  groaning  axleg.    Nor  forget 
With  garments  new  to  greet  Melina's  nymphi. 
To  her  a  triple  change  of  vestments  bear 
With  twenty  laraba,  and  twenty  speckled  kids. 
Be  it  yoar  care,  my  peasants,  some  to  aid 
Him  your  director,  others  to  select 
Five  buodred  oxen,  thrice  a  thousand  sheep. 
Of  lusty  swains  a  thousand.    Let  the  Mom, 
Wbeo  first  she  blushes,  see  my  will  performed.'* 

They  heard.    Their  lordls  Injunctions  to  fulfil 
Was  their  ambition.    He,  unresting,  mounts 
A  nady  car.    The  coursers  had  enroIlM 
His  name  hi  isthmian  and  Nemean  games. 
By  moonlight,  floating  on  the  splendid  reins, 
He  o*er  the  busy  vale  intent  is  home 
From  place  to  place,  o*erlooks,  directs,  forgets 
That  he  is  old.     Meantime  the  shades  of  night, 
Rething,  wake  Dieneces.     He  gives 
The  word.    His  pupil  secondf^.    £v*ry  baud 
is  arm'd.    Day  opens.    Sparta's  king  appears. 
Oileas  greets  him.     In  his  radiapt  car 
The  senior  stays  reluctant ;  but  his  guest 
So  vilb  in  Spartan  reverence  to  age. 
Then  spake  the  Locrian.    **  To  assist  thy  camp ' 
A  chosen  band  of  peasants  I  detach. 
I  trust  thy  valour.    Doubt  not  thou  my  care ; 
Nor  doubt  that  swain.'*    O'ileus,  speaking,  look*d 
Oq  Meliboeus.     '*  Skilful  he  commands 
These  hinds.     Hkn  wise,  him  faithful  I  have  prov'd 
More,  than  Bumseus  to  Laertes*  son. 
To  him  tV  (Etaean  woods,  their  devious  tracks 
Are  known,  each  rill  and  fountain.    Near  the  pass 
Two  thousand  Locrians  wilt  thou  find  eocampM, 
My  eldest  bom  their  leader,  Medon  nam'd, 
Well  exereis'd  in  arms.    My  daughter  dwells 
On  (Eta.    8ag«  Melissa  she  is  calPd, 
Ehlighten*d  priestess  of  the  tuneful  Nine. 
She  haply  may  accost  thee.    Thon  wilt  lend 
An  ear.    Not  fruitless  are  Melissa's  words. 
Now,  servants,  bring  the  sacred  wine."    Obey*d, 
He,  fnm  his  seat  uprising,  thus  proceeds. 

"  Lo !  from  this  chalice  a  libation  pure 
To  Blars,  to  Grecian  liberty  and  laws. 
To  then-  protector,  eleutherian  Jove, 
To  his  nine  daughters,  who  record  the  brave, 
Tot^  renown,  Leonidas,  I  pour; 
And  take  an  old  man*s  benediction  too." 

He  stopp'd.    AfliectioB,  struggling  in  his  heart, 
Bust  forth  again*    "  Illustrious  guest,  aflbid 
Aaother  boor.    That  dender  space  of  time 
Yield  to  my  sole  possession.    While  the  troops, 
Already  glittering  down  the  dewy  vale, 
Tile  through  its  narrow'd  outlet ;  near  my  sid« 
I^eign  to  be  carry*d,  and  my  talk  endure." 

Ihe  king,   well.pleas'd,  ascends    Slow  move 
the  steeds 
Bddad  the  rear.    O'ileus  grasps  his  hand, 
Then  in  the  fulness  of  hb  soul  pursues, 

**  Thy. veneration  for  Lacooia's  laws 
That  I  may  strengthen,  may  to  rapture  warm. 
Hear  me  display  the  metaoeholy  fruits 
Of  lawkas  will.     When  o'er  the  Lydian  plaiiw 
^*  maumerable  tents  of  Xerxes  spread. 
His  vassal,  Pythias,  who  in  affluent  means 
BarpasBes  me,  as  that  Barbarian  prince 
Thou  dost  m  virt^ie,  entertam'd  the  host, 
iod  proQeHd  all  his  treasufes.    lliese  the  king 
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Refusing,  ev*n  augmented  from  his  owu. 

An  act  of  fancy,  not  habitual  grace, 

A  sparkling  vapour  through  the  regal  gkiom 

Of  cruelty  and  pride.    He  now  prepared 

To  march  from  Sardis,  when  with  humble  tears 

The  good  old  man  besought  him.     '  Let  the  kmg 

Propitious  hear  a  parent    In  thy  train 

I  have  five  sous.    Ah  I  leave  my  eldest  bom, 

Thy  future  vassal,  to  sustain  my  age  P 

<*  The  tyrant  fell  replyU    *  Presumptuous  ma«, 
Who  art  my  slave,  m  this  tremendous  war. 
Is  not  my  person  hazarded,  my  race. 
My  consort?  Former  olerit  saves  from  death 
Four  of  thy  offspring.    Him,  so  dearly  priz*d. 
Thy  folly  hath  destroy'd.'    His  body  straight 
Was  hewn  asunder.     By  the  public  way 
On  eitber  side  a  bleeding  half  was  cast. 
And  millions  passM  between.    O  SparUn  king, 
Taught  to  revere  the  sanctity  of  laws. 
The  acts  of  Xerxes  with  thy  own  compare. 
His  fame  with  thine.    The  curses  of  mankind 
Give  him  renown.    He  marches  to  destroy. 
But  thou  to  save.     Behokt  the  trees  are  bent. 
Each  eminence  is  loaded  thick  with  crowds. 
From  oots,  from  ev'ry  hamlet  pouHd  abroad. 
To  bless  thy  sieps,  to  celebrate  thy  praise.'' 

Ofttimes  the  king  his  decent  bmw  hiclin'd. 
Mute  and  obsequious  to  an  elder's  voice. 
Which  through  th'  instructed  ear,  unceasing,  flow'4 
In  eloquence  and  knowledge.    Scarce  an  boar 
Was  fled.    The  narrow  dale  ^as  left  behind. 
A  causeway  broad  disclosed  an  ancient  pile 
Of  military  fame.    A  trophy  large. 
Compact  with  crested  morions,  Urgets  rude. 
With  spears  and  oorselets,  dimm*d  by  eating  age, 
Stood  near  a  lake  pellucid,  smooth,  profound. 
Of  circular  expanse;  whose  bosom  show'd 
A  green^lop'd  island,  figur'd  o»er  with  flow'rs. 
And  f\fom  its  centre  lifting  high  to  view 
A  marble  chapel,  on  the  massy  strength 
Of  Doric  columns  rais'd.    A  f^ll-wrought  friese 
Display'd  the  sculptor's  art    In  solemn  pomp 
Of  obelisks,  and  busts,  and  story*d  uins. 
Sepulchral  mansions  of  illustrious  dead 
Were  scattered  round,  o'ercast  with  shadows  black 
Of  yew  and  cypress.    In  a  serious  note 
Oileus,  pointing,  opens  new  discourse. 

**  Beneath  ^on  turf  my  ancestors  reposa. 
Oilean  Ajax  smgly  was  deprived 
Of  fun'ral  honours  these.    With  impious  lust 
He  stain'd  Minerva's  temple.    From  the  gu|f 
Of  briny  water!  by  their  god  preservd. 
That  god  he  bravU    He  lies  beneath  a  rock. 
By  Neptune's  trideht  in  his  wrath  o'ertumU 
Shut  from  Elysium  for  a  hundred  years. 
The  hero's  ghost  bewail'd  his  oo^y  tomb. 
A  race  more  pious  on  th'  Oilean  house 
Felicity  have  drawn.    To  ev'ry  god 
I  owe  my  bliss,  my  early  fame  to  Pan. 
Once  on  the  margin  of  that  silent  pool 
In  their  Vioctumal  camp  Barbarians  lay. 
Awaiting  mom  to  violate  the  dead. 
My  youth  was  fir*d.    1  summon'd  from  their  cots 
A  rustic  host    We  sacrific'd  to  Pan, 
Assail'd  th'  unguarded  ruffians  in  hianame. 
He  with  his  terrours  smote  tbeir  yielding  hearts. 
Not  one  survived  the  fury  of  our  swains. 
Rich  was  the  pillage.    Hence  that  trophy  rose; 
Of  costly  blocks  constructed,  hence  that  faoe, 
Insorib'd  to  Pan  th'  armipotent    O  king,         t 
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Be  to  an  oM  man's  vanity  benign. 

This  frowning  emblem  of  terrific  war 

Proclaims  the  ardour  and  exploits  of  youth. 

This  to  Barbarian  strangers,  ent'ring  Greece, 

Shows  what  I  was.    The  marble  foont,  thou  saw'st, 

Of  living  water,  whose  transparent  flow 

Rcliev'd  thy  march  in  yester  sultry  Son, 

The  cdl>  which  offer'd  rest  on  beds  of  most, 

Show  what  I  am  j  to  Grecian  neighbours  show 

The  hospitality  of  age.     O  Age, 

Where  are  thy  graces,  but  in  liberal  deeds, 

In  bland  deportment  ?  Would  thy  fhrrow'd  cheeks 

Lose  the  deformity  of  time  ?  Let  smiles 

Dwell  in  thy  wrinkles-    Then,  rcver*d  by  youth, 

Thy  feeble  steps  will  find" Abruptly  here 

He  paus'd.     A  manly  warrior  full  in  sight 
Beside  the  trophy  on  his  target  lean'd, 
Unknown  to  Sparta's  leader,  who  addressed 
His  rev'rend  host.    *'  Thou  pansiest     Let  me  ask. 
Whom  do  1  see,  resembling  in  his  form 
A  demigod  }**    In  transport  then  the  sage. 

"  It  is  my  son,  di8Cover*d  by  his  shield. 
Thy  brave  auxiliar,  Medon.     He  sustains 
My  ancient  honours  in  his  native  state; 
WhicTi  kindly  chose  my  offspring  to  replace 
Their  long-sequester'd  chief  Heart-winniug  guest ! 
My  life,  a  tide  of  joy,  which  nevet  knew 
A  painful  ebb,  beyond  its  wonted  mark 
Flows  in  thy  converse.    Could  a  wish  prevail. 
My  long  and  happy  course  should  finish  here." 

The  chariot  rei^.    Medon  now  approach'd, 
Saluting  thus  Leonidas.     "  O  king 
Of  wariike  Sparta,  Xerxes'  host  in  sight 
Begin  to  spread  their  multitude,  and  fill 
The  spacious  Malian  plain."    The  king  replies. 

**  Accept,  illustrious  messenger,  my  thanks. 
With  such  a  brave  assistant,  as  the  son 
.Of  great  Oileus,  morc^  assur'd  I  go 
To  face  those  numbers."    With  his  godlike  friend 
The  father,  now  dismounting  ftom  his  car. 
Embraces  Medon.     In  a  sliding  bark 
They  all  are  wafted  to  the  island  fane, 
Erected  by  Oileus,  and  enrich 'd 
With  his  engrav'd  achievements.    Thence  the  eye 
Of  Sparta's  gen'ral,  in  extensive  scope 
Contemplates  each  battalion,  as  they  wind 
Along  the  pool ;  whose  limpid  face  reflects 
Their  weapons,  glistening  in  thf  early  sun. 
^fhem  he  jbo  Pan  armipotent  commends. 
His  favour  thus  invoking.     "  God,  whose  pow*r 
By  rumoiir  vain,  or  Kcho's  empty  voice 
Can  sink  ^be  valiant  in  desponding  fear, 
Can  disarray  whole  an^ies,  smile  ou  these. 
Thy  worshippers.     TTiy  own  Arcadians  guard. 
Through  th^  Oileu9<  triumph 'd.     On  his  son, 
On  me  look  down.    Our  shields  auxiliar  join 
Against  profane  BaHuirians,  who  insult 
The  Grecian  gods,  and  meditate  the  fait 
Of  this  thy  shrine."    He  said ;  and  now,  intent 
To  leave  the  island,  on  Oileus  calPd. 

**  He,"  Medon  answer'd,  "  by  his  joy  and  zeal 
Too  high  transported,  and  discoursing  long, 
Feh  on  his  drowsy  lids  a  balmy  down 


Wbeo  calling  slumber  to  a  viriiidiii  eye, 
Watch  o'er  my  venerable  friend.    Thy  bdffl 
He  wants,  exhausted  by  his  love  to  me. 
Sweet  sleep,  thou  soft'nest  that  intruding  pang, 
Which  gen'rous  breasts,  so  parting,  must  admit.'* 

He  said,  embarked,  relanded.    To  his  side 
Inviting  Medon,  be  rgoin'd  the  host 


LEONIDAS, 
BOOK  m. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Leonidas  arrives  at  Thermopylc  about  noon  on  the 
fourth  day  after  his  departure  from  the  isthmutfc 
He  is  received  by  Demophilus,  the  commander 
cff  Thespia,  and  by ,  Anaxander  the  Thcbati» 
treacherously  recommending  Eplaltes,  a  Maliau, 
who  seeks  by  a  pompous  descriptiou  of  the  Pci«- 
sian  power  to  intimidate  the  Grecian  leaders,  as 
they  are  viewing  the  enemy's  camp 'from  the  top 
of  mount  CEta.  He  is  answered  by  Dieneces  ana 
Diomedon.  Xerxes  sends  Tygranes  and  Phraortes 
to  the  Grecian  camp,  who  are  dismissed  by 
Leonidas,  and  conducted  back  by  Dithyrambus 
and  Diomedon ;  which  last,  incensed  at  the  ar- 
rogance of  Tygranes,  treats  him  with  contempt 
and  menaces.  This  occasions  a  challenge  to 
single  combat  between  Diomedon  and  Tygranes, 
Dithyrambus  and  Phraortes.  Epialtes,  after  a 
conference  with  Anaxander,  declares  his  intentioa 
of  returning  to  Xerxea.  Leonidas  du^patches 
Agis  with  Mclibceus,  a  faithful  slave  of  Oileus» 
and  high  in  the  estimation  of  his  lord,  to  \iew  a 
body  of  Phocians,  who  bad  been  posted  at  a  dis- 
tance from  Tbermopyls  for  the  defence  of 
another  pass  in  mount  Oita.  ^ 


Now  in  the  van  Leonidas  appears. 

With  Medon  still  conferring.  -  •*  Hast  thou  beard," 

He  said,  **  among  th'  innumerable  foes 

\n)at  chiefs  are  most  dislinguish'd  ?" — "  Might  we 

trust 
To  fame,"  reply'd  the  Locrian,  *«  Xerxes  boa\ts 
His  ablest,  bravest  connsellor  and  chief  "* 

In  Artemisia,  Caria's  matchless  queen. 
To  old  Darius  benefits  ha<f  bound 
Her  lord,  herself  to  Xerxes.     Not  compell'd. 
Except  by  magnanimity,  she  leads 
The  best-appoiuted  squadron  in  h's  fleet. 
No  iiRmale  softness  Artemisia  kno^s, 
But  in  maternal  love.     Her  widowM  haTid 
With  equity  and  firmness  for  her  son        ' 
Administers  the  sway.     Of  Doric  race 
She  still  retains  the  spirit,  which  from  Greece 
Her  ancciittors  transplanted.     Other  chiefs 
Are  all  Barbarians,  little  known  to  fame, 
Save  one,  wlwm  Snarta  hath  herw^lf  suDPlv'd. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LEONTOAS.    BOOK  til. 


35 


Unbte'd  by  Nature,  laTOfir^  by  no  god, 
Qeomenes.     Insanity  of  mind, 
Malignant  paasionB,  impioofl  acts  defonn*d 
A  fife,  ooDdnded  by  his  own  fell  band. 
Against  bis  coUeague  eoTiOQS  he  tnborn'd 
Leutychides.    Him  peijury  and  frand 
Plac'd  on  the  seat,  by  Demaratoa  held 
UnstainM  in  lustre.**    Here  Oileus'  son. 

"  My  fiitnre  serrice  only  can  repay 
Thy  confidential  friendship.     Let  us  ckne 
The  gloomy  theme."    ThemK^ylse  is  nigh. 
Each  &ce  in  transport  glows.    Now  (Eta  rear'd 
His  towering  forehead.     With  impatient  steps 
On  msh'd  the  phalanx,  sounding  posans  high ; 
As  if  the  present  deity  of  fame 
Had  from  the  summit  thown  her  dazzling  form, 
With  wteaths  unfading  on  her  temples  bound, 
Her  adamantine  trumpet  in  her  hand 
To  celebrate  their  valour.    From  the  van 
Leonidas  advancet  like  the  Sun, 
When  through  dividing  clouds  his  presence  stays 
Their  sweeping  rack,  and  stills  the  clam'rous  wind. 
The  army  siksot  halt.    Then*  ensigns  fan 
The  air  no  longer.    Motionless  their  spears. 
His  eye  reveals  the  ardour  of  his  soul. 
Which  thus  finds  utterance  from  bis  eager  lips. 

*'  All  hail !  Thermopyls,  and  you,  the  pow'rs, 
Presidhig  here.    All  hail !  ye  sylvan  gods. 
Ye  fountain  nymphs,  who  send  your  lucid  rillt 
In  broken  murmurs  down  the  rugged  steep. 
Receive  us,  O  benignant,  and  support 
The  canse  of  Greece.    Conceal  the  secret  paths, 
Which  o'er  these  crags,  and  through  their  forests 
Untrod  by  human  feet,  and  tracM  alone       [wind, 
By  your  immortal  footsteps.    O  defend 
Your  own  recesses,  nor  let  impious  ^rar 
Profane  the  solemn  silence  of  your  groves. 
Then  on  your  hills  your  praises  shall  you  hear 
From  tboae,  whose  deeds  shall  tell  th^  approving 
That  not  to  undeservers  did  ye  grant  [world. 

Your  high  protection.    You,  my  valiant  fiends, 
Now  rouse  the  gen'rous  spirit,  which  inflames 
Your  hearts;  exert  the  vigour  of  your  arms : 
That  in  the  bosoms  of  the  brave  and  free  - 
Your  memorable  actions  may  survive; 
May  sound  delightful  in  the  ear  of  time, 
hongi  as  blue  Neptune  beats  the  MaKan  strand. 
Or  those  tall  clifi  erect  their  shaggy  tops 
So  near  to  Heav^  your  monuments  of  fome." 

As  m  some  torrid  region,  where  the  head 
Of  Ceres  bends  beneath  her  golden  load ; 
If  from  a  burning  brand  a  scattered  spark 
Invade  the  parching -ground ;  a  sudden  blaze 
Sweeps  oW  the  crackling  champaign :  through  his 
Not  #itb  less  swiftness  to  the  furthest  ranks    [host 
The  words  of  great  Leonidas  diffused 
A  more  than  mortal  fervour.     Ev'ry  heart 
Dt)»tends  with  thoughts  of  glory,  such  as  raise 
The  patriot's  virtue,  and  the  soldierV  fire ; 
When  danger  most  tremendous  in  his  form 
Seems  in  their  sight  most  lovely.    On  theur  minds 
Imagiostioo  ptctnres  all  the  scenes 
Of  war,  the  purple  field,  the  heaps  of  death, 
The  giitt'ring  trophy,  pil'd  with  Persian  arms. 

But  k)!  the  Grecian  leaders,  who  before 
Were  station'd  near  Thermopyls,  salute 
J^eonia's  king.    The  Thespian  chief,  ally'd 
To  Dithyrambus,  first  the  silence  breaks. 
An  ancient  warrior.     From  behind  his  casque, 
^'^'^Kise  crested  weight  his  aged  temples  bore, 


The  slender  hairs,  all-sihrer'd  o'er  by  time^ 
Flow'd  venerable  down.    He  thus  be^an. 

"  Joy  now  shall  crown  the  period  of  my  days ; 
And  whether  nigh  my  father's  urn  I  sleep ; 
Or,  slain  by  Persia's  sword,  embrace  the  earth. 
Our  common  parent ;  be  it,  as  the  gods 
Shall  best  determine.     For  the  present  hour 
I  bless  their  bounty,  which  hath  ^v'n  my  age 
To  see  the  brave  Leonidas,  and  bid 
That  hero  welcome  on  this  glorious  shore 
To  fix  the  basis  of  the  Grecian  weal." 

Here  too  th^  crafty  Anaxander  spake. 
"  Of  all  the  Thebans  we,  rejoicing,  hail 
The  king  of  Sparta.    We  obey'd  his  call 
O  may  oblivion  o'er  the  shame  of  Thebes 
A  darkening  veil  extend !  or  those  alone 
By  fame  be  curs*d,  whose  impious  counsels  turn 
Their  countrymen  from  virtue !  Thebes  was  sunk. 
Her  glory  bury*d  in  dishonest  slotb. 
To  wake  her  languor  gen'rous  Alpheus  came. 
The  messenger  of  freedom.    O  accept 
Our  grateful  hearts ;  thou,  Alpheus,  art  the  cause. 
That  Anaxander  from  his  native  gates 
Not  single  joins  this  host,  nor  tamely  these, 
My  chosen  friends,  behind  their  walls  remain. 
Enough  of  words.   Time  presses.  Mount,  ye  chiefs* 
This  loftiest  part  of  CEta.     This  o'eriooks 
The  straits,  and  far  beyond  their  northern  mouth 
Extends  our  sight  across  the  Malian  plam. 
Behold  a  native,  Epialtes  call'd,  [march'd.* 

Who  with  the  fbe  from  Thracia's  bounds  hath 

DisguisM  in  seeming  worth,  he  ended  here. . 
The  camp  not  long  had  Epialtes  reach'd, 
By  face  a  Malian.    Eloquent  his  tongue. 
His  heart  was  false  and  abiect.    He  was  skill'd 
To  grace  perfidious  counsels,  and  to  clothe 
In  swelling  phrase  the  baseness  of  his  soul. 
Foul  nurse  of  treasons.    To  the  tents  of  Greece, 
Himself  a  Greek,  a  &ith1ess  sp'y  he  came. 
Soon  to  the  friends  of  Xerxes  he  repair*d. 
The  Theban  chiefis,  and  nightly  councils  held. 
How  to  betray  the  Spartans,  or  deject 
By  consterdation.    Up  the  arduous  slope 
¥nth  him  each  leader  to  the  summit  climbs. 
Thence  a  tremendous  prospect  they  command, 
Where  endless  plains,  by  white  pavilions  hid, 
Spread  like  the  vast  Atlantic,  when  no  shore, 
No  rock^no  promontory  stops  the  sight 
Unbounded,  as  it  wanders;  while  the  Moon, 
Resplendent  eye  of  Night,  in  fullest  orb 
Sorvejrs  th*  interminate  expanse,  and  throws 
Her  rays  abroad  to  deck  in  snowy  light 
The  dancing  billows.    Such  was  Xerxes'  camp; 
A  pow'r  unrivaird  by  the  mightiest  king. 
Or  fiercest  conqu'ror,  whose  blood-thirsty  pride. 
Dissolving  all  the  sacred  ties,  which  bind 
The  happiness  of  nations,  hath  upcalFd 
The  sleeping  fury,  Discord,  from  her  den. 
Not  from  the  hundred  brazen  gates  of  Thebes, 
The  towYs  of  Memphis,  and  those  pregnant  fields, 
Fnrich'd  by  kindly  Nile,  such  armjcs  swarmM 
Around  Sesostris ;  who  with  trophies  fiU'd 
The  vanquished  east,  who  o'er  the  rapid  foam 
Of  distant  Tanais,  o'er  the  surface  broad 
Of  Ganges  sent  his  formidable  name. 
Nor  yet  in  Asia's  far  extended  bounds, 
E'er  met  such  numbers,  not  when  Nhius  led 
Th'  Assyrian  race  to  conquest    Not  the  gates 
Of  Babylon  alpng  Euphrates  pour'd 
Supb  myriads  arm'd ;  whtn  eoaptying  all  her  streets. 
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The  rag^  of  dire  Scmiimmis  they  bore 

Beyond  the  Indus;  there  defeated,  left 

His  blood-ftainM  current  tuibid  with  their  dead. 

Yet  of  the  chieft,  contemi^lating  this  scene, 
tTot  one  is  shaken.    Undism^y'd  th^  stand ; 
Tb*  immeasurable  camp  with  fearless  eyes 
They  traverse :  while  in  meditation  near 
The  treacbVous  Malian  waits,  collecting  all 
His  poinp  of  words  to  paint  the  hostile  pow*T  > 
Nor  yet  wdth  falsehood  arms  his  frandful  toii^e 
To  feign  a  tale  of  terrour.    Tnith  herself 
Beyond  the  reach  of  fiction  to  enhance, 
Kow  aids  his  treason,  and  with  oold  dismay 
Might  pierce  the  boldeet  heart,  unless  9ecur*d 
By  dauntless  Virtue,  which  disdains  to  live. 
From  Liberty  divorc*d.    Requested  soon, 
He  breaks  his  artful  silence^     *'  Greeks  and  fnclids, 
Can  i  behold  my  native  Marian  fields, 
lh-e»enting  hostile  millions  to  your  sight, 
And  not  in  grief  suppress  the  horrid  tale, 
AVhich  you  exact  from  these  ill-oroen'd  lips  ? 
On  Thracia's  sea-beat  verge  I  watch'd  the  foes; 
Where,  joining  Europe  to  the  Adian  strand, 
A  mighty  bridge  restrain'd  th'  outrageous  waves, 
And  stemmed  th'  impetuous  current :  while  in  arms 
The  imii'ersal  proginy  of  naen 
5>eem*J  trampung  o*er  the  subjugated  flood 
By  thousands,  by  ten  thousands.  Persians,  Medes, 
Assyrians,  Saces,  Indians,  swarthy  files 
From  .Ethiopia,  Egypt's  tawny  sons, 
Arabians,  Bactrians,  Parthians,  all  the  strength 
Of  Asia,  and  of  Libya.     Neptune  groan'd 
Beneath  their  number,  and  indignant  hcav*d 
His  neck  against  th'  incumbent  weight    In  vain 
TTie  violence  of  Euros  and  the  North, 
With  rage  combin'd,  against  th'  unyielding  pile 
Dash'd  half  the  Hellespont    The  eastern  world 
Sev*n  days  and  nights  uninterrupted  pass 
To  cover  Thracia's  regions.    They  accept 
A  Persian  lord.    They  range  their  hardy  race 
Beneath  his  standards.    Mkcedonia's  youth. 
The  brave  Thessalian  horse,  with  ev*ry  Greek 
Who  dwells  beyond  Thermopylae,  attend, 
As^sist  a  foreign  tyrant    Sire  of  gods. 
Who  in  a  moment  by  thy  will  supreme 
Canst  quell  the  mighty  in  their  proudest  hopes. 
Canst  raise  the  weak  to  safety,  oh !  impart 
Thy  instant  succour !  Interpose  thy  arm !     [found 
With  lightning  blast  their  standards !   Oh!  con- 
With  triple-bolted  thunder  Asia's  tents. 
Whence  rushing  millions  by  the  mom  will  pour 
An  inundation  to  overwhelm  the  Greeks. 
Resistance  else  were  vain  against  a  host. 
Which  overspreads  Thessalia.    Far  beyond 
That  Malian  champaign,  stretching  wide  below, 
Beyond  the  utmost  measure  of  the  sight 


For  thy  hifatiaifc  hunger  will  provide 
Variety  of  carnage."    He  concludes ; 
While  orf  the  host  iounense  his  cloudy  broi^ 
Is  fix'd  disdainful,  and  their  strength  defies. 

Meantime  an  eastern  herald  down  the  pass 
Was  seen,  slow-moving  towards  the  Phocian  wall^ 
From  Asia*s  monarch  delegated,  came 
Tigranes  and  Phraortes.    From  the  hill 
Leonidas  conducts  th'  impatient  chiefs. 
By  them  environ'd.  In  his  tent  he  sits; 
Where  thus  Tigranes  their  attention  calls. 

**  Ambassadors  from  Per8ia*s  kmg  we  stand 
Before  you,  Grecians,    to  display  the  pow»r 
Of  our  great  master  were  a  needless  task^ 
The  name  of  Xerxes,  Asia's  mighty  lord^ 
Invincible,  exalted  on  a  throne 
Surpassing  human  lustre,  must  have  reach'd 
To  ev'ry  clime,  and  ev'ry  heart  impress*d 
With  awe,  and  low  submission^    Yet  I  swear 
By  yon  refulgent  orb,  which  flames  above. 
The  glorious  symbol  of  eternal  pow'r. 
This  military  throngs  this  shew  of  war^ 
Well  nigh  persuade  me,  you  have  never  heard 
That  name,  at  whose  commaCnding  sound  the  banks 
Of  Indus  tremble,  and  the  Caspian  wave, 
Th'  Egjrptian  flood,  the  Hellespontic  surge 
Obedient  toll.    O  impotent  and  rash  ! 
Whom  yet  the  large  beneficence  of  Heav*n, 
And  heav'nly  Xerxes,  merciful  and  kind. 
Deign  to  preserve.    Resign  your  arms.    Plspene 
AH  to  your  cities.    There  let  humblest  hands 
With  earth  apd  water  greet  your  destin'd  lord." 

Aa  through   th'  extensive  grove,  whose  leafy 
boughs. 
Entwining,  crown  some  eminence  with  shade. 
The  tempests  rash  sonorous,  and  between 
The  crashing  branches  roar  -,  by  fierce  disdain. 
By  indignation  thuH  the  Grecians  ruus'd. 
In  loudest  clamour  close  the  Persian's  speech  : 
But  ev'ry  tongue  was  hush'd,  when  Speka's  kingf 
This  brief  reply  deliver'd  from  his  seat 

"  O  Persian,  n^^en  to  Xerxes  thou  retum'st. 
Say,  thou  hast  XM  the  wonders  of  bis  powY. 
Then  say,  thou  saw'st  a  slender  band  ctf  Greece;, 
Which  dares  his  boasted  millions  to  the  field." 

He  adds  no  more.    Th'  ambassadors  retire. 
Them  o'er  the  limits  of  the  Grecian  lines 
Diomedon  and  Thespia's  youth  conduct 
In  slow  solemnity  they  all  proceed. 
And  sullen  silence ;  but  their  looks  denote 
Far  more  than  speech  could  utter.  Wrath  contracts 
llie  forehead  of  Diomedon.    His  teeth 
Gnash  with  impatience  of  delay'd  revenge. 
Disdain,  which  sprung  from  conscious  merit,  floah"^ 
The  cheek  of  Dithyrambus.    On  the  face 
Of  either  Persian  arrogance,  incens'd 
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^nrag^d,  the  stern  tHoine<1oti  replies. 
**  Thon  base  dependant  on  a  lawless  king, 
Tbou  parple  slave*  thun  boa-iter,  do*t  thou  know, 
lliat  1  beheld  the  Marathonian  field  T 
Whtjre,  like  the  Ubyan  sands  heSote  the  wind, 
Yoar  host  was  scattered  by  Athenian  speare; 
Where  thou  perhaps  by  ignominious  flight 
Didst  from  this  arm  protect  thy  shivVing  limbs. 
O  let  roe  find  thee  in  to  morrow's  fight! 
Along  this  rocky  pavement  shalt  thou  lie 
To  dogs  a  banquet."    With  uplifted  palms 
Tygraoes  then.     "  Omnipotent  support 
Of  scepter'd  Xencs,  Horomazes,  hear ! 
To  thee  his  first  victorious  fruits  of  war 
Thy  worsh'pper  devotes,  the  gory  spoils, 
Wbfch  from  this  Grecian  by  the  rising  dawn 
Jd  sight  of  either  host  my  strength  shall  rend.** 

At  length  Pliraortes,  interposing,  spake. 
"  I  too  would  find  among  the  Grecian  chiefi 
One,  who  in  battle  dares  abide  my  lance.*' 

Th<^  gallant  youth  of  Thespia  swift  r^eply'd.  > 
•*  Thou  look'st  on  me,  O  Persian.    Worthier  far 
TboQ  might  have  singled  from  the  ranks  of  Greece, 
Not  one  more  willing  to  essay  thy  force. 
Yes,  f  will  prove  before  the  eye  of  Mars, 
How  &r  the  prowess  of  her  meanest  chief 
Beyond  thy  vaunts  deserves  the  palm  of  fame.'* 

This  said,  the  Persians  to  their  king  repair, 
Back  to  their  camp  the  Grecians.    There  they  find 
Each  soldier,  poising  his  extended  spear, 
His  weighty  buckler  bracing  on  his  arm 
la  warlike  preparation.     Through  the  files 
Each  leader,  moving  vigilant,  by  praise^ 
By  exhortation  aids  their  native  wiirmth. 
Alone  the  Theban  Anaxander  pin^d. 
Who  thus  apart  his  Malian  friend  bespake. 
•*  What  has  thy  lofty  eloquence  avail'd, 
Alas  •  in  vain  attempting  to  confound 
The  Spartan  valoXir  ?  With  redoubled  fires, 
See,  bow  their  bosoms  glow.    They  wish  to  die ; 
They^wait  impatient  for  th*  nnequal  fight 
Too  soon  th'  insuperable  foes  will  spread 
Promiacuous  havoc  round,  and  Thebans  share 
The  doom  of  Spartans.    Tlirough  the  guarded  pais 
Who  will  adventure  Asia's  camp  to  reach 
Ifi  our  behalf?  That  Xentes  may  be  wam'd 
To  spare  his  friends  amid  the  general  wreck ; 
When  his  high-swoln  resentment,  like  a  flood 
hicreas'd  by  stormy  show'rs,  shall  cover  Greece 
With  desolation."    Epialtes  here. 

^  Whence,  Anaxander,  this  unjust  despair  ? 
U  there  a  path  on  CEta's  hills  unknown 
To  Epialtes?  Over  trackless  rocks. 
Through  mazy  woods  «iy  secret  steps  can  pass^ 
Farewell.    1  go.    Thy  merit  shall  be  told 
To  Penia^f  kmg.    Thou  only  watch  the  hour; 
When  wanted  roost,  thy  ready  succour  lend.*^   ' 

MeaoUme  a  wary,  comprehensive  care 
To  ev'ry  part  Leonidas  extends ; 
As  in  the  human  frame  throngh  ev'ry  vein. 
And  artery  rotnute,  the  ruling  heart 
Us  rital  powers  disperses.    In  his  tent 
The  prudent  chief  of  Locris  he  consults  4 
He  summons  Meliboeus  by  the  voice 
Of  Agis.    In  humility  not  mean, 
By  no  unseemly  ignorauce  depressed, 
Th*  ingenuous  swain,  by  all  th'  illustrious  house 
Of  Ajax  honoured,  bows  before  the  king, 
Who  gracious  spake.    "  The  confidence  bestow'd, 
The  praise  by  sage  Oikus  might  suffice 


To  verify  thy  worth.     Myself  have  wat^h'd, 
Have  found  thee  skilftil,  active,  and  discreet. 
Thou  know'st  the  region  round.     With  At^is  go. 
The  upper  straits,  the  Phocian  camp  explore.*' 

**  O  condescension,'*  Melibceus  then, 
'*  More  ornamental  to  the  great,  than  gems, 
A  purple  robe,  or  diadem!  The  king 
Accepts  my  service.     Pleasing  is  my  task. 
Spare  not  thy  sfrvant.    Exercise  my  zeal. 
Oiieus  will  rejoice,  and,  smiling,  say. 
An  humble  hand  may  smooth  a  hero's  path.** 

He  leads  the  way,  while  Agis,  following,  $pake. 
'*  O  swain,  distinguish'd  by  a  liberal  mind,        ' 
Who  were  thy  parents  ?  Where  thy  place  of  birth  ? 
What  chance  deprived  thee  of  a  father's  house  ? 
Oiieus  sure  thy  liberty  would  grant. 
Or  SpartaV  king  solicit  for  that  grace ; 
When  in  a  station  equal  to  thy  worth 
Thou  mayst  be  rank'd.'*    The  prudent  hind  began* 

"  In  diflTreot  stations  diffrent  virtues  dwell. 
All  reaping  dilTreut  beneflts.    The  great 
In  dignity  and  honours  meet  reward 
For  acts  of  bounty,  and  heroic  toils. 
A  servant's  merit  is  obedience,  truth. 
Fidelity;  his  recompense  content. 
Be  not  offended  at  my  words,  O  chief. 
They,  who  are  free,  with  envy  may  behold 
This  bondman  of  Oileus.    To  his  trust. 
His  love  exalted,  I  by  Nature's  pow'r 
Prom  his  pure  model  could  not  fail  to  mould 
What  thou  entitlest  lib'ral.    Whenc^  I  came, 
Or  who  my  parent^,  is  to  me  unknown. 
In  childhood  seiz'd  by  robbers,  I  was  sold. 
They  took  their  price.    They  hush'd  th'  atrocious 

deed. 
Dear  to  Oileus  and  his  race  I  throve; 
And  whether  noble,  or  ignoble  burn, 
I  am  contented,  studious  of  their  love 
Alone.    Ye  sons  of  Sparta,  I  admire 
Your  acts,  your  spirit,  but  confine  my  own 
To  their  condition,  happy  in  my  lord. 
Himself  of  men  most  happy.'*    Agis  bland 
Rejoins.    **  Q  bom  with  talents  to  become 
A  k<  more  noble,  which,  by  thee  refus'd. 
Thou  dost  the  more  deserve !  Lacouia's  king 
Discerns  t^y  merit  through  its  modest  veil. 
Consummate  prudence  in  thy  words  I  heur^ 
Long  may  contentment,  justly  prized,  be  thine. 
But  should  the  state  demand  thee,  I  foresee 
ThoM  wouliliit  like  others  in  the  field  excel, 
Wouldst  share  in  glory."     Blithe  retum'd  the 
swain. 

«*  Not  ev'ry  service  is  confin'd  to  arms. 
Thou  shalt  behold  n»e  in  my  present  state 
Not  useless.    If  thf  charge,  Oileus  gave, 
I  can  accomplish,  meriting  bis  praise. 
And  thy  esteem,  my  glory  will  be  full." 

Both  pleas'd  in  converse  thus  pursue  their  way, 
Where  0^  lifts  her  summits  huge  to  Heav'n 
In  rocks  abrupt,  pyramidal,  or  tower'd 
Like  castles.    Sudden  from  a  tufted  crag. 
Where  goats  are  browsing,  Melibmus  hears 
A  c&ll  of  welcome.    There  his  course  he  suy  v 
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Tigranes  and  Phraortes  repair  to  Xerxes,  whom 
they  find  seated  on  a  throne,  surrounded  by  his 
satraps  in  a  magnificent  pavilion;  while  the 
Magi  stand  before  him,  and  sing  a  hymn^  con- 
taining the  religion  of  Zoroastres.  Xerxes,  not- 
withstanding the  arguments  of  his  brothers,  Hy- 
peranthes  and  Abrocomes,  givQs  no  credit  to  the 
ambassadors,  who  report,  that  the -Grecians  are 
determined  to  maintain  the  pass  against  him; 
but  by  the  advice  of  Artemisia,  the  queen  of 
Caria,  ascends  his  chariot  to  take  a  view  of  the 
Grecians  himself,  and  commands  Demaratus,  an 
exiled  king  of  Sparta,  to  attend  him.  He  passes 
through'  the  midst  of  his  army,  consisting  of 
many  nations,  differing  in  arms,  customs,  and 
manners.  He  advances  to  the  entrance  of  the 
straits,  and,  surprised  at  the  behaviour  of  the 
Spartans,  demands  the  reason  of  it  from  Dema- 
ratus ;  which  occasions  a  conversation  between 
them  on  the  mercenary  forces  of  Persia,  and  the 
militia  of  Greece.  Demaratus,  weeping  at  the 
sight  of  his  countrymen,  is  comforted  by  Hyp^ 
ranthes.  Xerxes,  still  incredulous,  commands 
Tigranes  and  Phraortes  to  bring  the  Grecians 
bound  before  him  the  next  day,  and  retires  to  his 
pavilion.  Artemisia  remains  behiud  with  her 
•On,  and  communicates  to  Hyperanthes  her  ap- 
.  preheiisions  of  a  defeat  at  Thermopyle.  She 
takes  i^n  acfiurate  view  of  the  pass,  chooses  a 
convenient  place  for  an  ambuscade,  and  on  her 
departure  to  the  Persian  camp  is  surprised  by  a 
reproof  from  a  woman  of  an  awful  appearance  on 
a  cliff  of  mount  (Eta. 


Tbb  plain  beyond  Tbermopyls  is  girt 
Half  round  by  monntains*  half  by  Neptune  lav'd. 
The  arduous  ridge  is  broken  deep  in  clefts, 
Which  open  channels  to  pellucid  streams 
In  rapid  flow  sonorous.    Chief  in  fome, 
Spercheos,  boastini;  once  his  poplars  tall. 
Foams  down  a  stony  bed.    lliroughoat  the  face 
Of  this  broad  champaign  numberless  are  pitched 
Barbarian  teats.     Along  the  winding  flood 
To  rich  Thessalia's  confines  they  extend. 
They  fill  the  valiies,  late  profusely  bless*d 
In  Nature's  vary*d  beauties.    Hostile  spears 
Now  bristle  horrid  through  her  languid  shrubs. 
Pale  die  her  flow'rets  under  barb'rous  feet 
Embracing  ivy  from  its  rock  is  torn. 
The  lawn,  dismantled  of  its  verdure,  fades. 


To  Xerxes,  reign'd  in  Thessaly.    There  glow 

Inviolate  the  shrubs.    There  branch  the  trees, 

Sons  of  the  forest    Over  downy  moss 

Smooth  walks  and  fragrant,  lucid  here  and  brotdy 

There  closM  in  myrtle  under  woodbine  rools. 

Wind  to  retreats  delectable,  to  grots. 

To  sylvan  structures,  bow'rs,  and  cooling  dells» 

Enliven*d  all  and  musical  with  birds 

Of  vocal  sweetness,  in  relucent  plumes 

Innumerably  various.     Lulling  tails 

Of  liquid  crystal  from  perennial  founts 

Attune  their  pebbled  channels.    Here  the  queen. 

The  noble  dames  of  Persia,  here  the  train 

Of  royal  infants,  each  with  eunuch  guards. 

In  rich  pavilions,  dazzling  to  the  sight, 

PossessM,  remote  from  onset  and  surprise, 

A  tranquil  station.    Ariana  here, 

Ill-destin'd  princess  from  Darius  sprung, 

Hangs,  undelighted,  o*er  melodious  rills 

Her  drooping  fbrehead.    Love-aiiiicted  fair ! 

All  inharmonious  are  the  feathered  choirs 

To  her  sad  ear.    From  flow^  and  florid  plants. 

To  her  the  breezes,  wafting  firesh  perfumes, 

Tiransmit  no  pleasure.    Sedulous  in  vain. 

Her  tender  slaves  in  harmony  with  lutes 

Of  soothing  sound  their  warbled  voices  blend 

To  charm  her  sadness.    This,  the  precious  part 

Of  Asia's  camp,  Artucbus  holds  in  bharge, 

A  satrap,  long  experiencM,  who  presides 

0*er  alt  the  regal  palaces.    High  ranked. 

Bold,  resolute,  and  faithful,  he  commands 

The  whole  Sperchean  vale.     In  prospect  rise 

The  distant  navy,  dancing  on  the  foam, 

Th*  unbounded  oamp,  enveloping  the  plain. 

With  Xerxes*  tent,  august  in  structure  plac'd 

A  central  object  to  attract  the  eyes 

Of  subject  millions.    Thither  now  retort 

Tigranes  and  Phraortes.    Him  they  find 

Enclosed  by  princes,  by  illustrious  chie&. 

The  potentates  of  Asia.    Near  hiff  tide 

Abrocomes  and  Hyperanthes  wait. 

His  gallant  brothers,  with  Mazaus  brave, 

Pandates,  Intaphemes,  mighty  lords. 

Their  scepter'd  master  from  his  radiant  seat 

I>x>ks  down  imperious.    So  the  stately  tow*r 

Of  Belus,  mingling  its  miyestic  brow 

With  Heaven's  bright  azure,  from  on  high  survejr'^ 

The  hnge  extent  of  Babylon  with  all 

Her  sumptuous  domes  and  palaces  beneath. 

This  day  his  banners  to  unfurl  in  Greece 

The  monarch's  will  decides;  but  firat  ordains. 

That  grateful  hymns  should  celebrate  the  name 

Of  Horomazes :  so  the  Persians  cali'd 

The  world's  great  author.    Rob'd  in  purest  white. 

The  Magi  rang'd  before  th'  unfolded  tent 

Fire  blaz'd  beside  them.    Tow'rds  the  sacred  flamtt 

Tb^  tum'd,  and  sent  their  tuneful  praise  to  Heav'n. 

From  Zoroastres  was  the  song  derived. 
Who  on  the  hills  of  Persia  from  his  cave. 
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Where  black  and  hateful  AniDanius  fra«m*d, 

The  author  foal  of  cril :  how  with  shades 

From  his  dhre  mansion  he  dcform'd  the  works 

Of  Horumazes,  turned  to  noxious  heat 

TTie  solar  beam  that  foodful  Earth  might  parch, 

That  streams,  exhaling,  mi§rht  tbrsake  their  beds, 

Whence  pestilence  and  famine :  how  the  pow> 

Of  Horomazes  in  the  human  breast 

Benevolence  and  equity  infus'd,  [Heav*h: 

Truth,  temperance,  and    wisdom   sprung   from 

When  ArimaniusblackenM  all  the  sonl 

With  falsehood  and  injustice,  with  desires 

Insatiable,  with  violence  and  rage, 

Malignhj  and  folly.     If  the  hand 

Of  Horomazes  ou  precarious  life 

Sheds  wealUi  and  pleasare ;  swift  th'  infernal  god 

With  wild  excess,  or  av^ice  blasts  the  joy. 

**  Tboa  Horomazes,  victory  dost  give. 

By  thee  with  fame  the  regal  head  is  crown'd. 

Great  Xerxes  owns  thy  succour.     When  in  storms 

The  hate  of  direful  Arioianius  swelPd 

The  Hellespont ;  thou  o'er  its  chafing  breast 

Hie  destm'd  master  of  the  world  didst  lead, 

Thb  day  his  promised  glories  to  enjoy: 

When  Greece  affrightod  to  his  arms  shall  bend ; 

Evil  as  at  last  shall  Arimanius  fall 

Before  thy  might,  and  evil  be  no  more.** 

The  Magfi  c»*as'd  their  harmony.     Behold; 
Trom  her  tall  ship  between  a  double  row 
Of  naval  warriors,  while  a  golden  ray 
Shoots  from  her  standard,  Artemisia  lands. 
In  her  enriched  accoutrements  of  war, 
The  full-wrought  buckler,  and  high-crested  helm, 
In  Caria  first  devis'd,  across  the  beach 
Her  tow'ring  form  advances.     So  the  pine. 
From  Taurus  hewn  mature  in  spiry  pride. 
Now  by  the  sailor  in  its  canvass  wings  ' 
Volcuninous,  and  dazzling  pendants  dress'd, 
On  Artemisia's  own  imperial  deck 
Is  seen  to  rise,  and  overtop  the  grove 
Of  crowded  masts  surrounding.     In  her  heart 
Deep  scorn  of  courtly  counsrilors  she  bore. 
Who  fill  with  impious  vunity  their  king; 
As  when  he  lasb*d  the  Hellespont  with  rods. 
Amid  the  billows  cast  a  golden  chain 
To  fetter  Neptune.    Yet  her  brow  severe 
Unbent  its  rigour  often,  as  she  gtancM 
On  her  young  son,  who,  pacing  near  in  arms 
Of  Carian  guise,  proportioned  to  his  years, 
Look*d  up,  and  wakenM  by  repeated  smiles 
Maternal  fondness,  melting  hi  that  eye. 
Which  scowPd  on  purpled  flatterers.     Her  seat 
At  the  right  hand  of  Xerxes  she  assumes, 
Imrited  ;  while  in  adoration  bow*d 
Hgruies  and  Phraortes.    Prone  they  lay, 
Acron  their  foreheads  spread  their  servile  palms. 
At  from  a  present  deity,  too  brirrht 
For  mortal  viskai,  to  conceal  their  eyes. 
At  length  m  abject  phrase  Tigranes  thus. 

**  O  Xerxes,  live  for  ever !  Gracious  lord. 
Who  dost  permit  thy  servants  to  approach 
Thy  awful  sight,  and  prostrate  to  confess 
Thy  majesty  and  radiance.     May  the  pow'r 
Of  Horomazes  stretch  thy  regal  arm 
O'er  endless  nations  from  the  Indian  shores 
To  whose  wide-floods,  which  beat  Iberian  strands, 
From  northern  Tanais  to  tlie  source  of  Nile  ! 
Still  from  thy  head  may  Arimanius  bend 
-Against  thy  foes  his  malice !  Yonder  Greeks, 
•Already  imit  with  frenzy  by  his  wrath, 


Reject  thy  proflTer'd  clemency.     They  choose 
To  magnify  thy  glory  by  their  fall.'* 

The  monaroh,  turning  to  his  brothers,  spake. 
**  Say,  Hyperanthus,  can  thy  soul  belie^'e 
These  tidings  ?'  Sure  these  slaves  have  never  dar'd 
To  face  the  Grecians,  but  delude  our  ears   . 
With  base  impostures^  which  their  fear  sugcrests." 

He  frown'd,  and  llyperanthes  calm  reply'd.   , 
"  O  from  his  servants  may  the  king  avert 
His  indignation  !  Gret^ce  was  fam'd  of  old 
For  martial  spirit,  and  a  dauntless  breed. 
I  once  have  try'd  their  valour.     To  my  words 
Abrocoines  can  witness.     When  thy  sire 
And  ours,  Darius,  to  Athenian  shores 
With  ArtaphAties  brave  and  Datis  sent 
Our  tender  youth  ;  at  Marathon  we  found, 
Huw  weak  the  hoi>e,  that  numbers  codid  dismay 
A  foe,  resolv'd  on  victory  or  death. 
Yet  not,  as  one  contemptible,  or  l>ase. 
Let  me  appear  before  thee.    Though  the  Greeks  ' 
With  such  persisting  courage  be  endu'd. 
Soon  as  the  king  shall  summon  to  the  field. 
He  shall  behold  me  in  the  dang'rous  van 
Fjcalt  my  spear,  and  pierce  the  hostile  ranks. 
Or  sink  beneath  them."    Xerxes  swift  rejoin'd. 

**  Why  over  Asia,  and  the  Libyan  soil. 
With  all  their  nations  doth  my  potent  arm 
Extend  its  sceptre  ?  Wherefore  do  I  sweep 
Across  the  Fjirth  with  millions  in  my  train  ? 
Why  shade  the  ocean  with  imnumber'd  sails  ? 
Why  all  this  pow'r,  unless  th'  almighty's  will 
Decreed  one  master  to  the  subject  world  j 
And  that  the  Firth's  extremity  alone 
Should  bound  my  empire  ?  He  for  this  reduc'd* 
The  Nile's  revolted  sons,  enlarg'd  my  sway 
With  sandy  Libya,  and  the  sultry  clime 
Of  Ethiopia.     He  for  this  subdu'd 
The  Hellesjiontic  foam,  and  taught  the  sea 
Obedience  to  my  nod.     Then  dream  no  more," 
That  Heav'n,  deserting  my  imperial  cause. 
With  courage,  more  than  human,  wiU  inspire 
Yon  despicable  Grecians,  and  expunge. 
Thewmmon  fears  of  nature  from  their  breasts." 

The  monarch  ceas'd.     Abrocomes  began. 
**  The  king  commands  us  to  reveal  our  thoughts. 
Incredulous  he  hears.     But  thne  and  truth 
Not  Horomazes  can  arrest.    Thy  beams 
To  instant  lighfning,  Mithra,  mayst  thou  change 
For  my  destruction;  may  th*  offended  king 
Frown  on  his  servant,  cast  a  loathing  eye; 
If  the  assertion  of  my  lips  be  false: 
Our  further  march  those  Orecians^wtll  oppose." 

Amid  th'  encircling  peers  Argestes  sa^ 
A  potent  prince.    O'er  Sipylus  he  reign*d. 
Whose  verdant  summits  overlook'd  the  waves 
Of  Hermiis  and  Pactolus.     Either  stream, 
Enrich'd  by  golden  sands,  a  tribute  pay'd 
To  this  great  satrap.    Through  the  sen'ile  court 
Yet  none  was  found  more  practis'd  in  the  arts 
Of  mean  submission ;  none  more  skill'd  to  gain 
The  royal  favour  ;  none,  who  better  knew 
The  phrase,  the  look,  the  gesture  of  a  slave  5 
^one  more  detecting  Artemisia's  worth. 
By  her  none  more  despis'd.     Hirmaster's  eye 
He  caught,  then  spake.  "  Display  thy  dazzling  state, 
Thou  deity  of  Asia.     Greece  will  hide 
Before  thy  presence  her  dejected  face." 

Last  Artemisia,  rising  stern,  began. 
•*  Why  sits  the  lord  of  Asia  In  his  tent. 
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In  ▼aio  ^IscoBsSob,  whttbcr  yonder  Greftki, 

lUng*d  in  diefenoe  of  tfatt  imporUot  pmM, 

Will  fight,  or  fly  ?  A  qnestion  by  the  tword 

To  be  decided.     Still  to  narrow  strmits 

By  lend,  by  sea  thy  council  hath  ooofinM 

Sach  enterprise  of  war.     In  numbers  weak 

Twice  have  th*  Athenians  in  Euboea's  ftith 

Kepals'd  thy  navy— But  whatever  thy  will, 

Be  it  enforced  by  vigour.    Let  the  king 

The  difiTrenoe  see,  by  trial  in  the  field. 

Between  smooth  sound  and  valour.    Then  dissolve 

These  impotent  debates.    Ascend  thy  car. 

The  future  stage  of  iTar  thyself  explore. 

Behind  thee  leave  the  vanity  of  hope. 

That  such  a  foe  to  splendour  will  sirfHiiit, 

Whom  Aeel,  not  gold,  roust  vanquish.  Thou  provide 

Thy  mail,  Argestes.    Not  in  silken  robes. 

Not  as  in  council  with  an  oily  tongue, 

But  spear  to  spear,  and  clanging  thield  to  shield, 

Thou  noon  must  grapple  on  a  field  of  blood.*' 

The  king  arose-!-**  No  more.    Prepare  my  car. 
The  Spartan  ei^lc,- Demaratus,  call. 
We  will  ounehres  advance  to  view  the  foe." 

The  monarch  wilfd ;  and  suddenly  he  heard 
His  trampling  horses.    High  on  silver  wheels 
The  ivVy  car  with  azure  sapphires  shone. 
Cerulean  beryls,  and  the  jasper  green, 
The  emerald,  the  ruby's  glowing  blush. 
The  flaming  topaz  with  its  golden  beam, 
The  pearl,  th'  empurpled  amethyst,  and  all 
The  various  gems,  which  Indians  mines  afford 
Tu  deck  the  pomp  of  kings.     In  bumish'd  gold 
A  sculptured  eagle  from  behind  display'd 
His  stately  neck,  and  o'er  the  roysJ  head    [steeds, 
Outstretch*d  his  dazxling  wings.     Eight  gen*rous 
Which  on  the  fkm'd  Niseao  plain  were  nure'd 
In  wintry  Media,  drew  the  radiant  car. 
Not  those  of  old,  to  Hercules  refus'd 
By  false  Laomedoli,  nor  they,  which  bore 
The  son  of  Thetis  through  the  scattered  rear 
Of  IVoy^s  devoted  race,  with  these  might  vie 
In  strength,  or  beauty.    In  obedient  pride 
They  hear  their  lord.    Exulting,  in  the  air 
They  toss  their  foreheads.  On  their  glistening  chests 
The  silver  manes  disport.    The  krag  ascends. 
Beside  his  footstool  Demaratus  sits. 
The  charioteer  now  shakes  th*  effulgent  reins, 
Strong  Patiramphes.     At  the  signal  bound 
Th*  attentive  steeds;  the  chariot  flies :  behind. 
Ten  thousand  horse  in  thunder  sweep  the  field. 
Down  to  the  8ea4beat  m^gin,  on  a  plain 
Of  vast  expansion,  in  battalia  wait 
The  eastern  bands.    To  these  th*  imperial  wheels. 
By  princes  followed  in  a  hundred  cars. 
Proceed.    The  queen  of  Caria  and  her  son 
With  Hyperanthes  rode.    The  king*s  approach 
Swift  through  the  wide  arrangement  is  proclaimed. 
He  now  dra«rs  nigh.    Th*  innumerable  host 
Boll  back  by  nations,  and  admit  their  knrd 
With  all  his  satraps.    As  from  crystal  domes, 
Built  underneath  an  arch  of  pendent  seas. 
When  that  stem  pow^,  whose  trident  rules  the  floods, 
With  each  cerulean  deity  aftcends, 
Thron'd  in  his  pearly  chariot,  all  the  deep 
Divides  its  bosom  to  th'  emerging  god ; 
So  Xerxes  rode  between  the  Asian  world. 
On  either  side  receding :  when,  as  down 
Tb*  immeasurable  ranks  bis  sight  waji  lost, 
A  momentary  gloom  o*ercast  his  mind, 
Whilt*  this  reflection  filld  hb  eyes  with  tears ; 


That,  soon  as  time  a  hnndred  yetn  had  lold. 

Not  one  among  those  millions  should  sorvive. 

Whence  to  obscure  thy  pride  arose  that  cloud  ? 

Was  it,  that  once  humanity  oould  touch 

A  t3rrant*s  breast  >  Or  nuher  did  thy  soul 

Repine,  O  Xerxes,  at  the  bitter  thought. 

That  all  thy  powV  was  mortal }  But  the  v«il 

Of  sadneas  soon  forsook  his  brightoing  eye, 

As  with  adoring  awe  those  millions  bow*d. 

And  to  bis  heart  relentless  pride  recall'd. 

Elate  the  mingled  prospect  he  snrvejrs 

Of  gliti'ring  files  nnnumber*d,  chariots  scyth*d» 

On  thund*ring  axles  rolPd,  and  haughty  steeds^ 

In  snmptooQs  trappings  clad,  barbaric  pomp. 

While  gorgeous  banners  to  the  Sun  expand 

Their  streaming  volumes  of  relucent  gold. 

Preeminent  amidst  tiaras  gemm*d. 

Engraven  helmets,  shields  emboss*d,  and  spean 

In  number  equal  to  the  bladed  grass, 

Whose  living  green  in  vernal  beauty  clothes 

Thessalia's  vale.    What  pow'rs  of  sounding  vene 

Can  to  the  mind  present  th'  amazing  scene  ? 

Not  thee,  whom  Rnnxyur*s  fabling  voice  delights. 

Poetic  Fancy,  to  my  aid  I  call ; 

But  thou,  historic  Truth,  support  my  song. 

Which  shall  the  various  multitude  display. 

Their  arms,  their  manners,  and  their  native  seata. 

The  Persians  fint  in  scaly  oorselets  shone, 
A  gen'rous  nation,  worthy  to  enjoy 
The  liberty  their  ii\)ur'd  fathers  lost. 
Whose  arms  for  Csrrus  ovenum*d  the  strength 
Of  Babylon  and  Sardis.    Pow'r  advanced 
The  victor's  head  kbove  his  country  *s  laws. 
Their  tongues  were  practis*d  in  the  words  of  trath. 
Their  limbs  inur*d  to  ev*ry  manly  toil. 
To  brace  the  bow,  to  rule  th*  impetuous  steed. 
To  dart  the  javelin ;  but,  untaught  to  form 
The  ranks  of  war,  with  unconnected  force. 
With  ineffectual  fortitude  they  rush'd. 
As  on  a  fence  of  adamant,  to  pierce 
Th*  indissoluble  phalanx.     Lsinoes  short. 
And  osier-woven  targets  they  oppos*d 
To  weighty  Grecian  spears,  and  massy  shields. 
On  ev*ry  head  tiaras  rose  like  tow'r^ 
Impenetrable.    With  a  golden  gloss 
Blaz*d  their  gay  sandals,  and  the  floating  reins 
Of  each  proud  coorsei'.    Daggers  on  their  thighs. 
Well-furnish 'd  quivers  on  their  shoulders  hung. 
And  strongest  bows  of  mighty  size  they  bore. 
Resembling  these  in  arms,  the  Medcs  are  seen. 
The  Cissians  and  Hyrcanians.    Media  once 
From  her  bleak  mounuins  aw*d  the  subject  east. 
Her  kings  in  cold  Ecbatana  were  thron'd. 
The  Cissians  march*d  from  Susans  regal  walls. 
From  sultry  fields,  o'erspread  with  branching  paluMy 
And  white  with  lilies,  waterM  by  the  floods 
Of  fam*d  Cboaspes.     His  transparent  wave 
The  costly  goblet *wafU  to  PerBia*s  kings. 
All  other  streams  the  royal  lip  disdanis. 
Hyrcania*s  race  fonook  their  fruitful  clime. 
Dark  in  the  shadows  of  expending  oaks. 
To  Ceres  dear  and  Bacchus.    There  the  com. 
Bent  by  its  foodful  burden,  sheds,  unreap*d. 
Its  plenteous  seed,  impregnating  the  soil 
With  future  harvests ;  while  in  ev'ry  wood 
Their  precious  labours  on  the  loaden  boughs 
The  honey'd  swarms  pursue.     Assyria's  sons 
Display  their  brazen  casques,  unskilful  work 
Of  rude  barbarians.     Each  sustains  a  mace, 
O'erlaid  with  iron.    Near  Euphrates'  banks 
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WHbia  tlM  migfatjr  BabyloniaB  gmtaa 

Tbey  dwell*  and  where  ftUl  mifhtier  once  in  f way 

OMNinus  r6ar*d  its  head,  th*  imperial  teat 

Of  eMest  tyrants.     These  Cbald^ea  joins. 

The  land  of  shepherds.    Frooi  the  pastures  wide 

Tbope  Belus  first  discerned  the  various  course 

Of  Heav'n's  bright  planets,  and  the  dust' ring  sUvs 

With  names  distingiiish'd ;   whence  himself  was 

The  first  of  guds.  His  sky-ascending  fane    [deem'd 

Id  Babylon  the  proud  Assyrians  rais'd. 

Ikawn  from  the  bounteous  soil^  by  Ochus  lav*d, 

The  Bactrians  stood,  and  rough  in  skins  of  goats 

The  Paricanian  archers.    Caspian  ranks 

From  barren  mountains,  from  the  joyless  coast 

Around  the  stormy  lake,  whose  name  they  bare, 

Their  sdmitan  upheld,  and  cany  bows. 

The  Indian  tribes,  a  threefold  host  compote. 

Fsit  guide  the  courser,  part  the  rapid  car; 

The  rest  on  loot  within  the  "bending  cane 

For  slaughter  fix  the  Iron-pointed  reed. 

They  o'er  the  Indus  from  the  distant  verge 

Of  Ganges  passing,  left  a  region,  lov'd 

By  lavish  Nature.    There  the  season  bland 

Bestows  a  double  harvest.    Honeyed  shrubs. 

The  dnnarooo,  the  spikenard,  bless  their  fields. 

Array'd  in  native  wealth,  each  warrior  shines. 

His  ears  bright-beaming  pendants  grace;  his  hands, 

Encircled,  wear  a  bracelet,  starred  with  gems. 

Soch  were  the  nations,  who  to  Xerxes  sent 

Their  mingled  aids  of  infantry  and  hone. 

Now,  Muse,  recite,  what  multitudes  obscur'd 
The  plain  on  foot,  or  elevated  high 
On  martial  axles,  or  on  camels  beat 
The  kMsen'd  mould.    The  Partbians  first  appear, 
Theo  weak  in  numbers,  from  unfruit^l  hills. 
From  woods,  nor  yet  for  warlike  steeds  renown'd. 
Near  them  the  Sogdians,  Dadices  arrange, 
Gandarians  and  Chorasmians.    Sacian  thftmgs 
From  eold  Imans  pour*d,  from  Oxus'  wave. 
From  Cyra,  built  on  laxartes'  brink, 
A  hound  of 'Persia's  empire.    Wild,  untam'd, 
To  fury  prone,  their  deserU  they  forsook. 
A  bow,  a  falchion,  anj  a  pond'rous  axe 
The  savage  legions  arm'd.     A  pointed  casque 
0*er  each  grim  visage  rear*d  an  iron  cone. 
In  arms  like  Persians  the  Saranges  stood. 
High,  as  their  knees,  the  shapely  buskins  clung 
Around  their  l^s.     Magnificent  they  trod 
In  garments  richly  tinctured.    Next  are  seen 
The  Pactian,  Mycian,  and  the  Utian  train, 
la  ikiu  of  goats  rude-vested.  .  But  in  spoils 
Of  tawny  lions,  and  of  spotted  pards 
The  graceful  range  of  Ethiopians  shows 
An  eqoal  stature,  and  a  beauteous  frame. 
Tbar  torrid  region  had  imbrown*d  their  cheeks, 
And  curi'd  their  jetty  locks.     In  ancient  song 
Rcnown*d  for  justice,  riches  th^y  disdainM, 
As  foes  to  virtue.    From  their  seat  remote. 
On  Nilns*  verge  above  tb*  Egyptian  bound, 
Forc*d  by  their  king*s  malignity  and  pride. 
These  friends  of  hospitality  and  peace, 
Themselvt*  uniiyur*d,  wage  reluctant  war 
Against  a  land,  whose  climate,  and  whose  name 
To  them  were  strange.    With  hardest  stone  tbey 
The  rapid  arrow.    Bows  four  cubits  long,      [point 
Form*d  of  elastic  branches  from  the  pabi, 
Tbey  carry;  knotted  clubs,  and  lances,  arm*d 
WHb  boms  of  goats;   The  Paphlagonians  march*d. 
From  where  Carambis  with  projected  brows 
$^cflooki  th^  dusky  fuxin,  wrajpt  in  mistiy 


From  where  through  tam*n,  which  pahit  hts  va« 

ry*d  banks, 
Parthenios  flows.    The  Ligyan  bands  succeed ; 
The  Matienians,  Mariandenians  next ; 
To  them  the  Syrian  multitudes,  who  range 
Among  the  cedars  on  the  shaded  ridge 
Of  Libanus ;  who  cultivate  the  glebe, 
Wide-water'd  by  Orontes;  who  reside 
Near  nophne*s  grove,  or  pluck  from  loaded  palms 
The  foodful  date,  which  clusters  on  the  plains 
Of  rich  Damascus.    All,  who  bear  the  name 
Of  Cappadocians,  swell  the  Syrian  host. 
With  those,  who  gather  from  the  fragrant  shrub 
The  aromatic  balsam,  and  extract 
Its  milky  juice  along  the  lovely  side 
Of  Jordan,  winding,  till  immersed  he  sleeps 
Beneath  a  pitchy  surface,  which  obscures 
Th*  Atphaltic  pool.   The  Phrygians  then  mArutc^p, 
To  them  their  ancient  colony  are  join'd, 
Armenia's  sons.    These  see  the  gushing  fbnnts 
Of  strong  Euphrates  cleave  the  yielding  earth. 
Then,  wide  in  lakes  expanding,  hide  the  plain ; 
Whence  with  collected  waters,  fierce  and  deep. 
His  passage  rending  through  diminbh'd  rocks. 
To  Babylon  he  foams.     Not  so  the  stream 
Of  soft  Aranes  to  the  Caspian  glides ; 
He,  stealing  imperceptibly,  sustains 
The  green  profusion  of  Armenia's  meadi. 
Now  strange  to  view,  m  similar  attire. 
But  far  unlike  in  manners  to  the  Greeks, 
Appear  the  Lydians.     Wantonness  and  sport 
Were  all  their  care.     Beside  Caijster*s  brinks 
Or  smo'jth  Matander,  winding  silent  by, 
Beside  Pactolean  waves,  among  the  vines 
Of  Timolus  rising,  or  the  wealthy  tide 
Of  golden* sanded  Hermus,  they  allure 
The  sight,  enchanted  by  the  grateful  dance ; 
Or  with  melodious  sweetness  charm  the  air. 
And  melt  to  softest  languishment  the  souL 
What  to  the  field  of  danger  could  incite 
These  tender  sons  of  luxury  ?  The  lash 
0€  their  fell  sov*reign  drove  their  shiv'ring  backs 
Through  hail  and  tempest,  which  enrag'd  the  main, 
And  shook  beneath  their  trembling  steps  the  pi(e, 
Coqjoioing  Asia  and  the  western  world. 
To  them  MoBonia  hot  with  sulpb'rous  mines 
Unites  her  troo]is.    No  tree  adorns  their  fields^ 
Unbless'd  by  verdure.    Ashes  hide  the  soil ; 
Black  are  the  rocks,  and  ev*ry  hill  deform'd 
By  conflagration.    Helmets  press  their  brows. 
Two  darts  they  brandish.    On  their  woolly  vests 
A  sword  is  girt ;  and  hairy  hides  compose 
Their  bucklers  round  and  small.    The  Mysians  left 
Olympus  wood-envelop*d,  left  the  meads, 
Wash'd  by  Caicus,  and  the  baneful  tide 
Of  Lycus,  nurse  to  serpents.     Next  advance 
An  ancient  nation,  who  iu  early  times 
By  Trojan  arms  assail'd,  their  native  land 
Esteemed  less  dear  than  freedom,  and  exchangM 
Their  seat  on  Strymon,  where  in  Thrace  he  ppors 
A  freezing  current,  for  the  distant  flood 
Of  fishy  Sangar.    These,  Bithynians  nam'd. 
Their  hahiutioo  to  tHe  sacred  feet 
Of  Dindymus  ^tend.    Yet  thera  they  gfoan 
Beneath  oppression,  and  their  freedom  moom 
On  Sangar  now,  as  once  on  Strjrmon  lost. 
The  ruddy  skins  of  foxes  cloth'd  their  beads. 
Their  shields  were  fash'on*d  like  the  horned  Moon* 
A  rest  embraced  their  bodies ;  while  abroad, 
Ting'd  witli  uunumber'd  hues,  a  mantle  flow'd. 
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But  other  Thntoiaiis,  who  their  former  name 
RetainM  in  Asia,  fiilgent  morions  wore. 
With  hoTM  of  balls  in  imitating  brass, 
CarvM  o*er  the  crested  ridge.     Pbceniciaa  cloth 
Their  legs  infolded.    Wont  to  chase  the  wolf, 
A  hunter's  spear  they  grasp'd.    What  nations  still 
On  either  side  of  Xerxes,  while  he  pass'd, 
Their  huge  array  discovering,  swell  his  soul 
With  mora  than  mortal  pride }   The  cluster'd  bands 
Of  Moachiana  and  Macronians  now  appear. 
The  Mosynoecians,  who,  on  berries  fed, 
In  wooden  towers  along  thd  Pontic  sands 
Repose  their  painted  limbs;  the  mirthful  race 
Of  Tibarenians  next,  whose  careless  minds 
Delight  in  play  and  laughter.    Then  advance 
In  garments,  buckled  on  their  spacious  chests, 
A  people,  dtttinM  in  eternal  verse, 
Ev*n  thine,  sublime  Mosobides,' to  live. 
These  are  the  Milyans.    Solymi  their  naane 
In  thy  celestial  strains,  Pisidia's  hills 
Their  dwelling.    Once  a  formidable  train 
They  facM  the  strong  Bellerophon  in  war. 
Now  doomed  a  more  tremendous  foe  to  meet, 
Themselves  unnerv'd  by  thraldom,  they  most  leave 
Their  putrid  bodies  to  the  dogs  of  Greece. 
The  Marians  foUow.     Next  is  Aria*s  host. 
Drawn  from  a  region  horrid  all  in  thorn, 
A  dreary  waste  of  sands,  which  mock  the  toil 
Of  patient  culture ;  save  one  favoured  spot. 
Which  from  the  wild  emergen  like  an  i^e, 
AttirM  in-  verdure,  intersper'd  with  vines 
Of  generous  nurture,  yielding  juice  which  scorns 
The  injuries  of  time :  yet  Nature*s  hand 
Had  sown  their  rocks  with  coral ;  had  enrich*d 
Their  desert  hills  with  veins  of  sapphires  blue, 
Wbioh  on  the  turban  shine.    On  ev*ry  neck 
The  coral  blushes  through  the  numVous  throng. 
The  Allarodiana  and  Sasperian  bands, 
EqirippM  like  Colchians,  wield  i^  falchion  small. 
Their  heads  mre  guarded  by  a  helm  of  wood, 
Their  lanc-es  short,  of  hides  undress'd  tlieir  shields. 
The  Colchians  march'd  from  Phasis,  from  the  strand. 
Where  once  Medea,  fair  enchantress,  stood, 
And,  wond'ring,  view'd  the  first  adveut'roiis  keel. 
Which  cut  the  Pontic  foam.     From  Argons  side 
TTie  demigods  descended.    They  repaired 
To  her  fell  sire's  inhospitable  hall. 
His  blooming  graces  Jason  there  dtsdos'd. 
With  ev'ry  art  of  eloquence  divine 
He  claimed  the  golden  fleece.    The  virgin  lieard. 
She  gaz'd  in  fetal  ravishment,  and  lov*d. 
Then  to  the  hero  she  resigns  her  heart 
Her  magic  tames  the  brazen-footed  bulls. 
She  lulls  the  sleepless  dragon.    O'er  the  main 
He  wafts  the  golden  prize,  and  generous  feir. 
The  dagtin*d  victim  of  his  treacherous  vows. 
The  hostile  Oolchianstheii  pnrsu'd  their  flight 
In  vain.    By  ancient  enmity  inflam'd. 
Or  to  recall  the  long^forgotten  wrong 
CoBptird  by  Xerxes,  now  they  menace  Greece 
With  desolatioit.     Next  in  Median  garb 
A  crowd  appeared,  who  left  the  peopled  isles 
in  Persia's  gulf,  suod  round  Arabia  strewn. 
Some  in  their  native  topaz  were  adom'd. 
From  Opfaiodes,  from  Topazes  sprung ; 
Some  in  the  shells  of  tortoises,  which  brood 
Around  Casitis'  verge.    For  battle  range 
Tho0e>  who  reside,  where,  all  beset  with  palms, 
^rythras  liesentomb*d,  a  potent  khng, 
Who^  tum*d  of  old  the  JBrytfanean  main. 


On  chariots  sc5rth*d  the  Libyans  sat,  array'd 

In  cjkins  terrific,  brandishing  their  darts 

Of  wood,  well-temper*d  in  the  hardening  flames. 

Not  Libyans  deserts  from  tyrannic  sway 

C(fold  hide  her  sons ;  much  less  could  freedom' dwell 

Amid  the  plenty  of  Arabia's  fields : 

Where  spicy  Cassia,  when*  the  fragrant  reed. 

Where  myrrh,  and  ha>lowM  frankincense  perfume 

The  Zephyr*s  wing*     A  how  uf  largest  size 

Th'  Arabian  carries.     0*er  his  lurid  vest 

Loose  floats  a  mantle;  on  his  shoulder  clasp*d. 

Two  chosen  myriads  on  the  lofty  backs 

Of  camels  rode,  who  raatch*d  the  fleetest  horse. 

Such  were  the  numbers,  which,  from  Asia  led« 
In  bate  prostration  bow'd  before  the  wheels 
Of  Xerxes'  chariot.     Yet  what  legions  more 
The  Malian  sand  overshadow  ?     Forward  rolls 
The  regal  car  through  nations,  wbo  ra  arms, 
In  orderM  ranks  unlike  the  orient  tribes. 
Upheld  the  spear  and  buckler.     But,  untaught 
To  bend  the  servile  knee,  erect  they  stood ; 
Unless  that,  mourning  o*er  the  shameful  weight 
Of  their  new  bondage,  some  their  brows  depress'd. 
Their  arms  with  grief  distaining.     Europe's  sods    ' 
Were  these,  whom  Xerxes  by  resistless  force 
Had  gathered  round  his  standards.    MurmYing  here, 
The  sons  of  Thrace  and  Macedonia  rang'd ; 
Here  on  his  steed  the  brave  Thessalian  frown*d  ; 
There  pin'd  reluctant  multitudes,  of  Greece 
Redundant  plants,  in  colonies  dispers'd 
Between  Byzantium,  and  the  Malian  bay. 

Through  all  the  nations,  who  ador'd  "his  pride. 
Or  fearM  his  powV,  the  monarch  now  was  pass'd; 
Nor  yet  among  those  millions  could  be  found 
One,  who  in  beauteous  feature  might  compare^ 
Or  towering  size  with  Xerxes.     O  pofisess'd 
Of  all  but  virtue,  doom*d  to  show  how  mean. 
How  weak  without  her  is  unbounded  pow'r. 
The  charm  of  beauty,  and  the  blaze, of  state. 
How  insecure  of  happiness,  how  vain ! 
Thou,  who  couldst  mourn  the  common  lot,  by  Heav'n 
From  none  withheld,  which  oft  to  thousands  proves 
Their  only  refuge  from  a  tyrant's  rage ; 
Which  in  consuming  sickness,  age,  or  pain 
Becomes  at  last  a  soothing  hope  to  all : 
Thou,  who  couldst  weep,  that  Nature's  gentle  hand 
Should  l»y  her  weary'd  offspring  in  the  tomb; 
Yet  couldst  remorseless  from  their  peaceful  seats 
Lead  half  the  nations,  victims  to  thy  pride. 
To  fomine,  plague,  and  massacre  a  prey ; 
What  didst  thou  merit  from  the  injur'd  world  } 
What  suff*  rings  to  compensate  for  the  tears 
Of  Asia's  mothers,  for  unpeopled  realms. 
For  all  this  waste  of  Nature  ?  On  his  host 
Th'  exulting  monarch  bends  his' haughty  sigfaty 
To  Demaratus  then  directs  his  voice. 

'*  My  father,  grea\  Darius,  to  thy  mind 
Recall,  O  Spartan.    Gracioos  he  receiv'd 
Thy  wand'ring  steps,  expell'd  their  native  home. 
My  favour  too  remember.    To  beguile 
Thy  benefiictor,  and  disfigure  truth, 
Would  ill  become  thee.    With  consid*rate  eyes - 
Look  back  on  these  battaKons.    Now 'declare. 
If  yonder 'Grecians  will  oppora  their  march." 

To  him  the  exile.    "  Deem  pot^  mighty  lord, 
I  will  deceive  thy  goodness  by  a  tale 
To  give  them  glory,  who  degraded  mine. 
Nor  be  the  king  offended,  while  I  use 
The  voice  of  truth.    The  Spartans  pever  fly.^ 

Contemptuous  s^iiPd  the  monarch,  and  resum*!!^ 
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**  WiH  thoo,  in  lAcedanon  once  nipreme, 
Eocoanter  twenty  Pernmns  ?  Yet  these  Greeks 
In  greater  disproportion  must  engage 
Our  host  to  morrov.**    Demaratus  then. 

"  By  singfte  combat  were  the  trial  vain 
To  show  the  pow'r  of  well-united  force. 
Which  oft  by  military  skill  surmounts 
The  weight  of  numbers.   Prince,  the  diflPrence  learn 
Between  thy  warriors  and  the  sons  of  Greece. 
The  flow'r,  the  safeguard  of  thy  num*roos  camp 
Are  mercenaries.    These  are  canton'd  round 
Thy  piovinces.    No  fertile  field  demands 
Their  painful  hand  to  break  the  follow  glebe. 
Them  to  the  noon-day  toil  no  barrest  calls. 
Kor  on  the  mountain  falls  the  stubborn  oak 
By  their  laborious  axe.    Tl^eir  watchftil  eyes 
Obeenre  not  how  the  flocks  and  heifSers  feed. 
To  them  of  wealth,  of  all  possessions  void, 
The  name  of  country  with  an  empty  sound 
Flies  o'er  the  ear,  nor  warms  their  joyless  hearts, 
Who  share  no  country.    Needy,  yet  in  soom 
Rejecting  labour,  wretched  by  their  wants. 
Yet  profligate  through  indolence,  with  limbs 
Enerrated  and  soft,  with  minds  corrupt. 
From  misery,  debauchery,  and  sloth, 
Are  these  to  battle  drawn  against  a  foe, 
IVainM  in  gymnastic  exercise  and  arms, 
Inur'd  to  hardship,  and  the  child  of  toil, 
Wont  through  the  freezmg  showV,  the  wintry  storm 
CVer  his  own  glebe  the  tardy  ox  to  goad. 
Or  in  the  Sun's  impetuous  lH>at  to  glow 
Beneath  the  burden  of  bis  yellow  slieaves ; 
Whence  on  himself,  on  her,  whose  faithful  arms 
Inlbld~him  joyful,  pp  a  growing  race, 
Which  glad  his  dwelKng,  plenty  he  bestows 
With  independence.    When  to  battle  calPd, 
'For  them  his  dearest  comfort,  and  his  care, 
And  for  the  hartest  promised  to  his  toil, 
He  lifts  the  shield,  nor  shuns  unequal  force. 
Snch  arc  the  troops  of  er'ry  state  in  Greece. 
One  only  yields  a  breed  more  warlike  still, 
Of  whom  selected  bands  appear  in  sight. 
All  citizens  of  Sparta.-    They  the  glebe 
Ha-re  never  tum'd,  nor  bound  the  golden  sheaf. 
They  are  devoted  tp  severer  tasks 
For  war  alone,  their  sole  delight  and  care. 
From  infancy  to  manhood  they  are  train'd 
To  winter  watches,  to  inclement  skies,  ' 

To  plunge  through  torrents,  brave  the  tusky  boar, 
To  arms  and  woutids ;  a  discipline  of  pain 
So  fierce,  so  constant,  that  to  them  a  camp 
With  all  its  hardships  is  a  seat  of  rest. 
And  war  itself  remission  from  their  toil." 

••  Thy  words  are  folly,"  with  redoubled  scorn 
Betums  the  monarch.    **  Doth  not  freedom  dwell 
Anooog  the  Spartans  ?  Therefore  will  they  shun 
Superior  foes.    The  unrestrained  and  free 
Will  fly  from  danger;  while  my  vassals,  bom 
To  absolote  cootro4ment  from  their  king,' 
Know,  if  th'  allotted  station  they  desert. 
The  scourge  awaits  them,  and  my  heavy  wrath." 

To  this  the  exile.     **  O  conceive  pot,  prince. 
That  Spartans  want  an  object,  where  to  fix 
Tl^r  eyes  in  reverence,  in  obedient  dread* 
To  them  more  awful,  than  the  name  of  king 
To  Asians  trembling  millions,  is  the  law; 
Whose  sacred  voice  enjoins  them  -to  confront 
Unnomber'd  foes,  to  vanquish,  or  to  die.** 

Here  Demaratus  pauses.    Xerxes  halts. 
Us  Umf  4e(|le  Jbermopyle  pi^fnts. 


The  satraps  leave  their  cars.    On  foot  tbay  hm 
A  splendid  orb  around  their  lord.    By  chance 
The  Spartans  then  composM  th'  external  guard. 
They,  in  a  martial  exercise  employed, 
Heed  not  the  monarch,  or  his  gaudy  train ; 
But  poise  the  spear,  ^protended,  as  in  fight ; 
Or  lift  their  adverse  shields  in  single  strife; 
Or,  tnx>ping,  forward  rush,  retreat  and  wheel 
In  ranks  unbroken,  and  with  equal  fSMt : 
While  others  calm  beneath  their  polish'd  helms 
Draw  down  their  hair,  whose  length  of  sable  curls 
O'erspread  their  necks  with  terrour.    Xerxes  here 
The  exile  questions.     **  What  do  these  intend. 
Who  with  assiduous  hands  adjust  their  hairf** 

To  whom  the  Spartan.    **  O  hnperial  lord. 
Such  is  their  custom,  to  adorn  their  heads. 
When  full  determin'd  to  encounter  death. 
Bring  down  thy  nations  in  resplendent  steel ; 
Arm,  if  thou  canst,  the  gen'ral  race  of  man. 
All,  who  possess  the  regions  unexplor'd 
Beyond  the  Ganges,  all,  whose  wandenng  steps 
Above  the  Caspian  range  the  Scythian  Mild 
With  those,  who  drink  the  lecret  fount  of  Nile : 
Yet  to  Laconien  bosoms  shall  dismay 
Remain  a  stranger."     Fervour  from  his  lips 
Thus  breaks  aloud  ;  when,  gtishing  fixMn  his  eyes. 
Resistless  grief  overflows  his  cheeks.     Aside 
His  head  he  turns.     He  weeps  in  copious  streams. 
The  keen  remembrance  of  his  former  state, 
His  dignity,  his  greatness,  and  the  sig^t 
Of  those  brave  ranks,  which, thus  unshaken  stood. 
And  spread  amazement  through  the  world  in  arms. 
Excite  these  sorrows.     His  impassion'd  k)oks 
Review  the  godlike  warriors,  who  beneath 
His  standard  once  victorions  fought,  who  call'd 
Him  once  their  king,  their  leader;  then  again, 
O'ercharg'd  with  anguish,  he  b«»dcws  with  tears 
His  revVend  he^trd,  in  agony  bemoans 
His  faded  honours,  his  illustrious  name 
Forgotten  long,  his  majesty  defil'd 
By  ejcile,  by  dependence.    So  obscur'd 
By  sordid  moss,  and  ivy's  creeping  leaf. 
Some  princely  palace,  or  stupendous  fisne, 
Magnificent  in  min  nods ;  where  Time- 
From  under  shelving  architraves  hath  olow'd 
The  column  down,  and  cleft  the  pond*rous  dome. 
,  Not  unobserved  by  Hjrperanthes,  monm'd 
Th'  unhappy  Spartan.    Kindly  in  his  own 
He  press'd  the  exile's  hand,  and  thus  humane. 

"  O  Demaratus,  in  this  grief  I  see. 
How  just  thy  praises  of  Laeonia's  stat^ 
Though  cherish'd  here  with  universal  love, 
Thou  still  deplor'st  thy  absence  from  her  fice, 
Howe'er  averse  to  thine.     But  swift  relief 
From  indignation  borrow.    Call  to  mind 
Thy  injuries.    Th*  auspicious  fortune  blev, 
Which  led  thee  for  from  cahmroy  aftd  fr^d. 
To  peace,  to  honour  in  the  Persian  court" 

As  Demaratus  with  a  grateful  mind 
His  answer  was  preparing,  Persia's  king 
Stem  interrupt^     **  Soon  as  morning  shines. 
Do  you,  Tigranes  and  Phraortes,  head 
The  Medes  and  Cissians.    Bring  theie  Grecians 
bound." 

This  said,  the  monarch  to  his  camp  returns. 
Th*  attendant  princes  reasceud  their  cars. 
Save  Hyperanthes,  by  the  Carian  queen 
Detain'd,  who  thus  began.     **  Impartial,  brave, 
Nnrs'd  in  a  court,  yet  virtuous,  let  my  heart 
Ta  thee  it.  mmf,  "-fi'g'JVd,,^^^^^ 
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Tb(w  beaf'ft  thy  foyal  brother.    He  demeodi 
Thete  Orecumt  bouikl.    Why  stopi  hb  mandate 

theie? 
Why  not  command  the  mountains  to  remove, 
Or  sink  to  level  plains.    Yun  Spartans  riew, 
Their  weighty  arms,  their  countenance.    To  die 
My  gratitude  instructs  me  in  the  cause 
Of  oar  imperial  master.    To  succeed 
Is  not  within  the  shadow  of  my  hopes 
At  this  dire  pass.    What  evil  genius  sways  ? 
Tigranes,  false  Argestes,  and  the  rest 
In  name  a  council,  ceaseless  have  oppos'd 
My  dictates,  oft  repeated  in  despite 
Of  purpled  llatt'rers,  to  embark  a  Ibroe, 
Which,  pouring  on  Laconia,  might  confine 
These  sons  of  valour  to  their  own  defence. 
Vain  are  my  words.    The  royal  ear  admits 
Their  sound  alone ;  while  adulation^s  notes 
In  syren  sweetness  penetrate  his  heart, 
There  lodge  ensnaring  mischief.*'    In  a  sigh. 
To  her  the  prince.    **  O  faithful  to  thy  lord. 
Discreet  adviser,  and  in  action  firm. 
What  can  I  answer?  My  afilioted  soul 
Most  seek  its  refuge  in  a  feeble  hope. 
Thou  Biayst  be  partial  to  thy  Doric  race, 
Mayst  magnify  our  danger.    Let  me  hope, 
Whate'er  the  danger,  if  extreme,  believe 
That  Hyperanthes  for  his  prince  can  bleed. 
Not  with  less  zeal  than  Spartans  for  their  laws.'* 

They  separate.    To  Xerxes  he  repairs. 
The  qoeen,  surrounded  by  the  Carian  guard. 
Stays  and  retraces  with  sagacious  ken 
The  destin*d  field  of  war,  the  vary'd  space. 
Its  depth,  its  confines  both  of  hill  and  sea. 
Meantime  a  scene  more  splendid  hath  allured 
Her  son's  attention^    His  transported  sight 
With  ecstasy,  like  worship,  long  pursues 
The  pomp  of  Xerxes  in  retreat,  the  throne, 
Which  show'd  their  idol  to  the  nations  round, 
The  bounding  steeds,  caparisoo'd  in  gold, 
Tlie  plumes,  the  chariots,  standards.    He  excites 
Her  care,  expressed  in  these  pathetic  strains.' 

**  Look  on  the  king  with  gratitude.    His  sire 
Protected  thine.    Himself  upholds  our  state. 
By  loyalty  inflexible  repay 
The  obligation.    To  immortal  pow'rs 
The  adoration  of  thy  soul  confine ; 
:fUid  look  undazzled  on  tbe  pomp  of  man. 
Most  weak  when  highest.    Then  the  jealous  gods 
Watch  to  supplant  him.  They  his  paths,  his  courts. 
His  chaml>ers  fill  with  flattery's  pois*nouB  swarms. 
Whose  honey 'd  bane,  by  kingly  pride  devour 'd. 
Consumes  the  health  of  kuigdoms.**    Here  the  boy 
By  an  attention,^  wl^ich  surpassed  his  years, 
Unlocks  her  inmost  bosonv    ^*  Thrice  accurs'd 
Be  those,"  th'  indignant  heroine  pursues, 
'*  Thqfie,  who  have  tempted  their  imperial  lord 
To  that  prepost'rpus  arrogance,  which  cast 
Chains  in  the  deep  to  manacle  the  waves. 
Chastised  with  stripes  in  Heaven's  offeiMled  sight 
The  HellespQnt,  and  fondly  now  demands 
The  Spartaus  bound.    O  child,  my  aou^s  delight, 
Train*d  by  my  care  to  equitable  sway. 
And  imitation  of  the  gods  by  deeds 
To  merit  their  protection,  heed  my  voice. 
They,  who  alone  can  tame,  or  swell  tbe  floods. 
Compose  the  winds,  or  guide  their  strong  career, 
O'erwhelming  human  greatness,  will  confound 
Such  vanity  in  mortals.    On  our  fleet 
Their  indignation  bath  already  fall'm 


Perhaps  our  boasted  army  is  prepared 

A  prey  for  death,  to  vindicate  their  pow'r.** 

This  said,  a  curious  search  in  ev'ry  paH 
Her  eye  renews.     Adjoining  to  the  straitis 
Fresh  bloom 'd  a  thicket  of  entwining  shrubs, 
A  seeming  fence  to  some  snquester'd  ground, 
By  travelleni  unbeaten.     Swift  her  guards 
Addressed  their  spears  to  part  the  pliant  boughs.' 
Held  back,  they  yield  a  passage  to  the  quren, 
And  princely  boy.     Delicious  to  their  sight 
Soft  dales,  meand'ring,  show  their  flowery  laps 
Among  rude- piles  of  Nature.     In  their  sides 
Of  rock  are  mansions  hewn ;  nor  loaden  trees 
Of  cluster'd  fruit  are  wanting :  but  no  sound. 
Except  of  brooks  in  murmur,  and  the  sung 
Of  winged  wartriem,  meets  the  list*ning  ear. 
No  grazing  herd,  no  flock,  nor  human  form 
Is  seen,  no  careful  husband  at  his  toil, 
Beside  her  threshold  no  industrious  wife. 
No  playful  child.    Instructive  to  her  son 
The  princess  then.    **  Already  these  abocAss 
Are  desolate.    Once  happy  in  their  homes, 
Th'  inbabiunts  forsake  them.     Pleasing  scene 
Of  Nature's  bounty,  soon  will  savage  Mars 
Deform  tbe  lovely  ringlets  of  thy  shrubs. 
And  coarsely  pluck  thy  violated  fruits 
Unripe;  will  deafen  with  his  clangour  fell 
Thy  tuneful  choirs.     !  mourn  thy  destin*d  spoil, 
Vet  come  thy  first  despoiler.    Captains,  pisnt. 
Ere  morning  breaks,  my  secret  standard  here 
Come,  boy,  away.    Thy  safety  wijl  I  tnist 
To  Demaratns ;  while  thy  mother  tries 
With  these  her  martial  followers,  what  sparics. 
Left  by  our  Doric  fathers,  yet  inflame 
Tbeir  sons  and  daughters  in  a  stern  debate 
With  other  Dorians,  who  have  never  breathed 
The  soft*ning  gales  of  Asia,  never  bow'd 
In  forc'd  allegiance  to  barbarian  thrones. 
Thou  heed  my  order.    Those  ingennons  looks 
Of  discontent  suppress.     For  thee  this  fight 
Were  too  severe  a  lesson.    Tbou  mightst  bleed 
Among  the  thousands,  fated  to  expire 
By  Sparta's  lance.    Let  Artemisia  die. 
Ye  all-disposing  rulers,  but  protect 
Her  son."    She  ceas*d.    The  lic^ess,  who  reigns 
Queen  of  the  forest,  terrible  in  strength. 
And  prone  to  fury,  thus,  by  Nature  taught. 
Melts  o'er  ber  young  in  blandishment  and  love. 

Now  sfowly  towards  the  Penian  camp  her  stegt 
In  silence  she  directed ;  when  a  voice, 
Sent  from  a  rock,  accessible  which  seem*d 
To  none  but  fSeather'd  passengers  of  air. 
By  thb  reproof  detain'd  her.     **  Caria's  queen 
Art  thou,  to  Greece  by  Doric  blood  allyM } 
Com'st  thou  to  lay  her  fruitful  meadows  waste^ 
Thou  homager  of  tyrants?"  Upward  gaz'd 
Th' astonish'd  prjpcess.    Lo!  a  female  shapes 
Tall  and  majestic,  from  th'  impendent  ridge 
Look'd  awful  down.    A  holy  fillet  boond 
Her  graceful  hair,  kwae  flowing.    Seldosn  wept 
Great  Artemisia.    Now  a  springing  tear 
Between  her  eyelids  gleam'd.    ^*  Too  true,**  sbe 

sighd, 
'*  A  homager  of  tyrants !  Voice  anstere. 
And  presence  half-dirine !"  Again  the  voice. 

**  O  Artemisia,  hide  thy  Doric  sword. 
Let  no  barbarian  t3rrant  through  thy  might. 
Thy  counsels,  valiant  as  thou  art  and  wise, 
(l^onsume  tbe  holy  fanes,  deface  the  tombs, 
Subvert  the  laws  of  Grecce,^  her  sons  enthimlW*^ 
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tlie  qoeen  ttuide  do  rtfUp  Her  breast-plate 
The  tremnloua  attire  of  covering  mail  [heav*d. 
Coofen'd  her  struggle.    She  at  leogth  exclaim'd. 

'*  Olym|Maii  thuncTrer,  from  thy  neigbb'riiig  hiU 
Of  sacred  oaUu  remipd  me  !*  Then  aside 
She  turps  to  shun  that  majesty  of  form. 
In  solemn  soonds  upbraiding.    Tom  her  thoughts 
She  feels.    A-painful  conflict  she  endurea 
With  recollection  of  her  Doric  race; 
TiU  ^titode,  reriTing,  arms  her  breast 
Her  royal  benefactor  she  recalls, 
Bsck  to  his  agfat  precipitates  her  steps. 


LE0NIDA8. 
BOOK  V.' 


THE  ARGUMBNt. 

ifionidas,  ri^iing  by  break  of  day,  bears  the  intelli- 
.  gence,  which  Agis  and  Melibceus  bring  from  the 
upper  pass,  then  commands  a  body  of  Arcadians 
wbth  the  Platsans  and  Thespians,  to  be  drawn 
out  for  baUle,  under  the  conduct  of  Demophilus, 
m  that  part  of  Thermopyls,  which  lies  close  to 
the  Phociao  wall,  from  whence  be  harangues 
them.  The  enemy  approaches.  Diom^don  kills 
Hgranes  in  single  combat.  Both  armies  join 
battle.  Dithyrambus  kills  Phraortes.  The 
Persians,  entirely  defeated,  are  pursued  by^e- 
mophilus  to  the  extremity  of  Uie  pass.  The 
Arcsdians,  inconsiderately  advancing  beyond  it, 
fill!  into  an  ambush,  which  Artemisia  had  laid 
to  cover  the  retreat  of  the  Persians.  She  kills 
Clonius,  but  is  herself  repulsed  by  Demophilus. 
Diomefkm  and  Dithyrambus  give  chase  to  her 
broken  forces  over  the  plains  in  the  sight  of 
Persia's  camp,  whence  she  receives  no  assist- 
ance. She  rallies  a  small  body,  and,  fiscing  the 
enemy,  disables  Dithyrambus  by  a  blow  on  his 
helmet.  This  puts  the  Grecians  into  some  con- 
fusion, and  gives  her  an  opportunity  of  preserv- 
ing the  remainder  of  her  Carians  by  a  timely 
retreat.  She  gains  the  x^amp,  accuses  Argestes 
of  treadhery,  but,  pacified  by  Demaratus,  is  ac- 
companied by  him  with  a  thousand  horse  to 
collect  the  dead  bodies  of  her  soldiers  for  se- 
pulchre. 


AoBoaA  dawned.     Leonidas  arose. 

^"ith  Melibceus,  Agis,  now  returo'd, 

Address'd  the  king.    '*  Along  the  mountain's  side 

We  bent  our  journey.    On  oiur  way  a  voico 

Loud  from  a  crag  on  Melibceiis  caird. 

He  look*d  and  answer'd.   *  Mycon,  ancient  friend! 

Far  bast  thou  driv'n  thy  bearded  train  to  day ; 

But  Cortonate  thy  presence.    None  like  thee, 

hibab'ttant  of  CEta  from  thy  birth, 

Cao  furnish  that  intelligence,  which  Greece 

Wants  for  her  safety*.'    Mycon  showed  a  track. 

We  mounted  high.  The  summit,  where  we  stopp'd, 

Gave  to  the  sight  a  prospeet  wide  o'er  hills, 

O'er  dales  and  forests,  rocks,  and  dashing  floods 

To  cataracts.    The  object  of  our  search 

Beaegth  us  lay,  the  secret  pass  to  Greece, 


Where  not  fWe  warriors  in  A  rank  can  trMid. 
We  thence  descended  to  tb^  Phocian  camp. 
Beset  with  scattered  oaks,  w^ich  rose  and  spread 
f  n  height  and  shade ;  on  whose  sustaining  bought 
Were  hung  in  snowy  folds  a  thousand  tents^ 
Containing  each  a  Phociad  heavy-mail'd 
With  two  light-weapon'd  menials.   Nortikwkrd  ends 
The  vale,  contracted  to  that  narrow  strait. 
Which  first  we  saw  with  Mycon*'—"  Prudent  care 
Like  yours  alleviates  mme,"  weil-pleas'd  the  king 
Reply'd.     **  Now,  Agis,  ffom  Arcadia's  bands 
Select  a  thousand  spears.    To  them  unite 
The  Thespians  and  Platasans.    Draw  their  lines 
Beneath  the  wall,  which  fortifies  the  pass. 
There,  cloae-embody'd,  will  their  might  repulse 
The  nttm*roos  foe.    Demophilus  salute. 
Approved  in  martial  service  him  I  name 
The  chief  supreme."    Obedient  to  his  will 
Th'  appointed  warriors,  issuing  from  the  tents» 
Fill  their  deep  files,  and  watch  the  high  command. 
So  round  their  monarch  ra  his  stormy  hall 
The  winds  assemble.    From  his  dusky  throne 
His  dreadful  mandates  iBolus  proclaims 
To  swell  the  main,  or  Heav'n  with  clouds  defunn. 
Or  bend  the  forest  from  the  mofliutani's  brow. 
Lacooia^s  leader  from  the  rampart's  height 
To  battle  Uyu  the  list'oing  host  inflames. 

'*  This  day,  O  Grecians,  countrymen  and  friends 
Your  wives,  your  oflbpring,  your  paternal  seats. 
Your  parents,  country,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Demand  your  swords.    You  gen'roqs,  active,  brave, 
Vera'd  in  the  various  discipline  of  Mara, 
Are  now  to  grapple  with  ignoble  fbes. 
In  war  unskilful.  Nature's  basest  dross. 
And  thence  a  monarch's  mercenary  slaves. 
Relaz'd  their  limbs,  their  spirits  are  deprav'd 
By  eastern  sloth  and  pleasures.    Hire  their  cause. 
Their  only  fruit  of  victory  is  spoil. 
They  know  not  freedom,  nor  its  liberal  cares. 
Such  is  the  flow'r  of  Asia's  host    The  rest, 
Wlio  fill  her  boasted  numben,  are  a  crowd, 
Forc'd  from  their  homes ;  a  populace  in  peace 
By  jealous  tyranny  disarm'd,  in  war 
Their  tyrant's  victims.    Taught  in  passive  grief 
To4>ear  the  rapine,  cruelty,  and  spurns 
Of  Xerxes'  mercenary  band,  they  pine 
In  servitude  to  slaves.    With  terrour  sounds 
The  trumpet's  clangour  in  their  trembling  ears. 
Unwonted  loads,  the  buckler  and  the  lance 
Their  hands  sustain,  encumber'd,  and  present 
The  mockery  of  war        But  ev'ry  eye 
Shoots  forth  impatient  flames.  Your  gallant  breasts 
Too  long  their  swelling  spirit  have  confined. 
Go  then,  ye  sons  of  Liberty ;  go,  «weep 
These  bondmen  from  the  field.     Resistless  rend 
The  glitt'ring  standard  from  their  servile  grasp. 
Hurl  to  the  ground  their  ignominious  headb, 
The  warrior*s  helm  profiining.    Think,  the  shades 
Of  your  forefathers  lift  their  sacred  brows 
Here  to  ei^oy  the  glory  of  their  sons." 

He  spake.    Loud  pxans  issue  from  the  Greeki^ 
In  fierce  reply  barbarian  shouts  ascend 
From  hostile  nations,  thronging  down  the  pass. 
Such  is  the  roar  of  Etna,  when  his  mouth 
Displodes  combustion  from  his  sulph'rous  depths 
I'o  blast  the  smiles  of  Nature.     Dauntle  s  tstopd 
In  deep  array  befbre  the  Phocian  wall  - 
The  phalanx,  wedg'd  with  implicated  shields. 
And  spears  protended,  like  the  graceful  range 
Of  arduous  elms,  whose  interwoven  boughs   ^ 
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Before  aoiW6  nnra]  palace  wide  expand 

Their  venerable  umbrage  to  retard 

The  North's  impetnous  wing.    As  o'er  the  main 

In  lucid  rows  the  rising  waves  reflect 

The  Sun's  effulgence ;  so  the  Grecian  helms 

Retum*d  his  light,  which  o'er  their  convex  ponr'd 

A  splendour,  sditteHd  through  the  dancing  plumes. 

Down  rush  the  foes.    Exulting  in  their  van. 
Their  haughty  leader  shakes  his  threatening  lance, 
Pro^kjng  battle.     Instant  from  his  rank 
Diomedon  bursts  furious.     On  he  strides, 
Confinonts  Tigranes,  whom  he  thus  defies. 

**  Now  art  thou  met,  barbarian.    Wouldst  thou 
prove 
Thy  actions  equal  to  thy  vaunts,  command 
Thy  troops  to  halt,  while  thou  and  I  engage." 

I'igranes,  turning  to  the  Persians,  spake. 
**  My  friends  and  soldiers,  check  your  martial  haste, 
While  my  strong  lanoe  that  Grecian's  pride  con- 
founds." I 

He  ceas'd.    In  dreadful  opposition  soon 
Each  combatant  advanced.    Their  sinewy  hands 
Orip'd  fast  their  spears,  high-brandish'd.    Thrice 

they  drove 
With  well-directed  ibrce  the  pointed  steel 
At  cither's  throat,  artd  thrice  their  wary  shields 
Repell'd  the  n^eoac'd  wound.     The  Asian  chief 
At  length,  with  powers  collected  for  the  stroke, 
His  weapon  rivets  iji  the  Grecian  targe 
Aside  Diomedon  inclines,  and  shuns 
Approaching  fate;  then  all  his  martial  skill 
Uudaunteil  summons.     His  forsaken  spear 
Beside  him  cast,  his  falchion  he  unsheaths. 
The  blade,  descending  on  Tigranes'  arm. 
That  instant  struggling  to  redeem  his  fance, 
The  liervous  faiiand  dissevers.    BUe  affright 
CFnmans  the  Persian ;  while  his  active  foe 
Full  on  his  neck  discharged  the  rapid  sWord, 
Which  opened  wide  the  purple  gates  of  death. 
Low  sinks  Tigranes  in  eternal  shade. 
His  prostrate  limbs  the  conqueror  bestrides; 
Then  m  a  tuft  of  blood-distilling  hair 
His  hand  entwining,  from  the  maogled  trunk 
The  head  di^oins,  ibd  whirls  with  matchless  strength 
Among  the  advetse  legions.    All  in  dread 
Recoil'd,  where^er  the  ghastly  visage  flew 
In  sanguine  circles,  and  pursu'd  its  track 
Of  borrour  through  the  air.    Not  more  amaz'd, 
A  barb'rous  nation,  whom  the  cheerful  dawn 
Of  science  ne'er  illumin'd,  view  on  high 
A  meteor,  waving  its  portentous  fires ; 
Where  oft,  as  fUiperstition  vainly  dreams. 
Some  demon  sits  amid  the  baneful  blaze, 
Diffipersing  plague  and  desolation  round. 
Awhile  the-stem  Diomedon  remain'd 
Triumphant  o'er  the  dire  dismay,  which  froze 
The  heart  of  Persia ;  then  with  haughty  pace 
In  sullen  joy  among  his  gladsome  friends 
Resuni'd  his  station.    Still  the  hostile  throng 
In  consternation  motionless  suspend 
'Hiecharge.  Their  drooping  hearts  Phraortes  warms. 
'^*  Heav'n !  can  one  leader's  fate  appal  this  host, 

Whi^h  <rount«  ft  train  nf  nrinr.p«  finr  tt<i  rhiAlk  } 


Declining  valour  in  the  van.     His  lance 
Then  in  the  rear  he  brandishes.    Tlie  crowd 
Biefore  his  threat'ning  ire,  affrighted,  roll  ' 
Their  numbers  headlong  on  the  Grecian  steel. 
Thns  with  bis  trident  ocean's  angry  god 
From  their  vast  bottom  turns' the  mighty  mass 
Of  waters  upward,  and  o'erwhelms  the  beach. 

Tremendous  frown*d  the  fierce  Platsean  chief 
Full  in  the  battle's  front     His  ample  shield 
like  a  strong  bulwark  prominent  he  rais'd 
Before  the  line.    There  thundered  all  the  storm     - 
Of  darts  and  arrows.    His  undaunted  train 
In  emulating  ardour  charg'd  the  foe. 
Where?er  they  tum'd  the  formidable  spears. 
Which  drench'd  the  glebe  of  Marathon  in  blood. 
Barbarian  dead  lay  heap'd.    Diomedon 
Led  on  the  slaughter.     From  his  nodding  crest 
The  sable  plumes  shook  terrour.     Asia's  host 
Shrunk  bachi  as  blasted  by  the  piercing  beams 
Of  that  unconquerable  sword,  which  fell 
With  lightning's  swiftness  on  diasever'd  helms. 
And,  menacing  Tigranes'  doom  to  all. 
Their  multitude  dispers'd.     The  furious  chief^ 
Encompass'd  round  by  carnage,  and  besmear'd 
With  sanguine  drops,  inflames  his  warlike  friends. 

"  O  Dithyrambus,  let  thy  deeds  this  day 
Snrmount  their  wonted  lustre.     Tliou  in  arms, 
Demophilus,  worn  grey,  thy  youth  recall. 
Behold,  these  slaves  without  resistance  bleed. 
Advance,  my  hoary  friend.     Propitious  fame 
Smiles  on  thy  years.     She  grants  thy  aged  hand 
To  pluck  fresh  laurels  for  thy  honoured  brow." 

As,  when  enduM  with  Promethean  heat. 
The  molten  clay  respired ;  a  sudden  warmth 
Glows  in  the  venerable  Thespian's  veins ; 
In  ev'ry  sinew  new-lram  vigour  swells. 
His  falchion,  thund'ring  on  Cherasmes'  helm. 
The  forehead  cleaves.    Ecbatana  to  war 
Sent  forth  Cherasmes.    From  her  potent  gates 
He  proud  in  hope  her  swarming  numbers  led. 
Him  Ariazus  and  Peucestes  joined, 
His  martial  brothers.     They  attend  bis  fate, 
By  Dithyrambus  pierc'd.    Their  hoary  sire 
Shall  o'er  his  solitary  palace  roam  ; 
Lamenting  loud  his  childless  years,  shall  curse 
Ambition's  ftiry,  and  the  hist  of  war, 
Then,  pining,  bow  in  anguish  to  the  grave. 

Next  by  the  fierce  Plata^an's  fatal  sword 
Expir'd  Damates,  once  the  host  and  friend 
Of  fall'n  Tigranes.     By  bis  side  to  fight 
He  left  his  native  bands.    Of  S3rrian  birth 
In  Daphn^  he  resided  near  the  grove, 
Whose  hospitable  laurels  in  their  shade 
Conceal'd  the  virgin  fugitive  averse 
To  young  Apollo.     Hither  she  retir'd 
Far  from  her  parent  stream.     Here  fables  feigi|^ 
Herself  a  laurel,  chang'd  her  golden  hair 
To  verdant  leaves  in  this  retreat,  the  grove 
Of  Daphn^  cali'd,  the  seat  of  rural  bliss, 
Fann'd  by  the  breath  of  Zephyrs,  and  with  ritb 
From  bubbling  founts  irriguous,  Syria's  boast. 
The  happy  rival  of  Thessalia's  vale, 
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>1rbe  sails  at  large,  her  sloir  but  steady  bourse 
Impels  througb  myriads  of  dividing  wares; 
So,  unresisted,  through  barbarian  throngs 
The  hoary  phalanx  pass'd.    Arcadia's  sons 
PursoM  more  swift.    Gigantic  Clonius  press*d 
The  jrielding  Persians,  who  befare  him  sunk, 
Crusb'd  like  vile  stabMe  underneath  the  steps 
Of  some  glad  peasant,  visiting  his  fields 
Of  De*-shom  harvest.    On  the  gen'ral  rout 
Phraortes  look'd  intrepid  still.     He  sprang 
O'er  hills  of  carnage  to  confront  the  foe. 
His  own  raglorious  friends  he  thus  reproach*d. 

"  Fly  then,  ye  cowards,  and  desert  your  chief. 
Yet  single  here  my  target  shall  oppose 
The  shock  of  thousands.*'    Raging,  he  impeb 
His  deathful  point  through  Aristander*s  breast. 
Him  Dtthyrambus  lov'd.    A  sacred  bard, 
Rever'd  for  justice,  for  his  verse  renownM, 
He  song  the  deeds  of  heroes,  those  who  fell, 
Or  those  who  con^aer'd  in  their  country's  cause, 
Th*  enraptur'd  soul  inspiring  with  the  love 
Of  glory,  eam'd  by  virtue.    His  high  strain 
Tbe  Muses  favoinr*d  from  their  neighb*ring  bowVs, 
And  Uess'd  with  heav'niy  melody  bis  lyre. 
Kb  more  from  Thespia  shall  his  feet  ascend 
The  sb'ady  steep  of  Helicon ;  no  more 
Tbe  stream  divine  of  Aganippe's  fount 
Bedew  his  lip  harmonious:  nor  his  hands, 
'Which,  dyii^T,  grasp  the  unforsaken  lance. 
And  prostrate  buckler,  ever  more  accord 
His  lofty  numbers  to  tbe  sounding  shell. 
lo  i  Dithjrrambtts  weeps.    Amid  the  rage 
Of  war  and  conquest  swift]y-g«isbing  tears 
Rod  one  sad  moment's  interval  to  ftUl 
On  his  palefriend.     But  soon  tbe  victor  proves 
His  stem  revenge.     Through  shield  and  conelet 

plung'd, 
His  forcefbl  blade  divides  the  Persian's  chest; 
Whence  issue  streams  of  royal  blood,  deriv'd 
From  ancestors,  who  sway'd  m  Ninus  old 
Th'  .Assyrian  sceptre.     He,  to  Xerxes*  throne 
A  tributary  satrap,  rul'd  the  vales. 
Where  Tigris  swift  b^ween  the  parted  hills 
Of  tall  Niphates  drew  his  foamy  tide. 
Impregnating  the  meads.    Phniortes  sinks, 
Not  instantly  expiring.     Still  his  eyes 
Flash  indignation,  while  the  Persians  fly. 

Beyond  the  Malian  entrance  of  the  straits 
Th'  Arcadians  rush ;  when,  unperceiv*d  till  felt, 
Spiiog  from  concealment  in  a  thicket  deep 
Nev  swarms  of  warriors,  clustring  on  the  flank 
Of  these  unwary  Grecians.    Tow'rds  the  bay     . 
They  shrink.    They  totter  on  the  fearful  e^e. 
Which  overhangs  a  precipice.     Surpris'tl, 
The  strength  of  Clonius  foils.     His  giant  bulk 
Beneath  the  chieftain  of  th'  assailing  band 
falls  prostrate.    Thespians  and  Platsans  wave 
Anidliar  ensigns.    They  encounter  foes, 
Besembling  Greeks  in  discipline  and  arms. 
Dite  is  tbe  shofek.     What  less,  than  Caria's  queen 
Ip  their  career  of  victory  could  check 
S«ch  warriors?  Fierce  she  stru^^gles;  while  the  root 
Of  Medes  and  Cissians  carry  to  the  camp 
Contagious  terrour:  thence  no  succour  flows. 
I^emophHus  stands  firm;'  the'Carian  band 
At  length  recoil  before  hrm.     Keen  pursuit 
He  leaves  to  other,  like  th'  almighty  Sire, 
Who  sits  unshaken  on  his  throne,  while  floods. 
His  histrumenu  of  wrath,  o'erwhelm  the  Earth, 
Aad  whirlwinds  level  on  her  hills  the  growth 
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Of  proudest  cedars.    Throd|fh  the  yieMUiig  tnmd 
Platsea's  chief  and  DithyramUis  range 
Triumphant  side  by  side.    Thus  o'er  the  field, 
Where  bright  Alphens  heard  the  rattling  car 
And  concave  hoof  akmg  his  echoiag  banks. 
Two  gen*rous  coursers,  Ifnk'd  in  mutual  reins. 
In  speed,  in  ardour  equal,  beat  the  dust 
To  f«ach  the  glories  of  Otympiafr  goal. 
Tb'  intrepid  heroes  on  the  plain  advance. 
They  press  the  Carian  rear.    Not  long  tbe  queen 
Endures  that  shame.    Her  people's  dyrog  groans 
Transpierce  her  bosom.    On  their  Ueedmg  limbi 
She  looks  maternal,  feels  maternal  pangs. 
A  troop  she  rallies.    Goddess-like  she  toras. 
Not  less  than  Pallas  with  hertSorgon  shield. 
Whole  ranks  she  covers  like  th'  imperial  bird 
Extending  o'er  a  nest  t>f  callow  young 
Her  pinion  broad,  and  pointing  fierce  her  beak. 
Her  claws  ootstretoh'd.  TbeThespian's  ardent  hand, 
From  common  lives  refraining,  hastes  to  snatoh 
More  splendid  laurels  from  that  nobler  bead. 
His  pond'rous  fhlchion,  swift  descending,  bean 
Her  buckler  down,  thence  glandng,  cut8>tbe  thong. 
Which  holds  her  headpiece  fast  That  golden  fence 
Drops  down.    Thick  tresses,  unconfin'd,  disclose 
A  female  warrior ;  one,  whose  summer  pride 
Of  fleeting  beauty  had  begnn  to  fade. 
Yet  by  th'  heroic  character  supply 'd, 
Which  grew  more  awful,  as  the  touch  of  time 
Remov'd  the  soft'ning  graces.     Back  he  steps, 
Unmann'd  by  wonder.    With  indignaut  eyes. 
Fire-darting,  she  advances.     Both  her  hands 
Full  on  his  crest  discharge  the  furious  blade. 
The  forceful  blow  compds  him  to  recede 
Yet  farther  back,  unwounded,  though  eonfbs'd. 
His  soldiers  fiock  around  him.     From  a  scene ' 
Of  blood  more  distant  speeds  Plataa's  chief. 
The  foir  occasion  of  suspended  fight 
She  teizes,  bright  in  glory  wheels  away,    . 
And  saves  her  Carian  remnant.    While  his  fHend 
In  fervent  sounds  Diomedon  bespake. 

**  If  thou  art  slain,  I  curse  this  glorious  day. 
Be  all  thy  trophies,  be  ray  own  acours'd." 

The  youth,  recover'd,  answers  in  a  smile. 
*'  1  am  unhurt    The  weighty  bk>w  prddaim'd 
The  queen  of  Caria,  or  Bellona*s  arm* 
Our  longer  stay  Demophilus  may  blame. 
Let  us  prevent  his  call."    This  said^their  ste^ 
They  turn,  both  striding  through  empurpled  heapix 
Of  arms,  and  mangled  slain,  themselves  with  gore 
DisUin'd  like  two  grim  tigers,  who  have  forc'd 
A  nightly  mansion,  on  the  desert  ra^s'd 
By  some  lone-wand'riog  traveller,  then,  dy*d 
In  human  crimson,  through  the  forest  deep 
Ba<ik  to  their  covert's  dreary  ^oom  retire. 

Stem  Artemisia,  sweeping  o'er  the  field. 
Bursts  into  Asia's  camp.    A  furious  look 
She  casts  around.    Abrocomes- remote 
With  Hsrperantbes  from  tbe  king  wero  sent 
She  sees  Argestes  in  that  quarter  chief, 
Wiio  from  battalions  numberfess  had  spar'd 
Not  one  to  succour,  but  his  malice  gorg'd 
With  her  disUfess.     Her  anger  i^w  augments. 
Revenge -ftt>wns  ii^loomy  on  her  Hai-ken'd  brdw. 
He  cautious  moves  to  Xerxes,  where  he  sat  ' 
High  on  his  car.    She  foHows.     Lost  her  helm, 
Rcsirn'd  to  sp(>rtive  winds  her  cluster *d  locks, 
Wild,  but  majestic  like  the  waving  boughs 
Of  some  proud  elm,  the  glory  of  the  grove. 
And  ftUI  in  foliHe.    Herp«i{Wa^»KjL«(»p^g|g 
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With  gofe  ic  Urnish'd.    Pftle  aroiind  are  seen 
All  faint,  all  ghastly  firom  repeated  wounds 
Her  bleeding  soldiers.     Brandishing  her  sword, 
To  them  she  points,  to  Xerxes  thus  she  speaks. 

**  Behold  these  mangled  Carians,  who  have  spent 
Their  vital  current  in  the  king*s  defence, 
Ev*n  in  his  sight;  while  Modes  and  Citeians  fled, 
By  these  protected,  whom  Argestes  saw 
Pursu'd  by  slaughter  to  thy  very  camp. 
Yet  left  unhelp'd  to  perish.    Ruling  sire. 
Let  Horomazes  be  thy  name,  or  Jove, 
To  thee  appealing,  of  the  king  I  claim 
A  day  for  justice     Monarch,  to  my  arm 
Give  him  a  prey.    Let  Artemisia's  truth 
Chastise  his  treason."    With  an  eye  sobmiss, 
A  mem  obsequious,  and  a  soothing  tone 
To  cheat  the  king,  to  moderate  her  ire 
Argestes  utters  these  fisllacious  words. 

**  May  Horomazes  leave  the  fiend  at  large     ^ 
To  blast  my  earthly  happiness,  confine 
Amid  the  hommrs  of  his  own  abode 
My  ghost  hereafter,  if  the  sacred  charge 
Of  Xerxes^  person  was  not  my  restraint. 
My  sole  restraint  1  To  him  our  all  is  due. 
Our  all  how  trifling  with  his  safety  weighed! 
His  preservation  I  prefer  to  fame, 
And  bright  occasion  for  immortal  deeds 
Forego  in  duty.     Else  my  helpful  sword, 
Fair  heroine  of  Asia,  hadst  thou  seen 
Among  the  foremost  blazing.    Lo  !  the  king 
A  royal  present  will  on  thee  bestow. 
Perfumes  and  precious  unguenti»  on  the  dead, 
A  golden  wreath  to  each  survivor  brave." 
.  AW'd  by  her  spirit,  by  the  flatt'rers  spell 
Deluded,  languid  through  dismay  and  shame 
At  his  defeat,  the  monarch  for  a  time 
Sat  mute,  at  length  nnlock'd  his  fait' ring  lips. 

**  Thou  hear'st,  great  princess.     Rest  content 
I  ratify.    Yet  further,  1  proclaim  [His  words 

Thee  of  my  train  first  counsellor  and  chief.*' 

**  O  eagle-ey*d  discernment  in  the  king! 
O  wisdom  equal  to  hb  boundless  powert" 
The  purpled  sycophant  exclaims.    **  Thon  seest 
Her  matchless  talents.    Wanting  her,  thy  fleet. 
The  floating  bolwaikof  our  hopes,  laments, 
PoiI'd  in  her  absence,  in  her  conduct  safe. 
Thy  penetrating  sight  dirtcts  the  field  ; 
There  let  her  worth  be  hazarded  no  more.*' 

*'  Thy  words  are  wise,"   the    blinded   prince 
Rjoins. 
**  Return,  brave  Carian,  to  thy  naval  charge." 

Thus  to  remove  her  from  the  royal  ear 
Maliciovw  guile  prevails.    Redoubled  rage 
Swells  in  her  boaom.    0emaratus  sees. 
And  calms  the  storm  by  rendering  up  his  charge 
To  her  maternal  hand.    Her  son  belov'd 
Dispels  the  Aires.    Then  the  Spartan  thus. 
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The  night  with  double  darkness,  only  pierc'd 

By  Heav*n*s  blue  fire,  while  thunder  shakes  the  pole,  • 

The  orient  Sun,  difi'using  genial  warmth. 

Refines  the  troubled  air ;  the  blast  is  mute ; 

Death-pointed  fiames  disperse;  and  placid  Jove 

Looks  down  in  smiles:  so  prudence  from  the  lips 

Of  Demaratus,  by  his  tone,  his  mien,  ^ 

His  aspect  strengthening  smooth  persuasion*s  flow. 

Composed  her  spirit.    She  with  him  departs. 

The  king  assigns  a  thousand  hoqte  to  guard 

Th'  illustrious  exile  and  heroic  dame. 
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THE  ARGUMEJrr. 

The  Grecian  cbmmanden  after  the  pursuit  retire 
for  refreshment  to  a  cave  in  the  side  of  mount 
CEta.  Deraophilus  returns  to  the  camp;  Diome- 
don  remains  in  the  cave:  while  Dithyninibu% 
discovering  a  pas$a(^  through  it,  ascends  to  the 
temple  of  the  Muses.  After  a  long  discounta 
with  Melissa,  the  daughter  of  Oileus  she  en- 
tmsts  him  with  a  solemn  message  to  T^eunidas. 
Dtthyrambus  depotes  this  charge  to  Megistiaa, 
the  augur.  T^eouidas,  recalling  the  forces  first 
engag^,  sends  down  a  fresh  body.  Diomedoii 
and  Dithjrrambus  are  permitted  on  their  own  re- 
quest to  continue  in  the  field  with  the  Plata^ans. 
By  the  advice  of  Diomedon  the  Grecians  ad- 
vance to  the  broadest  part  of  Thermopylse,  where 
they  form  a  line  of  twenty  in  depth,  consisting  of 
the  Plataeans,  Mantineans,  Tegsans,  Thebans, 
Corinthians,  Phliasians,  and  Mycenspans.  The 
Spartans  compose  a  second  line  in  a  narrower 
part.  Behind  them  are  placed  the  light  armed 
troops  under  Alpheus,  and  further  back  a  pha- 
lanx of  Locrians  under  Medon,  the  son  of  Oileos. 
Dieneces  commands  the  whole. 


Now  Dithyrambus  and  Platsa^s  chief. 
Their  former  post  attaining,  had  rejoin 'd 
Demophilus.     Recumbent  on  his  shield 
Phraortes,  gasping  there,  attracts  their  sight 
To  him  in  pity  Thespians  gallant  youth 
Approaching,  thus  his  generous  soul  exprcss*d. 

«  Liv'stthou,  brave  Persian  ?  By  propitious  Jovi^ 
From  whom  the  pleasing  stream  of  mercy  flowa 
Through  morUl  bosoms,  less  my  soul  rejoic'd. 
When  fortune  bless'd  with  victory  my  arm. 
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«i]tf!  iMMvgbrioiitvHvtlMtbleedhigbraMt, 
Had  Jvtioe  bise'd  the  bocUer  on  tby  arm, 
Aid  to  prenrve  a  people  bade  thee  die. 
Who  Dov  tbaU  moarn  tbea  ?  Thy  ongratofa]  king 
Witt  fooa  forget  tby  worth.    Thy  native  laud 
Xay  iiise  aa  empty  moDumeiit»  but  feel 
No  public  mxnm.    Thy  recorded  name 
Sludl  valce  among  thy  conntrymen  no  ugbt 
for  tbetr  loit  hero.    What  to  them  arait'd 
Thy  might,  thy  danntiets  spirit  ?  Not  to  guard 
Tlieir  wires,  tl^ir  oApring  from  th'  oppressor*! 
But  to  extend  oppresiHon  didst  thoa  laH,      [hand; 
Berlisps  with  inborn  virtues  in  thy  soot, 
Wliieli,  hot  thy  froward  d«s6ny  forbade, 
By  freedom  clkerish'd,  might  have  l>less*d  mankind. 
AU-bodnteous  Nature,  thy  impartial  laws 
To  no  selected  race  of  men  confine 
The  seme  of  glory,  fortitude,  and  all 
Hie  nobler  passions,  which  eialt  the  mind. 
And  render  life  illustrious.    These  thou  plant'st 
h  eftj  soil    Bat  fipe«lem,  like  the  Sun, 
Must  warm  the  gen'rous  seeds.    By  her  alone 
They  bkiom,  tb^  flourish;  while  oppression  \AmA 
The  tender  virtues :  bence  a  spurious  growth, 
fdse  honour,  snvmge  valour  taint  the  soul. 
And  wild  ambition:  hence  rapacious  pow'r 
The  ravsg'd  Earth  unpeoples,  and  the  brave, 
A  feast  for  dogs,  th^  ensanguined  field  bestrew." 

He  said.    Around  the  venerable  man 
The  warriors  throng'd  attentive.    Guuqoest  hush'd 
Its  joyful  transports.    O'er  the  horrid  field, 
Rode  sosne  so  late  of  tumult,  all  was  calm. 
So,  when  the  song  of  Thracian  Orpheus  drew 
To  Hebras*  margin  from  their  dreary  sesUs 
lliesavage breed,  which  Hsmus,  wrapp'd  in  clouds, 
Hngams  cdd,  and  Rbodopean  snows 
h  Uood  and  discord  nors'd,  the  soothing  strain 
I'Wd  with  enchantment  through  the  ravish'd  ear. 
Their  fteroeaess  melted,  and,  amaz'd,  they  leam'd 
The  sacred  laws  of  justice,  which  the  bard 
Mix^d  with  the  music  of  his  heavenly  string. 

Meantime  th>  Arcadians  with  inverted  arms 
And  banners,  sad  and  solemn  on  their  shields 
lite  giant  Ihnbs  of  Ckmius  bore  afong 
1^  spread  a  general  woe.    The  noble  corse, 
Dire  spectacle  of  carpage,  passmgby 
To  those  hat  hononrs,  which  the  dead  partake, 
Strack  Ditbyrambus.    Swift  fis  melted  eye 
Keriew*d  Pbraortes  on  the  rock  supine; 
Then  on  the  sage  Demopbilus  he  lookM 
latent,  and  spake.     '<  My  heart  retains  thy  words. 
Tha  hour  may  witness,  how  rapacious  pow'r 
Hte  Earth  unpeoples.    Clonius  is  no  morsb 
^  he,  by  <H«eoe  lamented,  will  acquire- 
A  signal  tomb.    This  gallant  Persian,  cmsh'd 
Bnesth  my  fortune,  bath'd  in  blood  still  warn, 
May  tie  forgotten  by  his  thankless  king; 
Yet  not  by  me  neglected  shall  remain 
A  asked  corse."    The  good  old  man  replies. 

**  My  genYous  child,  deserving  that  success 
Thy  sm  hath  gam*d!  When  vital  breath  is  fled, 
Oor  friends,  our  foes  are  equal  dust    Both  claim 
The  fWral  passage  to  that  future  seat 
Of  betag,  where  no  enmity  revives. 
There  Greek  and  Persian  will  together  quaff 
In  amsnathine  bow*rs  the  cup  of  bliss 
loMnortaL    Him,  thy  valour  slew  on  Barth, 
la  that  bles'd  region  thou  mayst  find  a  friend." 

This  said,  the  ready  Thespians  he  comiB^ndt 
To  lift  Pbraortes  firom  bii  bed  of  de^th, 
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Th' empurpled  rock.  OnlitrMehMoBtalrgeti  broad. 
Sustained  by  bands  late  hostile,  now  humane, 
He  follows  Clonius  to  the  fira'ral  pyre. 

A  cave  not  distant  from  the  Phodan  wall 
Through  (Eta's  cloven  side  had  Nature  fbrm'd 
In  spacious  windings.    This  in  moss  she  clad ; 
0*er  half  the  entrance  downward  from  the  roots 
She  hong  the  shaggy  trunks  of  branchhig  firs. 
To  Heav'a's  hot  ray  impervious.    Near  the  mouth' 
Relncent  laurels  spread  befbre  the  Sun 
A  broad  and  vivid  foliage.    High  above. 
The  hill  was  darken'd  by  a  solemn  shade, 
Diffus'd  frook  ancient  cedars.    To  this  cave 
Diomedon,  Demopbilus  resort. 
And  Thespia's  youth.    A  deep  recess  appearib 
Cool  as  the  asure  grot  where  Thetis  sleeps 
Beneath  the  vaulted  ocean.    Whispered  sounds 
Of  waters,  trilling  from  the  riven  stone 
To  feed  a  fountaiq  on  the  rocky  floor. 
In  purest  streams  o'erflowing  to  the  sea. 
Allure  the  warriors,  hot  with  toU  and  thint. 
To  thif  retreat  serene.    Agamst  the  sides 
Their  disencumber'd  hands  repose  their  shields ; 
The  heUns  they  loosen  from  their  glowing  cheeks; 
Propped  on  their  spears  they  rest:  when  AgisbringI 
From  Lacedsemon's  leader  these  commands. 

*<  Leonidas  recalls  you  firom  your  toils. 
Ye  meritorious  Grecians.    Yon  have  reaped 
The  first  bright  harvest  on  the  field  of  fodie. 
Our  eyes  in  wonder  fiixxn  the  Phocian  wall 
On  your  unequali'd  deeds  mcessant  gasU" 

To  whom  Platssa's  chie£    *<  Go,  Agis,  say 
To  Lacedflfmon's  ruler,  that,  untir'd, 
Diomedon  can  yet  exalt  his  tpear. 
Nor  ffsels  the  armour  heavy  on  his  limbs. 
Then  shall  I  quit  the  contest?  Ere  he  sinks, 
Shall  not  this  early  Sun  again  behold 
The  slaves  of  Xerxes  tremble  at  mv  lance, 
SbMid  they  adventure  on  a  fresh  assault?" 

To  him  the  The^an  youth.    «  My  friend,  my 
■guide 
To  noble  actions,  since  thy  gen'roos  heart 
Intent  on  feme  disdams  to  rest,  O  grant, 
I  too  thy  glorious  labours  may  partake,         , 
May  learn  once  more  to  imitafo  thy  deeds. 
Thou,  gentlest  Agis,  Sparta's  king  entreat 
Not  to  command  us  firom  the  field  of  war.'* 

"  Yes,  perMvering  heroes,*'  he  reply'd, 
**  I  will  return,  will  SparU^  king  entreat 
Not  to  covmand  you  from  the  fiefai  of  war.* 

Then  intWpos'd  Demopbilus.    "  O  friend. 
Who  leadst  to  conquest  brave  I^atsa's  sons^ 
Thou  too,  lov'd  oflbpring  of  the  dearest  man. 
Who  dost  restore  a  brother  to  my  eyes ; 
My  soul  your  magnanimity  applauds  i 
But,  O  reiaect,  that  unabating  toil     - 
Subdues  the  mightiest    Valour  will  rephie. 
When  the  weak  hand  obeys  the  heart  no  more. 
Yet  I,  declining  through  the  weight  oC  yean. 
Will  not  assign  a  measure  to  your  strength. 
If  still  yon  find  your  vigour  nndecajr'dl. 
Stay  and  augment  your  glory.    So,  when  time 
Casts  from  your  whtten'd  heads  the  helm  aside; 
When  in  thetemples  your  enfeebled  arms 
Hava  hung  then'  consecrated  slkelds,  the  land 
Which  gave  you  life,  in  her  defence  emplojr'd. 
Shall  then  by  honours,  doubled  on  your  ag«. 
Requite  the  gen'rous  labonri  of  your  prime.'* 

So  spake  the  senior,  and  forsook  the  cave. 
Bat  from  the  fount  Diomedon  receive  , 
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1%*  tf^rilowinfe  friltfn  in  fa$s  Concave  hehn, 
Addrc^Biog  ^us  the  j^cuius  of  ^6  8tr6fttti« 

<<  Whoe'er  tfaoa  art,  difhiity  anstahi'd 
Of  this  Mr  foantam,  till  aropanng  Man  . 
HeajTd  carnage  round  lliee,  bounteous  are  thy 

streams 
To  tne,  who  ill  repay  thee.    I  mgain 
Thy  s'tlver^gleaming  curt^t  tnttst  |>onute,  [slime.** 
Which,  ihixM  with  gore,  shall  tinge  the  Malian 

He  said,  and  lifted  in  Ills  brimming  cascfue 
The  bright,  refreshing'moistare.    Thns  fdjpairs 
The  spotted  panther  to  Hydaftpes'  side, 
Or  easten  IndUs,  feasted  on  the  blobd 
Of  some  torn  deer,  which  nijirh  his  cruel  grasp 
Had  roamM,  unheeding,  in  the  secret  shade; 
Rapacious  o*er  the  humid  brink  he  stoops. 
And  in  the  '|>ure  and  fluid  crystal  cools 
His  reeking  jaws.     Meantime  the  Thespian's  «ye 
Roves  round  the  vaulted  space;   when  siraden 
Of  music,  utterM  by  melodious  harps,        [sounds 
And  melllug  voices,  distant,  but  in  tones 
By  distance  soften'd,  while  the  Echoes  sigh'd 
In  luUing  replication,  fill  the  vault 
With  harmony.     In  admiration  mute, 
With  nerves  unbracM  by  rapture,  he,  entranc*d, 
Stands  like  an  eagle,  wheU  his  parting  plumes 
The  balm  of  sleep  relaxes,  and  his  wings 
Fall  froAi  his  languid  side.    Plataea's  chief, 
Observing)  rousM  the  warrior.    **  Son  of  Mars, 
Shall  miistc^  softness  from  thy  boeom  steal 
The  sense  of  "glory  ?  From  his  neighboring  camp 
Perhaps  the  Persian  sends  firesh  nations  down. 
Soon  in  bright  steel  Thermopylae  will  blkze. 
Awake.    Accustomed  to  the  clang  of  arms. 
Intent  on  vengeance  fbr  hivaded  Greece, 
My  ear,'  my  spirit  hi  this  hour  admit 
No  new  sensation,  nor  a  change  of  thought.'' 

The  Thespian,  starting  from  oblivious  sleuth 
Of  ravishment  and  wonder,  quidc  reply'd.         * 

«  These  smmds  were  more  than  human.   Hark ! 
Again  ! 
O  honour*d  friend,  no  udv^rse  banner  streams 
In  sight    No  shout  jmiclaims  the  Persian  fineed 
From  bis  late  terrour.    I>eeper  let  us  plunge 
In  this  mysterious  dwelling  of  the  nymphs, 
Whose  voiced  charm  its  gloom."    In  smi  les  rgoinVl 
Diomedon.    <*  I  see  thy  soul  entbralN. 
Me  thou  Wouldst  r46k  amoiig  th'  unlett^r'd  rout 
Of  yon  bdrbariuYis,  should  I  press  thy  stay. 
Time  favtmrs  too.    Till  Agis  be  retum'd, 
We  camiot  afct    Indulge  thy  eager  search. 
Here  will  I  wait,  a  ceuthiel  unmovM, 
To  watoh  thy  coming.'*    In  exploring' fiaste 
Th'  impatient  Thespian  penetratiiff  the  <5ave. 
He  finds  it  bodnded  by  a  steep  asc^t 
Of  rugged  steps ;  where  down  the  bollaiw  rock 
A  modulatioa  dear,  diMinct,*and  slow 
In  movement  9ol<hsin  from  a  lyrfc  string. 
Dissolves  the  stagnant  air  io'  s#eet  accord 


Ptrvading,  rives  Che  Partes  to  «iilai^ 

The  long-impri«on*d  flame.    Ascending  soon, 

He  sees,  hfrvtands  ab«^*d,  then  rev*rent  kneels. 

An  aged  temple  with  hwculptur'd  forms 
Of  Jove's  harmonious  daughters,  and  a  traiii 
Of  nine  bright  virgins,  liound  their  pirieitess  vai^tt. 
Who  stood  in  tfwful  majesty,  receive 
His  unexpected  feet    The  song  is  hash*d. 
The  measur'd  raovemetat  on  the  lyric  chord 
In  feint  vibration  dies.    The  priestess  sage. 
Whose  elevated  port  and  aspect  Yose 
To  more  than  mortal  digni^,  her  lyre 
Consigning  gracefbl'tuattendaBt  hands. 
Looks  with  reproof.    The  loo«e,  unoover»d  hair 
Shadel^  his  inclining  "feMhead ;  while  a  flush 
Of  modest  crimson  dyes  his  youthful  cheek. 
Her  pensive  visage  soltais  to  a  smile  ' 
On  worth  so  bkwming,  which  she  thus  accosts. 

**  I  should  reprove  thee,  inadvertent  youth. 
Who  through  the  sole  access  by  Nature  left 
To  this  pure  mansion,  with  intruding  sleps 
Dost' interrupt  our  lays.    But  rise.    Thy  sword 
Perhaps  embellish'd  that  triumphant  scene. 
Which  WakM  these  harps  to  celebrating  tiotes. 
What  is  the  impress  on  thy  wariike  shield  ?" 

'*  A  golden  eagle  on  my  shield  1  bear," 
Still  binding  low,  he  answers.    She  pursues 

*^  Art  thou  possessor  uf  that  glorious  orb, 
By  me  disUnguish'd  in  the  late  defeat 
Of  Asia,  driven  before  thee?  Speak  thy  name. 
Who  is  thy  sire  ?  Where  lies  thy  native  seat  ? 
Com'st  thou  fer  glory  to  this  fetal  spot. 
Or  from  baibarian  violence  to  guard 
A  parent's  age,  a  spouse,  and  tender  babes. 
Who  call  thee  father?"    Humbly  he  again. 

"  I  am  of  Thespia,  Dithyrambus  nam'd, 
Th^  son  of  Harmatides.    SnitchM  by  fete. 
He  to  his  brother,  and  my  second  sire, 
Demophilus,  consign'd  me.*  Thespia^  sona 
By  him  are  led.    His  dictates  I  obey. 
Him  tor  resemble  strive.    No  infent  voice 
Call^me  a  father.    To  the  nuptial  vow 
1  am  a  stranger,  and  among  the  Greeks 
The  least  entitled  to  thy  partial  praise." 

**  Ndhe  more  entitled,'*  mterpos'dthe  dame. 
"  D^erving  hero !  thy  demeanour  speaks. 
It  justifies  the  fame,  so  widely  spread,- 
Of  Harmatides'  heir.    O  grace  and  pride 
Of  that  fair  city,  which  the  Muses  love. 
Thee  an  accepted' visitant  I  hail 
In  this  then*  ancient  temple.    Thou  shalt  view 
Their  sacred  haunts."    Descendhig  from  the  dome^ 
She  thus  pursues.    "  First  know,  my  youthful  hours 
Were  exercis'd  in  knowledge.    Homer's  Muse 
To  dJBiily  meditation  won' my  soul, 
Wid:  my  young  spirit  mn'd  undjrtng  sparks 
Of  her  own  rapture.    By  a  father  sage 
C^mducted,  cities,  manners,  men  I  saw, 
Their  institutes  and  customs.    I  retum'd. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


L^NilMS.    BOOK  VI. 


§1 


By  Ugl  aaA  ^it^m/'    Sbtpautei;  wbil^arpiMMl 

Wi  tye,  driigbted,  rovfli»  io  more  dalight 

Skib  to  ih&  spot  rotarnuig,  where  tihe  gtoQ^ 

A  deity  in  semUaaoe,  o'er  the  pUce 

Pteaidiiig  awfuJ,  «8  Minenr»  wige, 

AagOBt  like  Jaoo»  like  Diana  pure, 

But  not  oftore  iNure  than  fair.    The  beaoteont  lake, 

The  pines  wide4iranching,  &U8  of  water  clear, 

The  moUi&rioaa  glow  on  Flora's  lap 

I^ise  aH  attraetion,  as  her  gracious  Ups 

Besane  their  tale.     '*  In  soKtude  remote 

Here  I  haYe  dwelt  eontemplative,  sereae* 

Oft  thcDogh  the  rocks  responsive  to  my  lyre. 

Oft  to  th'  Amphietyons  in  assembly  full, 

When  at  this  shrine  their  annual  vows  they  p»y. 

In  measor'd  <leclamation  I  r^»eat 

The  praise  of  Greece,  her  liboty  and  laws. 

From  me  the  hinds,  who  tend  their  wand'ring  goats 

In  theee  rude  pnriiens,  modulate  their  pipes 

To  smoother  cadence.    Justice  from  my  tongue 

Distentions  calm,  which  ev*n  in  deserts  vend 

Th>  unquiet  hisart  of  man.    Now  furious  w»r 

My  careful  thonghsla  engage  which  delight 

To  help  the  free,  th'  oppresaor  to  confound. 

Thy  feet  auspicious  fortune  hither  brings. 

In  thee  a  noble  messenger  I  find. 

<jEo,  in  these  words  Leonidas  address. 

McHstOtpnesUss  qf  the  iun^ul  Nme, 

JBb  tkeh  bekestt  tnoi/et  6by  kmour^dfeei 

Jo  ktr  daine  abode.     Thee,  fast  qf  Greelu, 

To  eo^ferenee  qf  high  hmporl  the  calls*^* 

TV  ol^ient  Thespian  down  the  holy  cave 
Returns.     His  swiftness  suddenly  prevents 
His  fiiand's  impatience,  who  salutes  him  thus. 

"  Let  thy  ndveotore  be  hereafter  told. 
Look  yood^.     Piresh  battalioos  firom  the  camp 
File  through  the  Phocian  barrier  to  construct 
Another  phalanx,  moving  towV  of  war, 
Which  aooms  the  stroigth  of  Asia.     Letus^rm; 
Tbat,  ready  stationed  in  the  glorious  van. 
We  may  aecure  permisnon  from  the  king 
Hiere  to  oontinoe,  and  renew  the  fight" 

Tlmt  inatant  bnags  Megistias  near  the  grot 
Tb  Sparta's  phalanx  his  paternal  hand  ' 
Was  lea<yBg  Menalippus.    Not  unheard 
By  Ditbyrsmibus  in  their  slow  approach. 
The  fiitber  warns  a  young  and  liberal  mbid.^ 

<*  Sprung  from  a  disUnt  boundary  of  Greece, 
A  feceigDer  in  Spatta,  cherish'd  there, 
hwtiwjimd,  honoured,  nor  unworthy  held 
To  fight  fimr  Laoedmnon  in  her  line 
Of  dH^iUne  and  valour,  lo!  my  son, 
The  boor  is  come  to  prove  thy  generous  hamrt: 
Ihatm  thy  hand,  not  tll-entrastied,  shine 
the  ^ear  and  bndder  to  maintain  the  oniite 
Oftbyprolectiess.    Let  thy  mind  recall 
liwnidas.     On  yonder  bnlwarfc  plac'd, 
fie  overlook*  the  battle;  hedisoenis 
Ae  bold  and  fearfuL    May  tiM  gods  I  serve, 
Gmnt  me  to  hear  Leonidas  approve 
My  son  I  No  other  boon  my  age  implores.'' 

The  augnr  paused.    The  animated  cheek 
Of  Mcnaljppus  glows._  His  eager  look 


StiU  by  the  wi 

His  prudent  valour  knows  th'  unerring  patha 

Of  glory.    He  admits  thee  to  his  side. 

tie  wHI  direct  tfay  ardour.    Go"— They  part 

Megistias,  turning,  is  accosted  thus' 
By  Dithyrambus.    "  Venerable  aeer. 
So  may  that  son,  whose  merit  I  esteem. 
Whose  precious  head  in  peril  I  would  die 
To  guaid,  return  in  triumph  to  thy  breast, 
As  thou  deUver'st  to  U^oonia's  king 
A  high  and  solemn  massage.    While  anew 
The  line  is  forming,  fkom  th'  embattled  field 
I  must  not  stray,  uacall'd.    A  sacred  charge 
Through  hallaw*d    Vupt  will   bmt  approach   the 
king." 

The  Aoamanian  in  suspense  remains 
And  silence.    Dithymmbus  quick  relates 
Melissa*s  words,  describes  the  holy  grot. 
Then  quits  th'  instructed  augur,  and  a^nds 
Diomtdon's  loud  calL    Tbat  fervid  chief 
Was  reofsuming  his  distioguish'd  arms. 
Which,  as  a  splendkl  recompense,  he  bore 
from  grateful  Athens,  for  achievements  boM; 
When  he  with  brave  Miltiades  redeemed 
Her  domes  from  Asian  flames.  The  sculptnr'd  helm 
Bnclos'd  his  manly  temples*    From  on  high 
A  fixir-ibld  plumagb  nodded ;  while  beneath 
A  golden  dragon  with  effulgent  scales. 
Itself  the  crest,  shot  terrour.    On  his  arm 
He  brac'd  his  buckler.    BordVing  on  the  lim, 
Goi^gODian  serpents  twin'd.    Within,  the  fbrm 
Of  Pallas,  martial  goddess,  was  embossed. 
Low,  as  her  fiset,  the  graceful  tunic  flow'd. 
Betwixt  two  grittns  on  her  helmet  sat 
A  spbynx  with  wings  expamled;  while  the  face 
Of  dire  Medusa  on  her  bmst-plate  frown'd. 
One  hand  supports  a  javelin,  which  confounds 
The  pride  of  kings.    The  other  leads  along^ 
A  blooming  viigii^  Victory,  whose  brow 
A  wreath  encircles.    Laureb  she  presents; 
But  from  h«r  sbouldem  all  her  plumes  were  ihoM, 
In  favoured  Athens  ever  now  to  rest 
This  dcnd  of  Asia  on  his  mighty  arm 
Diomedon  uprear'd.    He  natoh'd  his  lance. 
Then  spake  to  Dithyrambus.    '<  See,  my  fUend, 
Alone  oCall  the  Greciana,  who  sustain'd 
The  former  onset,  int>hansted  stand 
Platsm'sisons.    They  well  may  ke^  the  field. 
Who  .with  unahudcen'd  nerves  endur'd  4hat  day. 
Which  saw  ten  myriads  of  barbarians  diiv'n 
Back  to  their  ships,  and  Athens  lelt  secure. 
Charge  in  onr  line.    Amid  the  fmemost  rank 
Thy  valour  shall  be  plac*d  to  share  command, 
And.ev'ry  honour  with  Flatea's  chief.'* 

He  said  no  more,  but  toar'rds  the  .Grecian  van 
Impetuous,  ardent  strode.    Nor  slow  behuid 
The  pride  of  Tbespi^  Dithyia^oihus  mov^' 
like  youthful  Hermes  in  celestial  arms ; 
When  lightly  graceful  with  his  feather^  Ibet 
Along  Scamander's  flow'ry  verge  he  passed 
To  aid  th'  incensed  divinities  of  Greeee 
Against  the  Phrygian  tow'rs.    Their  eager  haste 
Soon  brings  the  heroes  to  th'  embattling  ranks, 
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Then  if  we  ranf«,  exteddiitg  wide  oar  front. 
An  ampler  aoope  to  havoc  will  be  g^T'n.*' 

To  him  Dieneces.    '*  Platsan  friend, 
Well  dost  thou  counsel.    On  that  wideniOf  jproond 
Close  to  the  mountain  place  thy  vet'ran  files. 
/  Proportioa'd  numbers  from  thy  right  shall  stretch 
Quite  to  the  shore  in  phalanx  deep  like  thine. 
The  Spartans  wedg*d  in  this  contracted  part 
Will  I  contain.     Behind  me  Alpheus  waits. 
With  lighter  bodies.     Further  back  the  line 
Of  Locris  forms  a  strong  reserve."    He  said. 
The  diffVent  bands,  confiding  in  his  skill, 
Move  on  successive.    The  PlatsMUB  first 
Against  the  hill  are  station'd.    In  their  van 
U  Dithyrambus  rank'd.    Triumphant  joy 
l)ii(ten<b  their  bosoms,  sparkles  in  their  eyes; 

«  BIea«*d  be  the  great  Diomedon,"  they  sliont, 
'*  Who  brings  another  hero  to  onr  line. 
Hail!  Dithyrambus.     Hail!  illustrious  youth. 
Had  tender  age  permitted,  thou  hadst  gain^ 
An  eariy  palm  at  Marathon."    His  post 
He  takes.     His  gladness  blushes  on  his  cheek 
Amid  the  foremost  rank.     Around  him  crowd 
The  long-tryM  warriors.    Their  unnumbered  scan 
Discovering,  they  in  ample  phrase  recount 
Their  various  dangers.     He  their  wounds  Mirve3rs 
In  veneration,  nor  disdains  to  hear      , 
The  oft-repeated  tale.    From  Sparta*s  king 
Returned,  the  gracious  Agis  these  address'd. 

**  Leontdas  salutes  Platsa^s  chief 
And  Dithyrambus.    To  your  swords  he  grants 
A  further  effort  with  Platsea's  band, 
If  yet  by  toil  unconquer'd-'-lnit  I  tiee, 
That  all,  unyielding,  court  the  promisM  fight 
Hail!  glorious  veterans.    This  signal  day 
May  your  victorious  arms  augment  the  wreaths 
Around  yonr  venerable  heads,  and  grace 
Thermopyle  with  Maratbonian  fame." 

This  said,  he  hastens  back.    Meantime  advance 
The  Mantinean,  Diopbaatns  brave, 
llien  Uegesander,  Tegea*s  dauntless  chielt 
Who  near  Diomedon  in  equal  range 
Erect  their  standards.    Next  the  Thebans  foniL 
Alcmeon,  bold  Eupalamus  succeed 
With  their  Corinthian  and  Phliasian  bands. 
Last  on  the  Malian  shore  Mycens's  foattk 
Aristobulus  draws.    From  €Eu*s  side 
Down  to  the  bay  m  well->connected  length 
Each  gleaming  rank  contains  a  hundr^  ipetn» 
While  twenty  bucklers  ev'ry  file  condense. 
A  sure  support,  Dieneces  behhid 
Arrays  the  Spartans.    Godlike  Agis  bere^ 
There  Menalippus  by  their  leader  stand 
Two  bulwarks.    Breathing  ardour  in  the  rear. 
The  words  of  Alpheus  fan  the  growing  flame 
Of  expectation  through  his  ligfat-arm*d  foroe ; 
While  Polydorus  present  in  his  thooghta 
To  veng^eance  sharpens  his  indignant  soul. 

No  foi^  is  seen.    No  distant  shout  is  heard. 
This  pause  of  action  Dithyrambus  chose. 
The  solemn  toene  on  (Eta  to  bis  friend 
He-open'd  large ;  portrayed  Melissa's  form, 
Revetl'd  her  mandate ;  when  Platva's  chiet 

'*  Such  elevation  of  a  female  mind 
Bespeaks  Melissa  worthy  to  obtain 
The  conference  ahe  asks.    This  wondrous  dame 
Amid  her  hymns  conceives  some  lofty  thought 
To  make  these  slaves,  who  loiter  in  their  camp. 
Dread  ev*n  oar  women.    But,  my  gentle  friend. 
Say,  Dttfayrambiii^  whom  the  liquid  spetl 


or  song  enchants,  shdbld  t  reproftch  the  gt>^ 
Who  form'd  me  cold  to  music's  pleasing  powV  ^ 
Or  should  I  thank  them,  that  the  softening  charm 
Of  soimd  or  numbers  ne*er  dissolv'd  my  soul } 
Yet  I  confess  thy  valour  breaks  that  charm 
Which  may  enrtiptare,  not  unman  thy  brea^** 

To  whom  his  friend.  *<  Doth  he,  whose  lays  record 
The  woes  of  Priam,  and  the  Grecian  fame. 
Doth  he  dissolve  thy  spirit  ?  Yet  he  flows 
In  all  the  sweetness  harmony  can  breathe.*' 

**  No,  by  the  gods,**  Diomedon  rejoins. 
*'  I  feel  that  mighty  Muse.    I  see  the  car 
Of  fierce  Achilles  see  th*  encumbered  wheels 
O'er  heroes  driv'n,  and  clotted  with  their  gore/ 
Another  too  d«Mmands  my  soars  esteem. 
Brave  iEschylus  of  Athens.     I  have  seen 
His  Muse  begirt  by  furies,  while  she  swell'd 
Her  tragic  numbers.    Him  in  equal  rage 
His  country's  foes  o'erwhelmhig  I  beheld 
At  Marathon.     If  Pbcebos  would  diffuse 
Such  fire  through  ev'ry  hard,  the  tuneAil  band 
Might  in  themselves  find  heroes  for  thehr  songs* 
But,  son  of  Harmatides,  lift  thine  eye 
To  yonder  point,  remotest  in  the  bay. 
Those  seeming  clouds,  which  o'er  the  billows  fkd 
Successive  round  the  jutting  land,  are  sails. 
Th*  Athenian  pendant  hastens  to  salute 
Leonidas.    O  .Sschylus,  my  friend. 
First  in  the  train  of  Phcebus  and  of  Man, 
Be  thoil  on  board  !  Swift-boundmg  o'er  the  wtrts, 
Come  and  be  witness  to  hercHc  deeds ! 
Brace  thy  strong  htfrp  with  lofUer-aounding  cbord» 
To  celebrate  this  battle !  Fall,  who  may ; 
But  if  they  fall  wiUi  honour,  let  their  names 
Round  festive  goblets  in  thy  unmbers  ring. 
And  joy,  not  grief,  accompany  the  song.** 

Conversing  thos,  their  courage  they  beguil'd, 
Which  else,  impatient  of  inactive  bourt. 
At  long-suspended  glory  had  repln'd* 
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Megistias  delivers  Melissa's  message  to  Utotudai* 
Medon,  her  brother,  conducts  him  to  the  teoi' 
pie.  She  furnishes  Leonidas  with  the  nifaiB 
of  executing  a  design  he  had  premeditated  te 
annoy  the  enemy*  They  are  joined  by  a  bodjT 
of  mariners  undkr  the  command  of  JEwhylus, 
a  celebrated  poet  and  warrior  among  the  Athe- 
nians. Leonidas  takes  the  necessary  measures ; 
and,  observing  fkom  a  summit  of  CEta  the  mo- 
tions of  the  Persian  army,  expects  another  st- 
uck: this  is  renewed  with  great  viokiice  hf 
Hyperanthes,  Abrocomes,  ind  the  priueipal  Per- 
sian leaders  at  the  head  of  some  chosen  troops. 


MioirriAs,  urging  to  unwonted  speed 
His  aged  steps,  by  Dithyrambus  charg'd 
With  sage  Melissa's  words,  had  now  rejoiu'd 
I'he  king  of  Lacedsemon.    At  his  side 
Was  Maron  poeted,  waAchfiil  to  receive 
His  high  injunctions.    In  the  rear  they  steoi 
Behind  two  thousand  Locriansi  deq^array'd 
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Br  warlike  Medon,  from  Oiteut  flpnmg. 

Leouidas  to  them  liis  anxioas  mmd 

Was  Urns  disclosing.     «<  Medon,  Maron,  hear. 

From  this  low  rampart  my  exploring  eye 

Bat  half  commands  the  action,  yet  hath  mark'd 

Eooogfa  fx-  caution.     Yon  barbarian  camp, 

ImmoDse,  exhaustteas  deluging  the  ground 

With  myriads,  still  o*erflowhig,  may  consume 

By  endless  numbers  and  nnceasmg  toil 

The  Grecian  strength.    Not  marble  is  our  flesh, 

Sor  adamant  our  sinews.    Sylvan  pow*ra. 

Who  dwell  on  OBta,  3rour  superior  aid 

We  must  solicit.     Your  stupendous  <Aifb 

la  those  loose  rocks,  and  branchless  trunks,  contain 

More  Ml  annoyance  than  the  arm  of  man.** 

He  ended ;  when  Megistias.    **  Virtuous  king, 
Melissa,  priestess  of  the  tuneful  Nine, 
By  their  behests  invites  thy  honbur'd  feet 
To  her  chaste  dwelfing,  seated  on  that  hilU 
To  conference  of  high  import  she  calls 
Thee,  first  of  Grecians."    Medon  inteipos*d. 
"  She  is  my-  sister.    Justice  rules  her  wajrs 
With  piety  and  wisdom.    To  her  voice 
The  nations  nmnd  give  ear.    The  Muses  breathe 
Their  inspiration  through  her  spotless  soul, 
Whtcfa  borden  on  drriifity.    She  c^ls 
On  thee.     O  truly  styPd  the  first  of  Greeks, 
Regard  her  call.    Yon  cliff's  progeeting  head 
To  thy  discernment  willjaflord  a  scope 
Mare  full,  more  oerUhi ;  thence  thy  skilful  eye 
WiO  best  ditect  the  fight."    Melissa's  sire 
Was  ever  present  to  the  king  in  thought. 
Who  thus  to  Medon.     «'  Lead,  OHeuS*  son. 
Before  the  daughter  of  Oi'leos  place 
My  willing  feet."    They  hasten  to  the  cave. 
Hegtttias,  Maron  follow.    Through  the  rook 
I^ailas,  aaoendiag  to  the  &ne, 
Bose  fike  the  god  of  Morning  from  the  cell 
Of  Night,  when,  shedding  cheerfiilness  and  d||y 
On  hill  and  vale  emblazed  with  dewy  gems, 
He  gladdens  Nature.    Lacedcmon's  king, 
^^jestically  gracefiil  and  serene, 
IKq>eb  the  rigour  in  that  solemn  seat 
Of  holy  sequestration.    On  the  face 
Of  penstve-ey^d  Eeligion  rapture  gk>w8 
Id  admiration  of  the  godlike  man. 
AdvanCd  Melissa.     He  her  profier'd  hand 
lo  hoe,  in  purity  like  snow,  receiv'd. 
A  heavHi4llaminM  dignity  of  look 
On  him  Ote  fix*d.     Rever'd  by  all,  she  spake. 
''Hail!  chief  of  men,  selected  by  the  gods 
F<ir  purer  lame  than  Hercules  acquired. 
This  hour  allows  no  pausa**    She  leads  the  king 
With  Medon,  Maron,  and  Megistias  down 
A  *iope,  declining  to  the  mossy  verge, 
Which  tennlnates  the  mountain.    While  they  pass, 
Shethaa  proceeds.     •*  These  marhle 


He  to  accomplish,  what  thy  wisdom  plans. 

Hath  amplest  means  supply 'd.    Go,  Medon,  bring 

The  thousand  peasants  fixNn  th^  Oilean  vale 

Detach'd.     Thneir  leader  Mdiboeus  bring. 

Ply,  Maron.     Ev'ry  instrument  provide 

To  fell  the  trees,  to  drag  the  massy  beams, 

To  lift  the  broad-hewn  fragments.**  — "  Are  not 

these 
For  sacred  u^e  reservM  }*^  Megistias  said. 
**  Can  these  be  wielded  by  the  hand  of  Mars 
Without  polJntioii  }**    In  a  solemn  tono 
The  prief^tess  answer'd.  "  Rev'rend  man,  whobearst 
Pontific  wreaths,  and  thoii,  great  ciijfitain,  hear. 
Forbear  to  think,  that  my  unprompted  mind. 
Calm  and  sequestePd  in  religion*s  peace, 
Could  have  devisM  a^  stratagem  of  war  ; 
Or,  unpermitted,  could  resign  to  Mars 
These  rich  materials,  gathered  to  restore 
lo  strength  and  splendour  yon  decrepit  walls, 
And  tliat  time-shaken  roof.     Rejecting  sleep, 
Laiit  night  I  lay  contriving  swift  revenge 
*On  these  barbariaus,  whose  career  profane 
0*erturns  the  Grecian  temples,  and  devotes 
Their  holy  bow'rs  to  flames.     I  left  my  couch, 
Long  ere  the  Sun  his  orient  gates  unbarr'd. 
Bfneath  yon  beach  my  pensive  head  reclined. 
The  rivulets,  the  fountains,  warbling  round. 
Attracted  slumber.     In  a  dream  I  saw 
(^lliop^.     Her  sisters,  all  with  harps, 
Were^angM  around  her;  as  their  Parian  forms 
Show  in  the  temple.     *  Dost  thou  sleep  }*  she  said ; 
*  Melissa,  dost  thou  sleep  ?  The  barbarous  host 
Approaches  Greece.    The  first  of  Grecians  comes 
By  death  to  vanquish.     Priestess,  let  him  burl 
These  marble  heaps,  these  consecrated  beam^. 
Our  f^ine  it^tf,  to  crush  the  impious  ranks. 
The  hero  summon  to  our  sacred  hilt. 
Reveal  the  promis'd  succour-    All  is  doe 
'H)  liberty  against  a  t3rrant's  pride.* 
She  struck  her  shell.     In  concert  full  reply*d 
The  sister  lyres.     Leonidas  they  sung 
In  ev*ry  note  and  dialect  yet  known. 
In  measures  new,  in  Ihnguage  yet  to  come.** 

Shefinish*d.   Then  Megistias.  "  Dear  to  Heav*n, 
By  uations  honoured,  and  in  towering  thought     , 
0*er  either  sex  pre-eminent,  thy  weirds 
To  me  a  soldier  luad  a  priest  suffice. 
I  hesitate  no  longer.**    But  the  king. 
Wrapt  in  ecstatic  contemplation  stood. 
Revolving  deep  an  answer,  which  might  suit 
His  dignity  and  hers.    At  length  he  spake. 

*'  Not  UicedaMnon*s  whole  collected  stato 
Of  senate,  people,  ephori,  and  kings. 
Not  the  Amphictyons,  whose  convention  holds 
The  universal  majesty  of  Greece, 
E'er  drew  such  reverence  as  thy  single  form, 
O  all.«uniassinsr  woman,  worthy  child 
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What  sboQld  uphold  ffly  rMdIiitidn  Ann. 
My  country's  laws  I  never  noald  aumve." 

Mov*d  at  his  words,  reflecting  on  his  Hte, 
She  had  relax*d  her  dignity  of  mind, 
Had  sunk  in  sadness ;  but  her  brother's  helm 
Before  her  beams.    R^minhig  her  night. 
He  through  the  cave  like  Hesperus  ascends, 
Th'  Oilean  hinds  conducting  to  achieve 
The  enterprise  she  counsels.    Now  her  ear 
Is  pierc'd  by  notes,  shrill  sounding  from  the  vault 
Up  starts  a  difTrent  band,  alert  aind  light, 
Athenian  sailors.     Long  and  separate  files 
Of  lusty  shoulders,  eas'd  by  union,  bear 
Thick,  well* compacted  cables,  wont  to  heave 
The  restiff  anchor.    To  a  naval  pipe. 
As  if  one  soul  ravigorated  all. 
And  all  compos'd  obe  body,  they  had  tfod 
In  equal  paces,  mazy,  yet  unbroke 
Througfa<mt  their  passage.    So  the  spinal  slreugtb 
Of  some  portentous  serpent,  whom  the  heats 
Of  Lib3ra  breed,  indissolubly  knit. 
But  flexible,  across  the  sandy  piatn. 
Or  up  the  mountain  draws*  his  spotted  length. 
Or  where  a  windiflg  excavation  leads 
Through  rocks  abrupt  and  wild.    Of  stature  large, 
In  arms  which  showed  simplicity  of  strength. 
No  decoration  of  redundant  art. 
With  sable  horse-hair,  floating  down  his  back, 
A  warrior  moves  behind.    Compos'd  in  gait. 
Austerely  grave  and  thoughtful,  on  his  shield 
The  democratic  majesty  he  bore 
Of  Athens.    Carv*d  in  emblematic  brass. 
Her  image  stood  with  PaHas  by  her  side, 
And  trampled  under  each  victorious  foot 
A  regal  crown,  one  Persian,  one  usurp'd 
By  her  own  tyrants,  on  the  well-fought  plain 
Of  Marathon  confounded.    He  commanids 
These  fVitore  guardians  of  their  country's  weal. 
Of  gen'ral  Greece  the  bulwarks.   Thehr  high  deeds 
From  Artemisium,  from  th*  empurpled  shores 
Of  l^amis  renown  shall  echo  wide; 
Shall  tell  posterity  in  latest  times. 
That  naval  ibrtitude  controls  the  world. 
Swift  Maron,  following,  brings  a  vigorous  band 
Of  Helots.    Ev'ry  histrument  they  wield 
To  delve,  to  hew,  to  heave;  and  active  last 
Bounds  Meliboetis,  vigilant  to  urge 
The  tardy  forward.    To  Laconia's  king 
Advanced  th'  Athenian  leader,  and  began. 

*'  Thou  godlike  ruler  of  Eurotas,  hail! 
Thee  by  my  voice  Themistocles  salutes. 
The  admhral  of  Athens.    I  conduct 
By  public  choice  the  squadron  of  my  tribe. 
And  .fschylus  am  call'd.    Our  chieJF  hath  giv'n 
Three  days  to  glory  on  Eubcea's  coast. 
Whose  promontories  almost  rise  to  meet 
Thy  ken  Arom  (Eta's  clilb.    Hiis  mommg  saw 
The  worsted  foe,  from  Artemisium  driv*n, 
Leave  their  disabled  ^bij^  and  floating  wrecks, 
For  Grecian  trophies.    When  the  fight  was  clos'd, 
I  was  detach'd  to  bring  th'  auspicious  news. 
To  bid  thee  welcome.    Fortunate  my  keel 


*'  To  envy  it  igtfoble,  to  admire 

Th'  activity  of  Athens  will  become 

A  king  of  Sparta,  who  like  thee  coodemn'd 

His  country's  sloth.    But  Sparta  now  is  arm'd. 

Thou  Shalt  commend.    Behold  me  statkm'd  here 

To  watch  the  wild  vicissitudes  of  war. 

Direct  the  course  of  slaughter.    To  this  post 

By  that  superior  woman  I  was  call'd. 

By  long  protracted  fight  lest  fainting  Greece 

Should  yield,  outmimber'd,  my  enlighten'd  soul 

Through  her,  whom  Heav'n  enlightens,  hath  devia'd 

To  whelm  the  num'rous,  persevtmng  ibe 

In  hideous  death,  and  signalize  the  day 

With  horrours  new  to  war.    The  Muses  pronpt 

The  bright  achievement  Lo!  from  Athens  smiles 

Minerva  too.     Her  swift,  suspicious  aid 

In  thee  we  find,  and  these,  an  ancient  race. 

By  her  and  Neptune  cherish'd."  Straight  he  nleels 

The  gallant  train,  msjestie  with  h»  arms 

Outstretch'd,  in  this  applauding  strain  he  spake. 

"  O  Kb'ral  people,  eariiest  arm'd  to  shield 
* '  Not  your  own  Athens  more  than  gen'ral  Greece, 
You  best  deserve  her  gratitude.    Her  praise 
Will  rank  you  foremost  on  the  rolls  of  Fame." 

They  b«ur,  they  gaze,  revering  and  reverb 
Fresh  numbers  muster,  rushing  from  the  hills. 
The  thickets  round.    Melissa,  pmithig,  spake* 

**  I  am  their  leader.    Natives  of  the  hills 
Are  these,  the  rural  worshippers  of  Pan, 
Who  breathes  an  ardour  through  their  humble  mindtf 
To  join  you  warriors.    Vassals  these,  not  mine. 
But  of  the  Muses,  and  their  hallow'd  laws 
Administer'd  by  me.    Their  patient  hands 
Make  culture  smile,  where  Nature  seems  to  chide  f 
Nor  Wanting  my  instructions,  or  my  pray'rs» 
Fertility  they  scatter  by  their  toil 
Around  this  aged  temple's  wild  domain. 
Is  MeliboBus  here !  Thou  fience  secure 
To  old  Otleus  from  the  cares  of  time. 
Thrice  art  thou  welcome.    Useful,  wise,  beloved. 
Where'er  thou  sojoumest,  on  GSta  known, 
As  oft  the  bounty  of  a  father's  love 
Thou  on  Melissa's  solitude  dost  pour. 
Be  thou  director  of  these  fnountam  hinds." 

Th'  inkportant  labour  to  inspiring  airs 
From  flutes  and  harps  ha  symphony  with  faymnt 
Of  holy  irirgins,  ardent  all  perform. 
In  bands  divided  under  diflPrent  chiefe. 
Huge  timbers,  blocks  of  marble,  to  remove 
They  first  attempted ;  then  assembled  stones 
Loose  in  their  beds,  and  wither'd  trunks,  uptorn 
By  tempests ;  next  dismembered  firom  the  rock 
Bread,  rugged  firagments ;  from  the  monntains  hew*dl 
Their  venerable  firs,  and  aged  oaks. 
Which,  of  their  brancfaea  by  the  hghtnmg  bared. 
Presented  still  against  the  blasting  flame 
Their  hoary  pride  unshaken.    These  the  Qteeks, 
But  chief  th'  Athenian  marinera,  to  force 
Uniting  skill,  with  massy  leavers  heave» 
With  strong-knit  cables  drag :  till,  now  ditpoa'd. 
Where  great  Leonidas  appoints^  the  piles 
Nod  o'er  the  straits.     This  new  and  sudden  aeene 
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Of  gcn*roii8  valoiuv    luicy  miglit 
Onilean  Tethyt,  from  h«r  coral  grot 
Eam%mg,  aestodga  her  pearly  obi» 
WUk  K«Mid8  ioftlBg on  thecal^  bckm^ 
To  riew  k  wooder  fk>n  the  Malian  haj 
Theattie  MOO  of  Neptune;  whafonook 
Tbeir  wooden  vnlb  to  mage  th*  iBkamu  cra§i, 
To  rend  the  foteili,  and  diyiin  thefocki. 

MeantiiBenhandredaheepapetlain.  Their  Umbs 
l^ombomiair  piles  fane  gnrtefiil.  Boualy  tpreadi 
AdeoentbeMd.    SiapUoty  attends. 
Then  ppake  the  priestesi.    '^LoBs-endariogchieb, 
Yoor  efiirts»  worn  acoomplish*d,  may  admit 
Refection  doe  to  this  hard-khour'd  train, 
DostoyoaiaehMS."    Ifar  hospitable  smile 
Wios  ber  veU-cheaen  gnests*  Laconia^  ki^ 
Her  brolher,  Maron,  Ascfayfas  dirtne 
With  AcanMuia'S  priest    Her  finl  commands 
Ts  MshbsDns  sMkiloua  and  Withe 
I>iitrihate  plenty  thsongh  the  toiling  crowd, 
Thm,  ikinen^  hoMath  dose  nmbrage  of  an-oak, 
Bseh  eaM-di¥«sted  chief  the  banqnsc  sbaces. 

Cool  breezes,  whispering,  flatter  in  the  leaves, 
Wbote  Tefdure,  pendent  inan  arch,  repel 
The  wot'riog  Son's  hot  glare.    Favomus  bland 
His  breath  impragnate  with  exhaling  sweeU 
ftom  flow'ry  beds,  whose  scented  closters  deck 
The  gleaming  pool  hi  view.    Fast  by,  a  brook 
lo  limpid  lapses  over  nativie  f^ps 
Attooet  his  cadence  to  tonoroas  strings. 
And  li(|oid  acceots  of  Melism's  maids. 
Hie  floating  air  in  melody  respires. 
A  npture  mingles  in  the  calm  repast. 
Upritei  JEechylus.     A  goblet  full 
He  grasps.     •*  To  those  divinities,  who  dwell 
Id  yonder  temple,  this  libation  first, 
To  thee,  benignaut  hostess,  next  I  pour. 
Then  to  thy  hme,  teooidas.'*    He  said. 
His  breast^with  growing  heat  distended,  prompts 
His  eager  hand,  to  whose  expressive  sign 
^  of  the  vnrgins  cedes  her  sacred  lyre. 
Their  cboral  song  complacency  restrains. 
The  soqI  of  music,  bursting  from  his  toach. 
At  once  gives  birth  to  sentiment  sablime. 

"  0  Hercules  and  Perseus,"  he  began, 
"  SUur-spangled  twins  of  Leda,  atid  the  rest 
Of  Jove*s  immediate  8eed,^our  splendid  acts 
Mtokind  protected,  while  the  race  was  rude ; 
While  o^er  the  Earth's  unciviliz'd  extent 
The  savage  monster,  and  the  ruffian  sway*d. 
More  savage  still.     No  policy  nor  laws 
Had  firam'd  societies.     By  single  strength 
Aiingle  ruffian,  or  a  monster  fell. 
The  Iqpslator  rose.    Three  lights  in  Greece, 
^ycHTgus,  Solon,  and  Zaleucus,  blaz'd. 
Then,  substitutii^  wisdom,  Jove,  profuse 
Off  hb  own  blood  no  longer,  gave  us  more 
Id  discipline  and  manness,  which  can  form 
;Jfbero  liktf  Leonidas,  than  all 
The  god4>egottcn  progeny  befMre. 
Thepvpili DeiA  of  Soioo  claim  the  Muse. 
°^7«v  hoarse  oonehs,  ye  Tritons.  You  beheld 
■^sAthntoao  shape  of  SUoghter  wade 
^^^agh  your  aatonishM  dei^  his  purple  arm 
^miag  high  before  th'  Athenian  line. 
^  law  hiight  Conquest  ridmg  on  the  gale 
^^1*^  ivelPd  theirsails;  sawTerroar  at  their  hehns 
^gsidi  their  brawn  beaks  on  Asia's  pride. 


«      .— «  grapple  from  their  decks 

'«•  threw,  aai  r«ia  o»  the  best  lie  fleet 
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Inextricably  fostea'd    flouady  ye  nyaphs 
Of  (Eta^  mountains,  of  her  woods  and  streMBS, 
Wka  hourly  witaeai  to  Melisia*s  worth. 
Ye  Oreads,  Dryads,  Naiads,  sound  her  ppaise. 
Proclaim  Salaucias  by  hia  daughter  grac'd 
Like  Solon  and  Lycorgus  by  their  aons.** 

Laoonia's  hero  and  the  poesteas  bow'd 
Their  foreheads  gtatefiU  to  the  hard  sublime.    ' 
She,  risiag,  takes  the  word.    '*  More  sweet  thy  lyra 
To  friendship's  ear,  than  lesrible  to  foes 
Thy  spear  in  battle,  thengh  the  keenest  point 
Which  ever  fMrc*d  barhanaoa    Cfose  we  her^ 
The  Bi0|  and  banqnet.    Hack  I  a  distant  din 
From  Asia*s  camp  requires  immediais  care.** 

She  leaihk    ▲long  the  racky  ^mge  they  passi 
In  calai  deUght  irnnidai  socieyis 
All  in  the  order  which  he  last  assiga*d ; 
As  o*er  Thennopyhi  beneath  he  east 
A  wary  look.    The  mouatara*a  furthest  crag 
Now  reaohHi,  Melissa  lo  the  king  hrgan. 

**  Observe  that  space  below,  dispen*d  in  dales, 
In  holbws,  winding  through  (Ussever*d  rocks.       ^ 
The  slender  outlet,  skfeen'd  by  yonder  shrubs. 
Leads  to  the  pass.    Thera  stately  lo  my  view 
The  martial  queen  elCaria  jMSter  Sun, 
Descending,  show*d.     Her  loudly  I  raprov*d. 
But  she,  devoted  to  the  Persian  king. 
In  asibiish  there  preserved  his  fljring  host 
She  kist  retreated;  but,  retreating,  prov'd 
Her  valour  equal  to  a  better  cause. 
Agam  1  see  the  heroine  approach." 

Megistias  then.    **  I  see  a  powerful  arm, 
Sustaining  firm  the  larger  emblaxon*d  shield. 
Which,  fashion'd  firat  in  Caria,  we  have  leara*4 
To  imitate  in  Greece.    Sublime  her  port 
Bespeaks  a  mighty  spirit.    Pfiestess,  k)ok. 
An  act  of  piety  she  now  perfonns. 
Directing  those,  perhaps  ber  Carian  band. 
To  bear  dead  brethren  ftom  the  bloody  field. 
Among  the  horKmen  an  exalted  form 
Like  Demaratus  strikes  my  seerching  eye. 
To  me,  recalling  his  transeenrfaot  rank 
In  Spaita  once,  he  seems  a  languid  sua, 
Whitih  dimly  sinks  ia  eihaUtions  dark, 
Envefopiag  his  radiance  '*    While  he  spake> 
Intent  on  martial  duty  Medon  views 
The  dang'roos  thicket;  Lacedsmon's  chie^ 
Around  the  region  his  considerate  eye 
Extending,  marks  each  movement  of  the  foe. 

Th'  imperial  Persian  from  his  lofty  car  . 
Had  in  the  mornmg's  early  conflict  seen 
His  ▼anquish*d  army  pouring  from  the  straits 
Back  to  their  tents,  and  o'er  his  camp  dispers*d 
In  coosternatioQi  as  a  river  bursts 
Impetuous  from  his  fountain,  then,  enlarged, 
Spresuls  a  dead  surfoce  o'er  some  level  marsh. 
Th'  astonished  king  thrioe  started  from  his  seat; 
Sbeme,  fear,  and  indignation  rent  his  broast; 
As  ruin  irresistible  were  near 
To  overwhelm  1^  millions.     '*  Haste,"  be  calPd 
To  Hyperanthes,  "  haste  and  meet  the  Oiveks. 
Their  daring  rage,  their  insolence  repel. 
From  such  dishonour  viadk)ate  our  name." 

His  royal  brother  through  th'  extensive  camp 
Obedi^t  mov'd.    Deliberate  and  brave. 
Each  active  prince  from  ev*ry  tent  remote. 
The  hardiest  troops  he  summon'd.    Caria's  queen. 
To  Hyperanthes  bound  by  firm  esteem    > 
Of  worth,  unrivall'd  in  the  Persian  court, 
lo  solemn  paoe  w$9  now  leftinrBing  slow  i  . 
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Before  a  baad,  transportiiig  from  the  field 
Their  slain  oompanioiiB  to  the  sandy  beach. 

She  stopped,  and  thus  addrev'd  him.    **  Learn, 
O  prince. 
From  one,  whose  wishes  on  thy  merit  wait. 
The  only  means  to  bind  thy  gallant  brow 
In  fiitrest  wreaths.    To  break  the  Grecian  line 
In  Tain  ye  straggle,  anarray*d  and  lax, 
DepriW  of  union.    Try  to  form  one  band 
In  order'd  ranks,  and  emulate  the  foe. 
Nor  to  secure  a  thicket  next  the  pass 
Forget*    Selected  numbers  station  there. 
Farewell,  young  hero.    May  thy  fortnna  pton 
Unlike  to  mine.     Had  Aria*s  millions  spar*d 
One  myriad  to  sustain  me,  none  had  seen 
Me  quit  the  dang'rous  contest    But  the  head 
Of  base  Argestes  on  some  future  day 
Shall  feel  my  treasur'd  vengeance.    From  the  fleet 
1  only  stay,  till  burial  rites  are  paid 
To  these  dead  Carians.    On  this  fsUl  strand 
May  Artemisia^s  grief  appease  your  ghosts. 
My  futhful  subjects,  sacrific'd  in  Tain.** 

Ihe  hero  grateful  and  respectful  heard. 
What  soon  his  warmth  neglected  at  the  sight 
Of  spears,  which  flam'd  innumerable  round. 
Beyond  the  rest  in  lustre  was  a  band. 
The  satellites  of  Xerxes.    They  forsook 
Their  constant  orbit  round  th'  imperial  throne 
At  this  dread  crisis.    To  a  mjrriad  fix^, 
From  their  unchanging  number  they  derived 
The  title  of  immortals.    Light  their  spears ; 
Set  in  pomegianates  of  refulgent  gold. 
Or  bumisb'd  siWer,  were  the  slender  blades. 
Magnificent  and  stately  were  the  ranks. 
The  prince,  commanding  mute  attention,  spake. 

<<  In  two  divisions  part  your  number,  chie&» 
One  will  I  lead  to  onset     In  my  ranks 
Abrocomes,  Hydarnes  shall  advance, 
Pandates,  Mindus,  Intaphemes  brave. 
To  wrest  this  sbort-liv'd  victory  finom  Greece. 
Thou,  Abradates,  by  Sosaimes  jom*d, 
Orontes  and  Mazseus,  keep  the  rest 
From  action.    F^rture  succour  they  must  lend. 
Should  envious  Fate  exhaust  our  numYous  files* 
For,  O  pure  Mithra,  may'thy  radiant  eye 
Ne*er  see  us,  yielding  to  ignoble  flight. 
The  Persian  name  dishonour.    May  the  acts 
Of  our  renown'd  progenitors,  who»  led 
By  Cyrus,  gave  one  monarch  to  the  east, 
In  us  revive.    O  think,  ye  Persian  lords. 
What  endless  infamy  will  blast  your  names ; 
Should  Greece,  that  narrow  portion  of  the  Earth, 
Your  pow*r  defy :  when  Babykxi  hath  lowered 
Her  tow*ring  crest,  when  Lydia*s  pride  is  quell'd 
In  Crcesus  vanquish'd,  when  her  empire  los*^^ 
Ecbatana  deplores.    Ye  chosen  guard. 
Your  king's  immortal  bulwark,  O  reflect 
What  deeds  from  your  superior  swords  he  claims. 
You  share  his  largest  bounty.    To  your  faith, 
Yotir  constancy,  and  prowess,  he  commits 
His  throne,  his  person,  and  this  day  his  fame.*' 


Abrocomes  and  ^ypelvalhes  led, 
Pandates,  Mindus.    Violent  their  march 
Sweeps  down  the  rocky,  bolk>w«sounding  pass. 
So,  where  th'  unequal  giobe  in  mountains  swells 
A  torrent  roUs  his  tbund'ring  surge  between 
The  steep-erected  diflb;  tumnlUious  dash 
The  waters,  bursting  ou  the  pointed  crags  s 
The  valley  roars ;  the  marble  channel  fbama. 
Th*  undaunted  Greeks  immoveably  withstand 
The  dire  encounter.    Soon  th>  inq»etuous  shock 
Of  thousands  and  of  myriads  riiakes  the  ground. 
Stupendous  scene  of  terrour !  Underbill 
Whose  sides,  half-arohing,  o'er  the  hosts  pragect. 
The  unabating  fortitude  of  Greece 
Bfaintains  her  Iiue»  th'  untrain'd  baibarians  cbafya 
In  savage  fury.    With  inverted  trunks. 
Or  bent  obliquely  from  the  shagged  ridge. 
The  sjrlvan  horronrs  overshade  the  fight 
The  clanging  trump,  the  crash  of  mingled  spear% 
The  groan  of  death,  and  war^  disoordaot  shoats^ 
Alarm  the  Echoes  in  their  neighb*ring  caves; 
Woodsy  cUlb,  and  shores  return  the  dreadfirisoqiM^ 
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TBI  ARGUMBIIT. 

H3rpoTanthes,  discontinuing  the  fight,  while  b# 
waits  for  reinforcements,  Teribazus,  a  Persian 
remarkable  for  his  merit  smd  learning,  and  highly 
beloved  by  Hyperanthesj  but  unhappy  in  his 
passion  for  Ariana,  a  daughter  of  Darius,  ad- 
vances from  thelrest  of  the  army  to  the  rescue 
of  a  friend  in  distress,  who  lay  wounded  on  tha 
field  of  battle.  Teribazus  is  attacked  by  Dio- 
phantus,  the  Mantineao,  whom  he  overcomes; 
then  engaging  with  Dithyrambus,  is  himself 
slain.  Hsrperanthes  hastens  to  hi8  succour.  A 
general  battle  ensues,  where  Diomedon  distin* 
guishee  his  valour.  Hyperanthus  and  Abro- 
comes, partly  t>y  their  own  cffixts,  and  partly 
by  the  perfidy  of  the  Thebans,  who  desert  the 
line,  being  on  the  point  of  forcing  the  Grecians, 
are  repulsed  by  the  Lacedaemonians.  Hyperan- 
thes  composes  a  select  body  out  of  the  Persian 
standing  forces,  and,  making  an  improvement 
in  their  discipline,  renews  the  attack;  upon 
which  Leonidas  changes  the  disposition  of  his 
army :  Hyperanthes  and  the  ablest  Persian  go- 
nerals  ace  driven  out  of  the  field,  and  several 
tbohsands  of  the  barbarians,  chrcumvented  u& 
the  pasS)  are  entirely  destroyed.^ 


Amtd  the  van  of  Persia  was  a  youth, 
Nam'd  Teribazus,  not  for  golden  stores. 
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Sgb  OD  the  plnmes  of  Cantemplatioo  •o^r^d. 

He  IrcMn  the  lofty  Babylootsn  fane 

With  lesrn'd  Chaldxmns  trmc*A^the  heav'oly  sphere, 

There  munber'cl  o'er  the  vmd  fires,  which  gleam 

On  Nights  bespangled  botom.    Nor  unheard 

Were  Indian  sages  from  sequestered  bov'rs. 

While  on  the  banks  of  Ganges  they  disclosed 

The  pow're  of  Natare,  whether  in  the  woods, 

The  ihtitfhl  glebe,  or  flofw'r,  the  beaKng  plant. 

The  limpid  waters,  or  the  ambient  air. 

Or  m  the  purer  element  of  fire. 

The  realm  of  old  Sesostns  nert  he  Tiew'd, 

Mysterioas  Egypt  with  her  hidden  rites 

Of  bb  and  Osiris.     Last  he  sought 

Th'  Ibnian  Oreeks,  flrom  Athens  sprung,  nof  pass'd 

Miletus  by,  which  onoe  in  rapture  beaid 

The  tongue  of  Thales,  nor  Priene's  walls. 

Where  wisdom  dwelt  wHh  Bias,  nor  the  seal 

Of  PIttacns,  rerer^d  on  Lesbian  shores. 

Th*  ealigfatea*d  youth  to  Susa  now  retaniM, 
Place  of  lus  birth.     His  merit  soon  was  dear 
To  Hyperanthes.     It  was  now  the  time, 
That  discontent  and  mnrmiir  on  the  banks 
Of  Nile  were  kmd  and  threat'ning.   Chembes  there 
The  only  futhful  stood,  a  potent  lord, 
Whom  Xerxes  held  by  promis'd  nuptial  ties 
With  his  own  blood.     To  this  Egjrptian  prince 
Bright  Ariana  was  the  destined  spouse, 
Fram  the  same  bed  with  Hyperanthes  bom. 
Among  her  guards  was  Teribazus  nam'd 
By  that  fond  brother,  tender  of  her  weal. 

Th*  Egyptian  boundaries  they  gain'd.  Hiey  hear 
Of  insurrection,  of  the  Pharian  tribes 
In  arms,  and  Chembes  in  the  tumult  slain. 
They  {Nteh  their  tents,  at  midnight  are  assaiPd, 
Surpris'd,  their  leaders  massacred,  the  slaves 
Of  Ariana  capthres  borne  away. 
Her  own  payilion  ibrc*d,  her  person  seizM 
By  mffian  hands :  when  timely  to  redeem 
Her  and  th*  inraded  camp  from  further  spoil 
Flies  Teribazus  with  a  rally'd  band, 
Swift  on  her  chariot  seats  the  royal  fkir, 
Nor  watts  the  dawn.    Of  all  he^  menial  train 
None  but  three  female  slaves  are  left.    Her  guide, 
Her  comforter  and  guardian  fate  provides 
la  him,  distinguished  by  his  worth  alone, 
Ko  prince,  nor  satrap,  now  the  single  chief 
Of  her  aurvivhig  guard.    Of  regal  birth, 
Bvt  with  excellhig  graces  in  her  soul, 
Vnfike  an  eastern  princess  she  inclines 
To  hb  cotMoling,  his  instructive  tongue, 
An  htinkbled  ear.    Amid  the  converse  sweet 
Her  charms,  her  mind,  her  virtues  he  explores, 
Admirhig;     Soon  is  admiration  chang'd 
To  loire;  nor  loves  he  sooner  than  despairs. 
From  mom  till  eve  her  passing  wheels  he  guards 
Back  to  Euphrates.    Often,  as  she  mounts 
Or  quits  the  car,  his  arm  her  weigia  sustains 
With  trembUng  pleasure.     His  assidoous  hand 
From  purest  fountains  wafts  the  living  flood. 
Nor  seldom  by  the  foir-one's  soft  command 
Would  be  repose  him,  at  her  feet  redin'd ; 


Tinge  their  black  folds  with  gleams  of  seattetM  lights 

Then,  swiftly  closing,  on  the  brow  of  Mom 

Condense  their  honours,  and  in  thickest  gloom 

The  ruddy  beauty  veil.    They  now  approach 

The  towV  of  BeKis.    Hyperanthes  leads 

Through  Babylon  an  army  to  chastise 

The  crime  of  Egypt.    Teribazus  here 

Parts  from  his  princess,  marches  bright  in  steel 

Beneath  his  patron's  banner,  gather/^palms 

On  conquer'd  Nile.    To  Susa  he  returns, 

To  Ariana's  residence,  and  bears 

Deep  in  his  heart  th'  immedicable  wound. 

But  unreveal'd  and  silent  was  his  pain ; 

Nor  yet  in  solitary  shades  he  roam'd, 

Nor  8hun*d  resort :  but  o*er  his  sorrows  cast 

A  sickly  dawn  of  gladness,  and  in  smiles 

OonceaPd  his  anguish ;  while  the  secret  flame 

Rag^d  in  his  bosom,  and  its  peace  consum*d : 

His  soul  still  brooding  o*er  these  mournful  thoughti» 

•*  Can  I,  O  Wisdom,  find  relief  in  thee. 
Who  dost  approve  my  passion  ?  From  the  snares 
Of  beauty  only  thou  wouldst  guard  my  heart 
But  here  thyself  art  charm'd ;  where  softness,  grace^ 
And  ev»ry  virtue  dignify  desire. 
Yet  thus  to  love,  despairing  to  possess, 
Of  all'the  torments,  by  relentless  Fate 
On  life  inflicted,  is  the  most  severe. 
Do  I  not  feel  thy  warnings  in  my  breast. 
That  Bight  alone  can  save  me  ?  I  will  go 
Back  to  the  leamM  Chaldaeans,  on  the  banks 
Of  Ganges  seek- the  sages ;  where  to  Heav'n 
With  thee  my  elevated  soul  shall  tow'r. 
O  wretched  Teribazus !  all  conspires 
Against  thy  peace.    Our  mighty  lord  prepares 
To  overwhelm  the  Grecians.    Ev'ry  youth 
Is  call*d  to  war;  and  I,  who  lately  pois'd 
With  no  inglorious  arm  the  soldier's  Ifince, 
Who  near  the  side  of  Hjrperanthes  fought, 
Must  join  the  throng.     How  therefore  can  I  fly 
From  Ariana,  who  with  Asia's  queens 
The  splendid  camp  of  Xences  must  adorn  ? 
Then  be  it  so.    Again  I  will  adore 
Her  gentle  virtues.     Her  delightfol  voice. 
Her  gracious  sweetness  shall  again  diflpiise 
Resistless  magic  through'  my  ravish'd  heart ; 
Till  passion,  thus  with  double  rage  inflamed. 
Swells  to  distraction  in  my  tortur'd  breast. 
Then — but  in  vain  through  darkness  do  I  seardi 
My  fate — Despair  and  fortune  be  my  guides.*' 

The  day  arrived,  when  Xerxes  first  advanc'd 
His  amis  from  Snsa*l5  gates.    The  Persian  dames, 
So  were  accustom'd  all  the  eAstem  fair. 
In  sumptuous  cars  accompany'd  his  march, 
A  beauteous  train,  by  Ariana  grac'd. 
Her  Teribazus  follows,  on  her  wheels 
Attends  and  pines.    Such  woes  oppress  the  youchv 
Oppress,  but  not  enervate.    From  the  van 
He  in  this  second  conflict  had  withstood 
The  threat'ning  frown  of  adamantme  Mars, 
He  singly,  while  his  bravest  friends  recoil'd. 
His  manly  temples  no  tiara  bound. 
The  slender  lance  of  Asia  he  disdain'd. 
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With  four  Tosatans^  whOM  iudigiMUBt  chiei^ 
BtraT«  Hegesander,  vengeance  breath'd  io  vain, 
With  streaming  wounds  repuls'd.    Thus  far  un- 

roatch'd. 
His  arm  prevail'd ;  when  U]rperanthes  call'd 
From  fight  his  fainting  legions.    Now  each  band 
Their  languid  courage  reinCbrc'd  by  rest. 
Meantime  with  Teribazus  thus  conferr'd     [youth, 
Tb'  applauding  prince.     '*^Thou  much  deserving 
Had  twenty  warriors  in  the  dang'rous  van 
Like  thee  maintain'd  tbe  onset,  Greece  had  wept 
Her  prostrate  ranks.    The  weary'd  fight  awhile 
I  now  relax,  till  Abradates  strong, 
Orontes  and  Mazxus  are  advanc'd* 
Then  to  the  conflict  will  I  give  no  pause. 
If  not  by  prowess,  yet  by  endless  toil 
Successive  numbers  sbaU  exhaust  the  foe."' 

He  said.    Immers'd  in  sadness,  scarce  reply'd. 
But  to  himself  complain'd  the  am'rous  youth. 

'<  Stiir  do  I  languish,  mourning  o*er  the  fame 
My  arm  acquires.    Tormented  heart !  thou  seat 
Of  constant  torrow,  what  deceitful  smiles 
Yet  canst  thou  borrow  from  unreal  hope 
To  flatter  life?  At  Ariana's  feet 
What  if  with  supplicating  knees  I  bow. 
Implore  her  pity,  and  reveal  my  love. 
0  Wretch !  canst  thou  climb  to  yon  eflulgent  orb. 
And  share  the  splendours  which  irradiate  Heav'n? 
Dost  thou  aspire  to  that  exalted  maid. 
Great  Xerxes'  sister,  rivalling  the  claim 
Of  Asia's  proudest  potentates  and  kings  ? 
Unless  within  her  bosom  1  inspired 
A  passion  fervent  as  my  own,  nay  more. 
Such,  as  dispelling  ev'ry  virgin  fear. 
Might,  unrestrain'd,  disclose  its  food  desire. 
My  love  is  hopeless ;  and  her  willing  hand. 
Should  she  b^tow  it,  draws  from  Asia's  lord 
On  both  perdition."    By  despair  benumb'd. 
His  limbs  their  action  lose.    A  wish  for  death 
O'ercasts  and  chills  his  soul.     When  sudden  cries 
From  Ariaomes  rouse  his  drooping  pow'rs. 
Alike  in  manners  they  of  equal  age 
Were  friends,  and  partners  m  the  glorious  toil 
Of  war.    Together  they  victorious  chas'd 
-  Tbe  bleeding  sons  of  N^le,  when  Egypt's  pride 
Before  the  sword  of  Hyperantbes  fell. 
That  lov'd  companion  Teribazus  views 
By  all  abandoned,  in  his  gore  outstretch 'd« 
The  victor's  spoil.    His  languid  spirit  starts  ; 
He  rushes  ardent  from  the  Persian  line ; 
The  wounded  warrior  in  his  strong  embrace 
He  bears  away.    By  indignation  stung> 
Fierce  from  the  Grecians  Diopbantus  vends 
A  loud  defiance.    Teribazus  leaves 
His  rescu'd  friend.    His  massy  shield  he  rears; 


I  see  the  pride  of  Asia's  iBonarch  tiWeU 

With  vengeance  fatal  to  her  beautMOws  head. 

Di^terse,  ye  phantom  hopes.  Too  long,  torn  htatf^ 

Hast  thou  irith  griaf  contended.     Lo !  I  plant 

My  foot  this  moment  on  tbe  verge  of  de^h* 

By  fame  invited,  by  despair  imp^ird 

To  pass  th'  irvemeable  bound.    No  oaore 

Shall  Teribazus  backward  tnm  bis  step/ 

But  here  conclude  his  doem.    Then  cease  to  heav^ 

Thou  troubled  bosom,  ev'ry  thought  be  caln 

Now  at  th'  approach  of  everlasting  peace." 

He  ended ;  when  a  mighty  foe  drew  nigb» 
Not  less  than  iHthyrambus.    Ere  they  joined* 
The  Persian  warrior  to  the  Greek  begaiu 

"  Art  thou  th*  uncoiiqaeii44e  chi^  who  new'd 
Our  battle  down?  That  eagle  on  thy  shield 
Too  well  proclaims  thee.-    To  aUempt  thy  foffce 
I  rashly  purposed.    That  my  single  arm 
'  Thou  deign'st  to  meet,  acoept  my  thanks*  and  koov^ 
The  thought  of  conquest  less  employs  my  aoul. 
Than  l^imi^ation  of  thy  gbeious  de«i«. 
And  that  by  thoe  I  cannot  faU  disgcae'd.'* 

He  ceasU     These  words  the  I'hapiaa  yoaUr 
return^. 
**  Of  all  the  praises  from  thy  generous  JBOutli 
The  only  portion  my  desert  may  claim. 
Is  this  my  boM  adventure  te  confront 
Thee,  yet  unmatch'd.  What  Grecian  hath  net  i>«rit*4 
Thy  flaming  steel  ?  From  Asia's  boundless  camp 
Not  one  hath  equall'd  thy  victorious  might. 
But  whence  thy  armour  of  the  Grecian  form  ? 
Whence  thy  tall  spear,  thy  hehnet?  Whence  tbe 

weight 
Of  that  strong  shield?  Unlike  thy  eastern  firieads, 
O  if  thou  be'st  some  fugitive,  who,  lost 
To  liberty  and  virtue,  art  become 
A  tyrant's  vile  stipendiary,  that  arm. 
That  valour  thus  triumphant  I  deplore. 
Which  after  all  their  efforts  and  success 
Deserve  no  hofXHir  from  the  gods,  or  vaetL^ 

Here  Teribazus  in  a  sigh  rqoin'd. 
«*  I  am  to  Greece  a  stranger,  am  a  wreteh 
To  thee  unknown,  who  courts  this  hour  to  die^ 
Yet  not  ignobly,  but  in  death  to  raise 
My  name  from  darkness,  while  I  end  my  woss." 

The  Grecian  then.    «  I  view  thee,  and  I  mourn. 
A  dignity,  which  virtue  only  bears, 
Firm  resolution,  seated  on  thy  brow,  [maud 

Though  grief  hath  dimm'd  thy  drooping  eye,  de- 
My  veneration :  and,  whatever  be 
The  malice  of  thy  fortune,  what  the  cares 
Infesting  thus  thy  quiet,  they  create 
Within  my  breast  the  pity  (^  a  friend. 
Why  then,  constraining  my  reluctant  hand 
To  act  against  thee,  will  thy  might  support 
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The  tense  of  hoMMT,  maA  Um  ihrMd  of  thuM 
lb  flwtll  in  INtliyraBibiis.     UndifOMy'd, 
Be  grappled  with  his  fioe,  mud  initMit  leizM 
His  tkreafc'iiing  spear,  before  th'  uplifted  arm 
Coald  cxecQte  the  sMditaked  wound. 
The  weapon  boni  between  their  ttniggling  grasp. 
Tlieir  hold  they  loosen,  bare  their  shining  swords. 
With  eqoal  swiftness  to  defend  or  charge 
Snch  active  3roath  advances  and  recedes. 
On  eT*ry  «de  they  traverse.    Now  diiect, 
Obliqnelj  now  the  wheeling  blades  descend. 
StiU  is  the  eonflict  dnbiens ;  when  the  Offeek» 
Dinemblii^,  points  his  fislchion  to  the  groond, 
Kb  arm  depressing,  as  o*erconie  by  toil : 
While  with  his  hoefcler  cautions  be  repels 
The  blows,  repeated  by  his  active  foe. 
Greece  trembles  for  her  hero.    Joy  pervad«a 
The  ranks. of  Asia;  Hyperanthes  stndss 
Before  the  line,  preparing  to  receive 
ffis  friend  tdnmphnnt :  while  the  wary  Ghreek 
Calm  and  defcniive  bears  th*  assault.    At  last. 
As  by  th*  inoantiovs  fury  of  his  strokes, 
The  Penian  swong  his  covering  shield  aside. 
The  fiital  moment  Dithyrsmbus  seiz'd. 
Light  daithig  forward  with  his  feet  ootstretdi'd, 
Between  ^  vmguarded  ribs  be  plung'd  hb  steel. 
Aflectioa,  grief;  and  ierronr  wing  the  speed 
OfHyperuitliee.     From  his  bleeding  foe 
The  Greek  retires,  not  distant,  and  awaits 
The  Persian  prince.    Bnt  he  with  wairy  cheeks 
In  speecblem  ai^gnish  clasps  his  dying  friend; 
From  wboae  ooM  lip  with  intemipted  phrase 
These  aoeents  break*    **  O  dearest,  best  of  men ! 
Ten  tbeoaead  thoughts  of  gratitude  and  love 
Are  struggling  in  my  head— O'erpow'ring  Fate 
Denies  nisr  voiee  the  utt*rance — O  my  friend ! 

0  Hypersmtbcs  1  Hear  my  tongue  unfold 
What,  had  I  liv*d,  then  never  sbouldst  have  known. 

1  lov*d  tliy  nfler.    With  despair  i  fov'd. 
SoBeitii^  this  hoooorabte  doom. 
Without  r^ret  in  Persia's  sight  and  thine 
I  fiyU**     Th'  inexorable  hand  of  Fate 
Weighs  down  his  eyelids,  and  the  gloom  of  death 
His  fleeting  light  elemilly  o*ersbades. 
ffim  on  Cfaoaspes  o^  the  blooming  verge 
A  frantic  mother  shall  bewail ;  shall  strtw 
Her  stiver  tresses  in  the  crystal  wave: 
While  all  the  shores  re-echo  to  the  name 
Of  Teriba±u8  lost.    Th'  afflicted  prince, 
Gootemplating  in  tears  the  pallid  corse. 
Vents  m  these  words  the  bitterness  of  grie€ 

<«€Ni!  Tetibasas!  Oh!  my  friend,  whose  less 
I  wiU  deplsre  for  ever.    Oh !  what  pow'r. 
By  me,  by  thee  aflhndsd,  clos'd  thy  breast 
To  Hyperanthm  In  ^hitrust  unkind ! 
She  should,  she  maM  have  fov'd  thee^^Now  no 


Thy  placid  virtnes»  thy  instraclive  tungne, 
Shall  drop  their  satetuew  on  my  seeret  hoars. 
But  in  oempfariilts  dath  friendship  waste  the  time. 


Hold  thee,  barbarian^  fM>»  a  liDp  moat  woirth 
Than  thou  and  Xerxes  with  his  host  of  slaves." 

His  words  be  seconds  with  his  rapid  lanotw 
Soon  a  tremendous  conflict  had  ensn'd ; 
Bat  Intaphernes,  Mindus,  and  a  crowd 
Of  Persian  lords,  advancing,  fill  the  q»ace 
Betwixt  th'  cneount'riag  oMs.     In  mutual  wratl^ 
With  fruitless  efforts  they  attempt  the  fight 
So  rage  two  bulls  along  th'  opposing  banks 
Of  some  deep  flood,  which  parts  the  fruitful  mead. 
Deflanoe  thunders  from  their  angry  mouths 
in  vain:  in  vain  the  furrow'd  sod  they  rend; 
Wide  rolls  the  stream,  and  intercepts  the  war. 

As  by  malignant  fortune  if  a  drop 
Of  moisture  mingles  with  a  burning  mass 
Of  liquid  metal,  instant  show'rs  of  death 
On  ev^ry  side  tb'  exploding  fluid  spreads; 
So  disappointOMnt  irritates  the  flame 
Of  fierce  Plataa's  chief,  whose  vengeance  bnvMi 
In  wide  destruction.    Emims,  Dauoua  fril, 
Arsssus,  Ochtts,  Mendes,  Arties  die ; 
And  ten  most  hardy  of  th*  fanmortal  guard. 
To  shivers  breaking  on  the  Grecian  shield 
Their  gold  embellisb'd  weapons^  raise  a  mound- 
O^er  thy  pale  body,  O  in  prime  destroyed; 
Of  Asia's  garden  once  the  frurest  plaat, 
FalPn  Teribaxus !  Thy  distracted  friend 
From  this  thy  temporary  tomb  is  dragg'd 
1)y  forceful  aeal  of  satraps  to  the  shore ; 
Where  then  the  brave  Abrooomes  arrang'd 
The  succours  new,  by  Abradates  brought, 
Orontes  and  MazMis^    Turning  swift, 
Abrocomes  nilbrm*d  his  brother  thus. 

"  Strong  Teinforcement  from  th*  immOftal  guard 
Pandates  bold  to  Intaphemes  leads, 
In  charge  to  harass  by  perpetual  toil 
Those  Grecians  next  the  mountain.    Thou  unite 
To  me  thy  valour.    Hera  the  hostile  ranks 
Less  stable  seem.    Our  joint  imprssiioa  try ; 
Let  all  the  weight  of  battle  hera  impend. 
Rouse,  Hyperanthes.    Give  tsgrst  to  winds. 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  this  diiefiil  day  ? 
Let  not  our  private  oares  assist  the  Greeks 
Too  strong  already ;  or  let  sorrow  act: 
Mourn  sad  revenge.''    These  anhnatmg  wonk 
Send  Hypersnthes  to  the  foremost  line. 
His  vengeful  ardour  leads.    The  battle  joins. 

Who  stemmed  this  tide  of  onset  I  Who  imbru*d 
His  shining  spear  the  first  m  Persian  blood  ? 
Eupalamos.     Artembares  he  slew 
With  Uerdas  fierce,  whom  Caucasus  had  rearM 
On  hts  tempestuous  brow,  the  savagf"  sons 
Of  violence  and  rapine.    But  their  doom 
Tires  Hyperaathes,  whose  vindictive  blade  , 

Arrests  the  viotor  in  his  haughty  coarse. 
Beneath  the  strong  Abrocomes  o*erwhehn*d, 
Melissus  swells  the  number  of  the  dead. 
None  could  Mycenai  boest  of  prouder  birtls 
Than  yoang  Melissus,  who  in  silver  mail 
The  line  embellish'd.     He  in  Chrrha^k  mead. 
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Of  iifttiow.    Him  the  nymphs  of  Halys  wept ; 

When,  with  delusive  oracles  beguil'd 

By  DelphTs  god,  he  pa«s*d  their  fatal  waves 

A  mighty  empire  to  dissolve :  nor  knew 

Th'  ill-destin'd  prince,  that  envious  Fortune  watch'd 

That  direful  moment  from  his  band  to  wrest 

The  seeptre  of  his  fathers.    In  the  shade 

Of  humble  life  his  race  on  Timolus*  birow 

Lay  hid ;  till^  rous*d  to  battle,  on  this  field 

Sinks  Aly^tt^  and  a  royal  br^  , 

In  him  extinct  for  ever.     Lye  is  dies, 

For  boist'rous  wai^  ill-chosen.     He  was  ski  I  l*d 

To  tune  the  lulling  flute,  and  melt  the  heart ; 

Or  with  his  pipe*s  awakening  strain  allure 

The  lovely  dames  of  Lydia  to  the  dance. 

They  on  the  verdant  level  graceful  movM 

In  vary'd  measures ;  while  the  cooling  breeae 

Beneath  their  swelling  garments  wantonM  o'er 

llieir  snowy  breasts,  and  smooth  Cai3ster*8  stream, 

Soft*gliding,  murmured  by.    The  hostile  blade 

Draws  forth  his  entrails.   Prone  be  fiills.  Not  long 

The  victor  triumphs.    From  the  prostrate  cone 

Of  Lycis  while  insulting  he  extracts 

The  reeking  weapon,  Hyperanthes*  steel 

Invades  his  knee,  and  cnts  the  sinewy  cords. 

Hie  Myoenaeans  with  uplifted  shields, 

Corinthians  and  Phliasians  close  around 

The  wonnded  chieftain.    In  redoubled  rage 

The  contest  glows.    Abrocomes  incites 

Each  noble  Persian.    Each  his  voice  obeys. 

Here  Abradates,  there  Mazaeus  press, 

Orontes  and  Hydames.    None  retire 

From  toil,  or  peril.    Urg'd  on  ev*ry  side, 

Mycenae's  band  to  Fortune  leave  their  bhief. 

D^pairing,  raging,  destitute  he  stands, 

Propt  on  his  spear.     His  wound  forbids  retreat. 

None,  but  his  brother^  Eumenes  abides 

The  dire  extremity.     His  studded  orb 

Is  held  defensive.    On  his  arm  the  sword 

Of  Hyperanthes  rapidly  descends. 

Down  drops  the  buckler,  and  the  sever'd  hand 

Resigns  its  bold.    The  unprotected  pair 

By  Asia's  bero  to  the  gpround  are  swept ; 

As  to  a  reaper  crimson  poppies  low'r 

I'hehr  heads  luxuriant  on  the  yellow  plain. 

From  both  their  brv^ists  tlie  vital  currents  flow, 

And  mix  their  streams.    Elate  the  Persiani  poor 

Their  numbers,  deepening  on  the  foe  dismayed. 

The  Greeks^  their  station  painfolly  maintain. 

This  Anaxander  saw,  vhose  faithless  tongue 

His  colleague  Leontiades  bespake. 

^  The  boor  is  come  to  serve  our  Persian  friends. 
Behold,  the  Greeks  are  pressed.  Let  Thebes  retire, 
A  bloodless  conquest  3nelding  to  the  king^" 

This  said,  he  drew  his  Thebans  from  their  post, 
Not  with  unpunished  treachery.    The  lance 
Of  Abradates  gor'd  their  foul  retreat ; 
Nor  knew  the  Asian  chief,  that  Asia's  friepds 
Before  him  bled.    Meantime,  as  mighty  Jove, 
Or  he  more  ancient  on  the  throne  of  Ueav^ 
When  from  the  womb  of  Chaos  dark  the  world 


Precipitating  down  the  sacred  cave,  - 

That  Sparta's  ranks,  advancing,  should  repair 

The  disunited  phalanx.     Ere  they  move, 

Dieneces  inspires  them.     "  Fame,  ray  firiends. 

Calls  forth  your  valour  in  a  signal  hour. 

For  you  this  glorious  crisis  she  reserv'd 

laconia's  splendour  to  assert.    Young  man. 

Sou  of  Megistias,  follow."     He  conducts    [wedg'<t 

Th'  experienc'd  troop.    They  lock  their  shields,  and 

In  dense  arrangement,  reponess  the  voi<{ 

Left  by  the  faithless  Thebans,  and  repukie 

Th'  exulting  Persians.    When  with  eflbrU  vaia 

These  oft  renew'd  the  contest,  and  recoird, 

As  oft  confounded  with  dinnnish'd  ranks; 

Lo !  Hyperanthes  blush'd,  repeating  late 

The  words  of  Artemisia,     ^  Learn,  O  chie&y 

The  only  means  of  glory  and  suocoas. 

Unlike  the  others,  whom  we  newly  chas'd. 

These  are  a  band,  selected  from  the  Greeks, 

Perhaps  the  Spartans,  whom  we  often  hear 

By  Demaratus  prais'd.    To  break  their  line 

In  vain  we  struggle,  unarray'd  and  lax. 

Deprived  of  onion.    Do  not  we  preside 

O'er  Asia's  armies,  and  our  courage  boast. 

Our  martial  art  above  the  vulgar  herd  ? 

Let  ns,  ye  obiefs,  attempt  in  order'd  ranks 

To  form  a  troop,  and  emulate  the  foe.'* 

They  wait  not  dubious.    On  the  Malian  s|iore 
In  gloomy  depth  a  column  soon  is  form'cl 
Of  all  the  nobles,  Abradates  strong, 
Orontes  bold,  Mazcus,  and  the  might 
Of  brave  Abrocomes  with  each^  who  bore 
The  highest  honours,  and  excell'd  in  arms^ 
Themselves  the  lords  of  nations,  who  befbro 
The  throne  of  Xerxes  tributary  bow'd. 
To  these  succeed  a  choseq  number,  drawn 
From  Asia'lB  l^ons,  vaunted  most  in  fight; 
Who  from  their  king  perpetual  stipends  share  2 
UTw,  stationed  round  the  provinces,  by  force 
His  tyranny  uphold.     In  ev'ry  part 
Is  Hyperanthes  active,  avdent  seen 
Throughout  the  huge  battalion.     Ha  ac^ta 
1*heir  equal  range,  then  cautious,  lest  on  marck 
Their  unaccustom'd  order  should  relax^ 
Full  in  the  centre  of  the  foremost  rank 
Orontes  plants,  committing  to  his  hand 
Th*  imperial  standard ;  whose  expanded  folds 
Gfow'd  in  the  air,  presenting  to  the  San 
The  richest  dye  of  Tyre.    The  royal  bird 
Amid  the  gorgeous  tincture  shone  expressed 
In  high-embroider'd  gold.    The  wary  prince 
On  this  ooDspicuous,  leading  sign  of  war. 
Commands  each  satrap,  posted  in  the  van. 
To  fix  hb  cy&  regardful,  to  direct 
By  this  alone  his  even  ^aoe  and  slow. 
Retiring,  or  advancing.    So  the  star. 
Chief  of  the  spangles  on  that  fancy'd  Bear^ 
Once  an  Idxan  nymphs  and  nnrse  of  Jove, 
Bright  Cynosura  to  the  Boreal  pole 
Attracts  the  sailor's  eye ;  when  distance  hides 
The  headland  aicnals.  and  her  ffOidinff  rav. 
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**  Henyc  dueftaths,  irbbse  micoiiquM'd  force 
Itebeilioiia  ^rpt,  and  the  Uhyn  felt, 
Tbiok,  what  the  splendour  of  yonr  formef  di^edt 
Prom  3roa  exacts.     Reinefnber,  from  the  gf^iat 
llldstrioiis  actKMis  are  a  debt  to  Fame. 
No  middle  path  remains  for  them  to  tread. 
Whom  she  hath  once  emohled.     Lo !  this  day 
By  trophies  new  win  signalize  jronr  nidies. 
Or  in  dishonour  will  for  ever  dottd.** 

He  said,  and  vig'rons  all  to  flight  proceed. 
As,  when  tempestuous  Enms  stems  the  weight 
Of  western  Neptune,  stmralhig  fhfough  the  strait* 
Whicdi  bound  Alcides*  labours,  li^tt  Uie  storm 
With  rapid  wing^  reyeibeiates  the  tide; 
Tbart  t^  contending  strge  with  ftmow*d  tops 
To  raoQBtains  swells,  and,  whelming  o'er  the  baai^ 
On  either  coast,  impHls  the  hoarj  fokitl 
On  Maoritanian  and  Iberian  strands: 
Soch  is  the  dreadful  ouMf .    Persia  keeps 
Her  fareoMMt  ranks  unbroken,  which  are  fill'd 
Bf  choaea  warriors ;  while  the  nam'roos  crowd, 
Though  still  pnxniscucMis  pouring  firom  bdiind, 
Give  weigltt  and  pressure  to  tb'  embattled  chiefi^ 
Despising  danger.     Dke  the  mural  strength 
Of  some  proud  city,  bulwark'd  round  and  arm*d 
With  rising  towers  to  g^nard  her  weaHby  stores, 
ImnoveaUe,  impenetrable  stood 
Lsconia's  serryM  phalanx.    In  their  hce 
Grim  Tyranny  her  tbreat^hig  fetters  shakes. 
Red  Havoc  grinds  insatiable  his  jaws. 
Greece  is  behind,  entrusting  to  their  swords 
Her  laws,  her  freedom,  and  the  sacred  urns 
Of  their  fbrefothers.     Present  now  to  thoni^ht 
Their  altars  rise,  the  mansions  of  their  birth, 
Whate'er  they  honour,  renerate,  and  love. 

Bright  in  the  Persian  van  th'  exalted  lance 
Of  Hjrperanthes  flam'd.    Beside  him  press'd 
Abrocomes,  Uydames,  and  the  bulk 
Of  Abradates  terrible  in  war. 
Firm,  as  a  Memphian  pjrramid,  was  seen 
Bieoeces  ^  while  Agis  close  in  rank 
With  Menalippns,  and  the  added  strength 
Of  dauntless  Maron,  their  connected  shields 
Upheld.     Each  unrelax'd  array  maintains 
Th«  conflict  undecided ;  nor  could  Greece 
Repel  the  adrerse  numbers,  nor  the  weight 
Of  Aisia's  band  select  remove  the  Greeks. 

Swift  from  Lacooia's  king,  perceiving  soon 
The  Pernan's  new  arrangement,  Medon  flew, 
Who  thus  the  staid  Dieneces  addressed. 

**  l/ionidas  commands  the  Spartan  ranks 
To  nMaaare  back  some  paces.    Soon  he  cTeems 
Tbe  unexperienc'd  foes  in  wild  pursuit 
WUl  break  their  order.    Then  the  charge  renew.'' 

This  heard,  tbe  signal  of  retreat  is  giv'n. 
The  Spartans  seem  to  yield.    The  Persians  stop. 
Astomshmeot  restrains  them,  and  the  doubt 
Of  unexpected  victDry.    Their  skjth 
Abrocomes  awakens.    "  By  tbe  Son 
They  fly  before  tts.     My  victorious  friends. 

Bo  von  <Ui«v  *A  mntPT  nrau^t^m  >    A... 


By  his  r««Wtlesi  tteel,  Orontes  fatW, 
And  quits  th*  imperial  banner.    This  the  chief 
In  triumph  waves.    The  Spartans  press  the  foe. 
Ckisie-wedg'd  and  souare,  in  slow,  progressive  pace 
O'er  heaps  of  mangled  carcasses  and  arms 
Invincible  they  tread.    Ooteposing  flutas 
Each  thought^  each  motion  harmonise.    No  rage 
Untunes  their  sofals.    The  phalanx  yet  more  deep 
Of  Medon  follows ;  while  the  lighter  bands 
Glide  by  the  flanln,  and  reach  the  broken  foe. 
Amid  their  flight  what  vengeance  from  the  arm 
Of  Alpbeus  foils  }  O'er  all  in  swift  pursuit 
Was  he  renown'd.    His  active  feet  had  match'd 
Hie  son  of  Pelens  in  the  dusty  ooiirpe; 
But  now  the  wrongs,  the  kxig'^reinember'd  wrongs 
Of  Polydoros  animate  his  strength 
With  tan-fold  vigour.    Uke  th'  emporpled  Moon, 
When  m  ecHpss  her  silver  disk  hath  lest 
Tbe  wonted  light,  his  buckler's  polish'd  Ihce 
Is  now  obscur'd ;  the  flgulr'd  bosses  drop 
In  crimson,  spoutnig  from  his  deathful  strokes. 
As,  when  With  horrour  wing'd,  fl  whirlwind  rends 
A  shattered  navy  I  from  tbe  ooeftn  east. 
Enormous  fragments  hMe  the  level  beach ; 
Sudi  as  d<u«ct^  Persia  late  beheld 
On  Thessaiys  unnavigaMe  strand  i 
Thus  o'er  the  champaign  satrtps  lay  bestrewn 
By  Alpbeus,  persevering  in  ptirsnit 
Beyond  the  pass.    Not  Phcebtts  could  inflict 
On  Niob^  more  vengeance,  when,  incens'd 
By  her  maternal  arrogance^  which  scom'd 
Latouf 's  race,  he  twang'd  his  ireful  bow. 
And  one  by  one  from  youth  And  beauty  huri'd 
Her  sons  to  Pluto;  nor  severer  pangs 
That  mother  folt,  than  pierc'd  the  gen'rous  soul 
Of  H3rperanthes,  while  his  noblest  friends 
On  ev'ry  side  lay  gasping.    With  despair 
He  sdll  contends.    Th'  immortals  from  their  stand 
Behind  th'  entangling  thicket  next  the  pass 
His  signal  rouses.    Ere  they  clear  their  way, 
Wcll-caution'd  Medon  from  the  close  defile 
Two  thousand  Locnans  pours.    An  aspect  new 
The  fight  assumes.    Through  implicated  shrubs 
Coofusion  waves  each  banner.     Falchions,  spearsi ' 
And  shields  are  all  encumber *d ;  till  the  Greeks 
Had  forc'd  a  passage  to  the  yielding  foe. 
Then  Medon's  arm  is  felt.    The  dreadful  boar. 
Wide-wasting  once  the  Calydonian  fields. 
In  fury  breakhig  from  his  gloomy  lair, 
Rang'd  with  less  havoc  through  unguarded  fbld«| 
Than  Medon,  sweeping  down  the  glitt'riog  filev. 
So  vainly  styl'd  immortal.    Prom  the  cliff 
Dhrbe  Melissa,  and  Laoonia's  king 
Enjoy  the  glories  of  OUeus'  son. 
Fierce  Alpheus  too,  returning  from  his  chase* 
Joins  in  tbe  slaughter.     Ev'ry  Persian  foils. 
To  him  the  Locrian  chie&     *'  Brave  Spartan, 


Through  thee  my  purpose  is  acoomplish'd  full. 
My  pbidanx  here  with  levell'd  rows  of  spears 
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Who  ou  their  cmnm  •by  Vne's  fMrlieiilAas  teiks 
l>e8(ny  in  unbttsh  of  fierfidious  rascU 
The  orocodtie^  fell  ieeth.    Goiitiguoii«  lay  > 
Thermopyte.    Dieneees  seour'd  [showed, 

The   narrow   month.   .  Two   lines   th%    Spartans 
Cue  tow'nds  the  jitain  <^Merv'4  the  Peraian  camp ; 
One,  led  by  Agis,  fac^  th*  interior  pass. 
'  Not  yetidisooum^M,  Hyperanthes  striTes 
The  scattcr'd  host  to  ntiy.     He  exhorts. 
Entreats,  at  leagtli  indignant  thus  exckime. 

*|<  DegenVatePersiaBs-!  to  sepnlohfal  •dost 
Could  breath  return,  yonr  fikthers  from  the  tomb 
Would  utter  f^ixwas.     Inglorious,  do  ye  leave 
Behind  you  Persia'«  «tand«rd  to  adorn 
Some  tGreoian  temple  !  Can  yoor  aplendid  cars, 
Voluptuous  couches,  and  delicious  boards. 
Your  gold,  your  gnms,  ye  satjnape,  be  preserved    . 
By  cowav^e  and  iii§ht^  The  ennuoh  skwre 
Will  scorn  such  kxds,  yoarwomen'lalbe  your  beds.*^ 

Few  hear  him,  fewer  follow;  while  iheifi^Lt 
His  unabating  o9orag«  oft  •venews. 
As  oft  repulsed  with  4anger :  tiU,  by  all 
Deserted,  miung  in  the  gen'ral  oont. 
He  yields  to  foptune,  and  regains  the  camp. 
Tn  short  advances  thus  tbe  dying  tide 
Beats  for  awhile  against  tbe  shelving 
Still  by  degrees  rei^ng,  and  at  ktt 
Within  the  bosom  of  tbe  mam  subsides. 

Though  Hypeninthes  from  the  £ght  was  drivVi, 
Close  to  the  mountain,  whos^;  indented  side 
There  gave  the  widen*d  pass  an  ample  space 
For  numbers  to  embattle,  |UI1  bis  post 
Bold  Intaphemes  andemeath  a  cliff 
Against  the  firm  Platssan  line  maintain*d. 
On  hitn  lookM  down  Leonidas  Tfke  l>eath. 
When,  from  bis  iron  cavero  callM  by  Jove, 
He  stands  gigantic  on  a  mountain's  head ; 
Whence  he  commands  tfa'  affrighted  Eanh  to  quake, 
And,  crags  and  forests  in  his  direiiil  grasp 
High*w«elding,  dashes  on  a  town  below. 
Whose  deeds  of  black  impiety  provoke 
The'  long-endnring  gods.    Arowid  tbe  verge 
Of  CEta,  curving  to  a  crescent's  shape, 
The  marbles,  timbers,  firagments  lay  amassM. 
Tbe'HeKits,  ^>ea8aBt8,  mariners  attend 
In  order  nigh  Leonidas.    They  watoh 
His  look.    He  gives  the  signal.  .  Roused  at  once 
The  force,  the  skill,  activity,  and  zeal  ■ 
Of  thousands  are  combinM.    Down  rush  the  piles. 
Tk^es,  roird  on  trees,  with  mingled  rock  ^esoaod, 
Unintermitted  ruin.     Load  resowd 
The  hollow  tranks  against  the  mountain's  side. 
Swift  bounds  each  craggy  mass.    The  foes  bdaw 
Look  up  aghast,  in  faorrour  shrink  and^die. 
Whole  troopi^  o^erwbehn'd  beneath  th*  eoormous 

load, 
tLie*hid  and  lost;  as  never  tihey'lMldiknown 
A  name,  or  being.    Intaphemes,  clad 


Of  Oitbyrambus  and  Dionfidoi^ 

Who  from  the  hill  are  wheeling  on  their  flank, 

Still  flash  tremendous.    To  the  shof«  they  fly. 

At  once  enveloped  by  successive  bands 

Of  different  Grecians.    From  the  gulf  profound 

Perdition  hese  inevitable  frowns. 

While  there,  encir<;led  by  a  grove  of  spears. 

They  stand  devoted  hecatombs  to  Mars. 

Now  not  a  moment*s  interval  delays 

Their  gea'nd  doom;  but  down  the  Malian  stoqp 

Prone  aee  they  hurry'd  to  th'  expanded  arms 

Of  Honour,  rising  from  tbe  ooey  deep. 

And  gra^Nng  all  their  niunbera,  as  tb^  foil. 

The  dire  copfusion  like  a  s^orm  invades 

The  chafing  surge.    Whole  troops  Bdkma  loUs 

In  one  vast  ruin  iirom  the  cmggy  ridge. 

O'er  all  their  arms,  their  ensigns,  deep^enguird. 

With  hideous  niar  tbe  waves  for  ever  okMe. 
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THE  AJtGVM«MT. 

Night  coming  on,  the  Grecians  retire  to  their  tents. 
A  guard  is  placed  on  the  Phocian  wall  under  the 
command  of  Agis.  He  admits  into  the  caaap  a 
lady,  accompanied  by  a  single  slave,  and  con- 
ducts them  to  Leonidas;  when  she  discovers 
herself  to  be  Ariana,  sister  of  Xerxes  and  Hyper- 
anthes,  and  sues  for  the  body  of  Teribazusj 
which  being  found  among  the  slain,  she  kills 
herself  upon  it.  The  slave,  who  attended  her, 
proves  to  be  Polydorus,  brother  to  Alpheus  and 
Maron,  and  who  had  been  formerly  carried  into 
captivity  by  a  Phoenician  pirate.  He  relates 
before  an  assembly  of  the  chiefs  a  message  from 
Demaratus  to  the  Spartans,  which  discloses  tbe 
treachery  of  the  Thebans,  and  of  Epialtes,  the 
Malian,  wbo  had  undertaken  to  lead  part  of  the 
Persian  army  through  a  pass  among  the  naoun- 
tains  of  CEta.  This  information  throws  tbe 
council  into  a  great  tumult,  which  is  pacified  by 
Leonidas^  who  sends  Alpheus  to  observe  the 
motions  of  these  Persians,  and  Dieneces  with  a 
party  of  Lacedaemonians  to  support  the  Phocians, 
^ith  whofn  the  defence  of  these  passages  in  the 
hills  had  been  entrusted.  In  the  mean  time 
Agis  sends  the  bodi^  of  Teribazus  and  Ariana  to 
th|s  ci^mp  of  Xeaes. 
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Which  hea^  \^  echoing  fwVeiiiMt  of  the  rook  ? 
Reply,  nor  tempt  bieviteble  fate.*' 

A  vcMoe  reply'd.    **  Vo  enemies  we  come, ' 
But  crave  admittance  in  an  -hambte  tone." 

The  Spsrtan  answen.     **  Through  the  midnight 


What  porpose dnnrs  yom"««KlVing  steps  abroad  ?" 

To  whom  the  itrangar.    <*  We  mv  friends  to 
Greece. 
Throi%h  thy  asshrtance  we  impkire  acoess 
To  I^cedsomon's  king."    The  oaotioas'Ofieek 
Still  hesitates ;  when  mnsically  sweet 
A  tender  voice  his  wondering  ear  allures. 

*'  O  genVoos  warrior,  listen  to  the  pniy^ 
Of  one  distrasB'd,  whom  grief  alone  bath  led 
Through  midnight  shades  to  these  victorious  tents, 
A  wTctched  woman,  innoeeot  of  fmud." 

The  chief,  descending,  through  th'  unfbldedgates 
Upheld  a  flammg  torch.    The  light  disclosed 
One  first  in  servile  garments.    Near  his  side 
A  woman  grscefial  and  majestic  stood. 
Not  with  an  aspect  rivalling  the  pow'r 
Of  &tal  Helen,  or  th*  insnaring  charms 
Of  iove^  soft  queen,  but  such  as  far  surpassed 
WhateVr  the  lily,  blending  with  the  rose. 
Spreads  on  the  cheek  of  beauty  soon  to  fisde ; 
Such  as  cxpiessVl  a  mind  by  wisdom  ruPd, 
By  sweetness  tempered;  virtue's  purest  light 
Illnmining  the  countenance  divine: 
Yet  could  not  soften  rig'rous  Fate»  nor  charm 
Malignant  Fortune  to  revere  the  good ; 
Which  oft  with  anguish  rends  a  spotless  heart. 
And  oft  associates  wisdom  with  despair. 
In  courteous  phrase  begun  the  chief  humane. 

*'  Exalted  fiir,  whose  form  adorns  the  night. 
Forbear  to  blame  the  vigilaooe  of  war. 
Sly  slow  compliance,  to  the  rigid  laws 
Of  Man  impute.    In  me  no  longer  pause 
Shall  from  the  presenc«>of  our  king  withhold 
This  thy  apparent  dignity  and  worth.** 

Here  ending,  he  cmducts  her.    At  the  call 
Of  his  loVd  brother  from  his  couch  arose 
Jjeonidas.     In  wonder  he  snrvey'd 
Th'  illustrious  Tirgin,  whom  his  presence  i^w*d« 
Ber  eye  submissive  to  the  ground  declin'd 
In  veneration  of  the  godlike  man. 
His  mien,  his  voice  her  anxious  dread  dispel. 
Benevolent  and  hospitable  thus. 

"  Thy -looks,  fair  stranger,  amiable  and  great, 
A  mind  delineate,  which  f^rom  all  eommaods 
Supreme  regard.    Relate,  thou  nobleiiame, 
By  what  relentless  destiny  eompeli'd, 
lAf  tender  fbet  the  paths  of  darkness  tread  ; 
Rehearse  th'  ifflictions,  whence  thy  virtue  moofos.*' 

On  her  wan  cheek  a  sodden  blush  arose 
like  day,  irst  Pawning  ou  the  twiligbt  pale ; 
When,  wrapt  in  grief,  these  words  a  passage  fbund. 

*^  If  to  be  most  unhappy,  and  to  know, 
That  hope  is  irrecoverably  fled ; 
•If  «o  be  great  and  wretched  may  deserve 
Commiseration  from  the  brave :  behold, 
Thou  glorious  leader  of  •nconquer'd  bonds, 
Behold,  descended  flmn  Darius'  lok», 
Th*  afllicted  Ariana ;  and  my  prayr 
Accept  with  pity,  nor  my  tears  disidam. 
First,  that  I  lov\]  the  b^  of  human  race, 
Heroic,  wise,  adom'd  by  ev'ry  art. 
Of  shame  unconscions  doth  my  heart  reveal. 
This  day,  m  Grecian  arms  conspicuous  (^mit 
He  fought,  he  feH.    A  passion,  k>ng  coMoal^, 


For  me,  aks!  withtn  my  brothftr*s  m«i8 

His  dying  breath  sesi^ing,  ^be^disokis-d. 

Oh  !  1  wUI  stay  >my  sorrows !  will  forbid 

My  eyes  to  stream  b^bre  thee,  4aid  my  breast, 

0*erwbelm'd  by  anguish,  will  from  sighs  restrain  f 

For  why  should  thy  huBMinity  be  griev'd 

At  my-distress,  why  ieara  frim  me  to  mourn 

The  lot  of  moitak,  doomM  to  fain  and  woe. 

Ueatthen,  O  king,  and  grant  my  -sole  requttft;, 

Tb^cek  iris  body  in  the  heaps  of  slain." 

Thus  to  the  hero  •u'd  the  royal  maid, 
ResembKng  Ceves  in  itnijeitic  woe, 
When  supplicating  Jove  fh>m  Stygian  ^leom, 
And  Plato's  blaok  embraces  to  redeem 
Her  tov'd  and  lost  Proserpina.    Awhile 
On  Ariana  flodng  stedfaat  eyes 
These  tender  thoughts 'bsoaidas  recatlM. 

'*  *Soch  ase  thy  sovtfows,  O  forever  dear. 
Who  now  ait  Laoedssmon  dost  deplore 
My  everlasting  aboenue.*'    Then  aside 
He  tum*d  and  sifghHd.    ^leoov'ring,  he  addressed 
His  brother.    "  Afost  beneAcent  of  men. 
Attend,  assist  this  fprinoess.    Night  ^retires 
Before  the  purple4rii^;ed  mofiL"    A  band 
Is  call'd.    The  weU-remember'd  Mfot  they  fbd. 
Where  Teiibaius  from  his  dying  hand 
Dropt  in  their  sight  his  fbraridable  swonl. 
Soon  from  beneath  a  pile  of  Asian  dead 
They  draw  the  hero,  by  his  armour  known. 

Then,  Ariana«  what  traosoeadingfpaogs 
Were  thine!  what  horrours !  In  thy  tender  breast 
Love  still  was  mightiest.    On  •the  booom  cold 
Of  Teribazns,  grief-distracted  maid. 
Thy  beauteous  limbs  were  thrasm.    Thy  snowy  hue 
Tbe-dctted  gore  disfigurVL    OnhbwooiMU 
Loose  flowHi  thy  hair,  and,  bubbling  fmm  thy  ayes, 
Impetuous  sorrow  lat'd  th*  empwrpled  ehiy. 
When  Ibrth  in  groans  these  lainentations  broke. 

**  O  torn  for  ever  fhim  these  weeping  ^eyes ! 
Thou,  who  despairing  to  obtain  a  heart 
Which  then  most  lov'd  thee,  didst  untimely  yield 
Thy  life  to  Fate*s. inevitable  dart 
For  her,  who  now  in  agony  reveab 
Her  tender  passion,  who  repeats  her^vows 
To  thy  deaf  ear,  whofbndly  to  her  own 
Unites  thy  cheek  tnsensibleand  eoM. 
Alas  1  do  those  unmoviug,  ghastly  orbs 
Pevdeive  my  gushing  sorrow !  Can  that  heart 
At  my  complaint  d^lve  the  ice  of  death 
To  sharomy  sufPrings !  Never,  never  more 
Shall  Ariana  bend  a  lisfning  ear 
To  thy  enefaanling  eloquent  nor  feast 
Her  mind  on  wisdom  irom  thy  copious  tongue  ! 
Oh!  bitter,  insunnountable  distress!" 

She  could  no  more.    InTineible  despair 
Soppres8*d  all  utterance.    As  a  marble  fsrm, 
Fix'd  ou  the  solemn  se|>ulchre,  inclines 
The  lUent  bead  ki  ismtated  woe 
0*er  some  dead  bero,<  whom  his  country  lovVl ; 
■ntvanc'd  by  nq^ish,  o'«r  the  breathless  «by 
Soihung  the  princess.    On  thegarybroaeh. 
Whence  life  had  issu'd  by  the  fistal  blow^ 
Mute  fer  a  space  and  motionless  she  gas'd; 
When  thus  in  aoctnts  irm.    ''Imperial  pomp, 
Foe  to  my  quiet,  take  my  last  farewell. 
There  is  a  state,  where  only  Thrtiie  holds 
The  rank  silpreme.    My  Teribazua  there 
From  his  high  order  must  descend  to  mine." 

Then  with  no  trembling  hand,  no  change  of  loot;. 
She  drew  .  po«.rf,  ,hioh*^^  ^^j^^^ 
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And  instant  sheathing  in  tier  heAit  the  blade. 

On  her  slain  lover  silent  snide  in  death.. 

The  unexpected  stroke  prevents  the  care 

Of  Agis,  plercM  by  hornour  and  distress 

like  one,  who,  s^miding  on  a  stormy  beach, 

Beholds  a  fbund*rihg  vessel,  by  the  deep 

At  once  engulfd  5  his  pity  feels  and  monms, 

Deprived  of  powV  to  save :  so  Agis  vicwM 

The  prostrate  pair.    He  droppM  a  tear  and  thus. 

*<  Oh !  much  lamented  !  Heavy  on  your  heads 
Hath  evil  fiili%  which  o'er  your  pale  remains 
Commands  this  sorrow  from  a  stranger's  eye. 
Illustrious  ruins  !  May  the  grave  impart 
That  peace,  which  life  dcny*d !  And  now  receive 
This  pious  office  from  a  hand  unknown." 

He  spake,  unclasping  from  his  shoulders  broad 
His  ample  robe.     He  strewM  the  waving  folds 
O'er  each  wan  visage;  tnrning  then,  addressed 
The  slave,  in  mute  dejection  standing  near. 

"  Thou,  who  attendant  on  this  hapless  fair, 
Hast  view*d  this  dreadful  spectacle,  return. 
These  bleeding  relics  bear  to  Persia's  king. 
Thou  with  four  captives,  whom  I  free  from  bonds." 

"  Art  thou  a  Spartan,"  hntermpts  the  slave  i 
**  Dost  thou  command  me  to  return,  and  pine 
In  climes  unbless'd  by  liberty,  or  laws  ? 
Grant  me  to  see  Leoiiidas.    Alone 
Let  him  decide,  if  wretched,  as  I  seem, 
1  may  not  claim  protection  from  this  camp." 

"  Whoe'er  thou  art,"  rejoins  the  chie^  ama2*d. 
But  not  offended,  "  thy  ignoble  garb 
ConcealM  a  spirit,  which  I  now  revere. 
Thy  countenance  demands  a  better  lot 
Than  I,  a  stranger  to  thy  hidden  worth, 
Vnoonscious  offer'd.    Freedom  dwells  in  Greece, 
Humanity  and  justice.    Thou  shalt  see 
Leonidas  their  guardian."    To  the  king 
He  leads  him  straight,  presents  him  in  these  words. 

"  In  mind  superior  to  the  base  attire,  [comes. 
Which  marks  his  limbs  with  shame,  a  stranger 
Who  thy  protection  claims."    The  slave  subjoins. 

**  I  stand  thy  suppliant  now.  Thou  soon  shalt 
If  I  deserve  thy  fiBivour.    I  request  [learn 

To  meet  th'  assembled  chieftains  of  this  host. 
Oh  f  I  am  fraught  with  tidings,  which  import 
The  weal  of  ev'ry  Grecian."    Agis  swift, 
Appomtcd  by  Leonidas,  convenes 
The  different  leaders.    To  the  tent  they  speeds 
Before  them  call'd,  the  stranger  thus  began. 

**  O  Alpheus !  Maron !  Hither  turn  your  sight. 
And  know  your  brother."    From  their  seats  they 
From  either  breaks  in  ecstasy  the  name       [start, 
Of  Polydoms.    To  his  dear  embrace 
Each  fondly  strives  to  rush ;  but  he  withstands: 
While  down  his  cheek  a  flood  of  anguish  pours 
From  his  dejected  eyes,  in  torture  bent 


A  liberal  spirit.    TryM,  but  not  subduM, 

Do  thou  appear.    Whatever  be  our  lot 

Is  Heav'n's  appointment.    Patience  best  becomes 

The  citizen  and  soldier.    Let  the  sight 

Of  fHends  and  brethren  dissipate  thy  gloom,** 

Of  men  the  gentlest,  Agis  too  advanc*d. 
Who  with  increasM  humanity  began. 

**  Now  in  thy  native  liberty  secure. 
Smile  on  thy  pass'd  affliction,  and  relate, 
What  chance  restores  thy  merit  to  the  arms 
Of  friends  and  kindred."    Polydoms  then. 

'*  I  was  a  Spartan.    When  my  tender  prime 
On  manhood  border'd,  from  Laoonia'ft  shores, 
Snatch'd  by  Phoenician  pirates,  I  was  sold 
A  slave,  by  Hyperanthes  bought  and  giv'a 
7b  Ariana.    Gracious  was  her  hand. 
But  I  remained  a  bondman,  still  estranged 
From  Laeedasmon.    Demaratus  oft 
In  friendly  sorrow  would  my  lot  deplore  ; 
Nor  less  bis  own  ill-fiBited  virtue  moum'd. 
Lost  to  his  country  in  a  servile  co:3rt. 
The  centre  of  corruption ;  where  in  smiles 
Are  painted  envy,  treachery,  and  hate 
With  rankling  malice;  where  akxie  sincere 
The  dissolute  seek  no  disguise ;  where  thoa^ 
Possessing  all  a  monarch  can  bestow. 
Are  for  less  happy  than  the  meanest  heir 
To  freedom,  for  more  groveling  than  the  slave 
Who  serves  their  cruel  pride.    Yet  here  the  Sua 
Ten  times  his  yearly  circle  hath  renewed. 
Since  Polydorus  hath  in  bondage  groaned. 
My  bloom  is  pass*d,  or,  pining  In  despair. 
Untimely  wither'd.    I  at  ia^t  return 
A  messenger  of  fote,  who  tidings  bear 
Of  desolation."    Here  he  paus'd  in  grief 
Redoubled;  when  Leonidas.    <'  Proceed. 
Should  from  thy  lips  inevitable  death 
To  all  be  threatened,  thou  art  heard  by  non^ 
Whose  dauntless  hearts  can  entertain  a  tbou^^ 
But  how  to  foil  the  noblest"    Thus  the  king. 
The  rest  in  speechless  expectation  wait. 
Such  was  the  solemn  silence,  which  o*erspread 
The  shrine  of  Ammon,  or  Dodona's  shades, 
When  anxious  mortals  from  the  mouth  of  Jove 
Their  doom  explored.    Nor  Polydorus  long 
Suspends  the  counsel,  but  resumes  his  tale. 

**  As  I  this  night  accompany'd  the  steps 
Of  Ariana,  near  the  pass  we  saw 
A  restless  form,  now  traversing  the  way, 
Now,  as  a  statue,  rivetted  by  doubt. 
Then  on  a  sudden  starting  to  renew 
An  eager  pace.    As  nearer  we  approached. 
He  by  the  Moon,  which  glimmer*d  on  our  heads^ 
Descry'd  us.    Straight  advauciug,  whither  bent 
Our  midnight  course,  he  ask'd.     I  knew  the  voice 
Of  Demaratus.    To  my  breast  I  clasp*d 
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'Not  quite  extinct  hit  ^rUn  ipirit  glowi, 

ThoQgh  grief  hath  dimmM  its  flSreg.    Remembering 

Report,  tbet  newly  to  the  Peniah  boet  [this, 

b    Betuni'd  a  Mahan,  EpiaHes  namM, 

Who^  as  a  spy,  the  Grecian  tents  bad  sooght 

He  to  the  monarch  magnify'd  his  art. 

Which  by  ddnsiTe  eloquence  had  wrought 

The  Greeks  to  such  despair,  that  er'ry  band 

To  tenia's  sovereign  standard  would  have  bowed, 

Had  not  the  spirit  of  a  single  chie^ 

Bf  fesr  uDconqoer'd,  and  on  death  resdlv*d, 

Rettoed  their  Talpur :  therefore  would  the  king 

IVust  to  his  gojdaoce  a  selected  force. 

They  loon  should  pierce  th'  unguarded  bounds  of 

Greece 
Through  a  neglected  aperture  above. 
Where  no  Leonidas  should  bar  their  way: 
Meantime  by  him  the  treacherous  Thebans  sent 
^^ounmee  of  their  aid.    Th'  assenting  prince 
J^  ODce  decreed  two  myriads  to  advance 
With  Hypeianthes.    £v*ry  lofd  besides, 
Wboa  youth,  or  courage,  or  ambition  warm, 
Bons'd  by  the  traitor*s  eloquence,  attend 
From  all  the  nations  with  a  rival  zeal 
To  enter  Gr^e  the  foremost'   In  a  sigh 
He  eloi'd— like  me."    Tremendous  from  his  seat 
Uprose  Diomedon.     His  eyes  were  flames. 
When  swift  on  trembling  Aoaxaoder  broke 
TheK  ireful  accents  from  his  livid  lips. 

"  Yet  ere  we  fall,  O  traitor,  shall  this  ann 
To  Hell's  avenging  furies  sink  thy  head." 

All  now  is  tumult     Ev'ry  boiNHn  sweps 
With  wrath  untam'd  and  vengeance.    Half  nn- 

sheath'd, 
Th' impetuous  folchion  of  Platsea  flames. 
^  as  the  Colchian  sorceress,  renown'd 
lo  legends  old,  or  Urcft,  when  they  fram'd 
A  patent  spell,  to  smoothness  charm'd  the  main, 
And  lull'd  JEolian  rage  by  mystic  song ; 
Till  not  a  billow  heav'd  against  the  shore, 
^  ev'n  the  wantoD-win(^  Zephyr  breath'd 
The  lightest  whiqper  through  the  magic  aire 
So,  when  thy  voice,  Leonidas,  is  heard, 
Coofoiion  listens  ;  ire  in  silent  awe 
^otndes.  *<  Withhold  this  rashness,"  cries  the  king. 
**  To  proof  of  guilt  let  punishment  succeed. 
Not  yet  barbarian  shouts  our  camp  alarm. 
We  still  have  time  for  vengeance,  time  to  know. 
If  meme'd  min  we  may  yet  repell, 
Orhow  most  glorious  perish."    Neact  arose 
I'l'iDeces,  and  thus  th*  experienced  man. 

"  £re  they  surmount  our  fences,  Xerxes'  troops 
>w  learn  to  conquer,  and  the  Greeks  to  fly. 
]|[^  ipears  of  Phocis  guard  that  secret  pass. 
To  them  let  nistant  messengers  depart, 
And  note  the  hostile  progress.*'    Alphens  here. 

"  leonidas,  behold,  my  willing  feet 
^U  to  the  Phocians  bear  thy  high  commands ; 
Shall  climb  the  hiU  to  watch  th'  approaching  foe." 

"  Thou  active  son  of  valour,"  quick  returns 
The  chief  of  Lacedsemon,  *«  in  my  thonghto 
w  ever  present,  when  the  public  weal 
Monies  the  swift,  the  vigilant,  and  bold. 
X^cfaab*  surmoimt  the  rock's  aerial  height 
^■wve  the  hostile  march.    A  l^partan  band, 
jweces,  provide.    Thyself  conduct 
Thor  ^eedy  succour  to  oar  Phodan  friends." 

'^  council  rises.  For  his  course  prepared, 
While  day,  declining,  prompts  his  eager  feet, 
'  O  Polydonis,"  Alfheuf  thai  i^liastc, 


**  Long  lost,  and  late  recovered,  we  must  part 
Again,  perhaps  for  ever.    Thou  return 
To  kiss  the  sacred  soil  which  gave  thee  birth. 
And  calls  thee  back  to  freedom.    Brother  dear, 
I  should  have  sighs  to  give  thee — but  farewell. 
My  country  chides  me,  loit'ring  in  thy  arms." 

This  said,  he  darts  along,  nor  looks  behind. 
When  Pdydorus  answera.     "  Alpheus,  nOb 
I  have  the  marks  of  bondage  to  erase. 
My  blood  must  wash  the  shameful  stain  away." 

**  We  have  a  father,"  MaroQ  ititcnrpot'd. 
"  Thy  unexpected  presence  will  revive 
His  heavy  age,  now  childless  and  foriom." 

To  him  the  brother  with  a  gloomy  frown. 
"  111  should  I  comfort  others.    View  these  eyes*  * 
Faint  is  their  light;  and  vanish'd  was  my  bloom 
Bdbre  its  hour  of  ripeness.    In  my  breast 
Grief  will  retain  a  mansion,  nor  by  time 
Be  dispossess'd.    Unceasing  shall  my  soul 
Brood  o'er  the  black  remembcanoe  o(  my  youth. 
In  slavery  exhaosted.    Life, to  me 
Hath  lost  iu  savour."    Then  ii^  sullen  woe 
His  head  declines.    His  brother  pleads  iu  vain. 

Now  in  his  view  Dieneces  appear'd. 
With  ^wrta's  band.    Immoveable  bis  eyes 
On  them  he  fix'd,  revolving  these  dark  thoughts. 

"  I  too  like  them  from  Lacedaepxm  spring. 
Like  them  instructed  once  to  poise  the  spear. 
To  lift  the  ponderous  shield.    Ill-de8thi>d  wretch  1 
Thy  arm  is  grown  enervate,  and  would  sink 
Beneath  a  buckler's  weight    Malignant  Fates ! 
Who  have  compelled  my  freebom  band  to  change 
The  warrior's  arms  for  ignominious  bonds ; 
Would  you  compensate  for  my  chains,  my  shame. 
My  ten  years  anguish,  and  the  fell  despair 
Which  on  my  youth  have  prey'd  j  relenthig  once. 
Grant  I  may  bear  my  buckler  to  the  field. 
And,  known  a  ^artsm,  seek  the  shalles  below." 

**  Why,  to  be  known  a  Spartan,  must  thou  seek 
The  shades  below  ?"  impatient  Maron  spake. 
"  live,  and  l>e  known  a  Spartan  by  thy  deeds* 
Live,  and  enjoy  thy  dignity  of  birth, 
live,  and  peribrm  the  duties  which  become 
AcitixenofSparta.    Still  thy  brow 
Ftowns  gloomy,  still  unyielding.    He,  who  leads 
Our  band,  all  fothers  of  a  noble  race. 
Will  ne^er  permit  thy  barren  day  to  dote 
Without  an  ofispring  to  uphold  the  state." 

**  He  will,"  replies  the  brother  in  a,  glow. 
Prevailing  o'er  the  paleness  of  his  cheek, 
*'  He  wiU  permit  me  to  complete  by  death 
The  measure  of  my  duty;  will  permit 
Me  to  achieve  a  service,  which  no  hand 
But  mine  can  render,  to  adorn  his  fall 
With  double  lustre,  strike  the  baib'rous  foe 
With  endless  terrour,  and  avenge  the  shame 
Ofan  enslav'd  Lacfinian."/'    Closing  here 
His  words  mysterious,  quick  he  tam*d  away 
To  find  the  tent  of  Agis.    There  his  hand 
In  gratefol  sorrow  mioister'd  her  aid ; 
While  the  humane,  the  hospitable  care 
Of  Agis,  gently  by  her  lovo^'s  corse 
On  one  sad  bier  the  pallid  beauties  laid 
Of  Ariana.    He  from  bondage  freed 
Four  eastern  captives,  whom  hb  gen'rous  arm 
That  day  had  spar'd  in  battle ;  then  began 
This  solemn  charge.    *'  You,  Persians,  wbonr  my 

sword 
Acquir'd  in  war,  nnransom'd  shall  depart. 
To  you  I  render  ^rti^iim,  which  you^sought    _t 
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To  wrest  from  me.    Ooe  recompense  I  as^ 
And  one  alone.    Transport  to  Asia's  camp 
This  bleeding  princess.    Bid  the  Persian  king 
Weep  o'er  this  flow*r,  untimely  cut  in  bloom. 
Then  fay,  tb'  all-judging  powers  have  thus  ordain'd. 
Tbon,  whose  ambition  o'er  the  gproaniug  Earth 
Leads  desolation;  o'er  the  nations  spreads 
Calamity  and  tears ;  thou  first  shalt  mourn. 
And  through  thy  house  destruction  first  shall  range." 

Dismissed,  they  gain  the  rampalrt,   where  on 
guard  • 
Was  Dithyrambus  posted.    He  perceiv'd 
The  mournful  bier  approach.    To  him  the  fate 
Of  Ariana  was  already  told. 
He  met  the  captives,  with  a  moistenM  eye. 
Full  bent  on  Teribazus,  sigh'd  and  spake. 

«  O  that,  assuming  with  those  Grecian  arms 
A  Grecian  spirit,  thou  in  scorn  hadst  look'd 
On  princes !  Worth  like  thine,  from  slavish  courts 
'V^thdrawn,  had  ne*er  been  wasted  to  support 
A  king's  injustice.    Then  a  gentler  lot 
Had  bless'd  thy  life,  or,  dying,  thou  hadst  known 
How  sweet  is  death  for  liberty.    A  Greek 
Afibrds  these  friendly  wishes,  though  his  head 
Had  lost  the  honours  gather'd  from  thy  fall, 
When  foftune  favoured,  or  propitious  Jove 
Smird  on  the  better  cause.    Ill-fated  pair. 
Whom  in  compassion's  purest  dew  I  lave. 
But  that  my  hand  infix'd  the  deathful  wound. 
And  must  be  grievous  to  your  loathing  shades, 
From  all  the  neighboring  valle]ri  would  I  cull 
Their  fairest  growth  to  strew  your  hearse  with 

flow'rs. 
Yet,  O  accept  these  tears  and  pious-pr&y'rs  ! 
May  peace  surround  your  ashes !  May  yopr  shades 
Pass  o'er  the  silent  pool  to  happi<^r  seats !" 

He  ceas'd  in  tears.    The  captives,  leave  the  wall. 
And  sk»wly  down  Thermopylae  proceed. 


LEONIDAS. 
BOOK.  X. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Mfdon  convenes  the  Locrian  commanders,  and 
harangues  them;  repairs  at  midnight  to  his 
sister  Melissa  in  the  temple,  and  receives  from 
her  the  first  intelligence,  that  the  Persians  were 
in  actual  possession  of  the  upper  straits,  which 
bad  been  abandoned  by  the  Phocians.  Meliboeus 
brings  her  tidings  of  her  father's  death.  She 
strictly  ei\joins  her  brother  to  preserve  his  life  by 
a  timely  retreat,  and  recommends  the  en&rce- 
mtmt  of  her  advice  to  the  prudence  and  zeal  of 
Meliboeus.  In  the  morning  the  bodies  of  Teri- 
bazus and  Ariana  are  brought  into  the  presence 

nf  YArvfift   arvm  tkf^t»r  A  n*nort  htiA  rpflrhp^l  tK* 


arrive  at  TbermopyUe  the  next  monnog ;  upoii* 
which  Leonidas  offers  to  send  away  all  the  troopf 
except  his  three  hundred  Spartans ;  but  Diome- 
don,  Demopbilus,  Dithyrambus,  and  Megistias 
refuse  to  depart :  then  to  relieve  the  perplexity 
of  Medon  on  this  occasion,  he  transfers  to  hi  mi 
the  supreme  command,  dismisses  Argestes,  orders 
the  companions  of  his  own  fate  to  be  ready  in 
arms  by  sunset,  and  retires  to  bis  pavilion. 


Thb  Grecian  leaders,  from  the  counsel  ris'n. 
Among  the  troops  dispersing,  by  their  words. 
Their  looks  undaunted,  warm  the  coldest  heart 
Against  new  dangers  threat'ning.    To  hb  tent 
The  liocrian  captains  Medon  swift  convenes, 
Exhorting  thus.     "  O  long-approved  my  friends^ 
You,  who  have  seen  my  father  in  the  fiield 
IViumphant,  bold  assistants  of  my  arm 
In  labours  not  inglorious,  who  this  day 
Have  rais*d  fresh  trophies,  be  prepared.     If  help 
Be  further  wanted  iu  the  Phocian  camp. 
You  will  the  next  be  summoned.     Locns  lies 
To  ravage  firet  expoe'd.     Your  ancient  fisne. 
Your  goddesses,  your  priestess  half-ador*d. 
The  daughter  of  O'lleus,  from  your  swords 
Protection  claim  against  an  impious  foe." 

All  anxious  for  Melissa,  he  dismiss'd 
Th'  applauding  vet'raus  ;  to  the  sacred  cave 
Then  hasten'd.     Under  Heaven's  night-shaded  cofm 
He  mus'd.     Melissa  in  her  holy  place 
How  to  approach  with  inauspicious  steps. 
How  to  accost,  his  pensive  mind  revolv'd : 
When  Mycon,  pious  vassal  of  the  fane, 
Descending  through  the  cavern,  at  the  sight 
Of  Medon  stopp'd,  and  thus.   "  Thy  presence,  lon^ 
The  priestess  calls.    To  Lacedsmon's  king 
I  bear  a  message,  suffering  no  delay." 

He  quits  the  chief,  whose  rapid  feet  ascen^^ 
Soon  entering  where  the  pedestal  displays 
Thy  form.  Calliope  sublime.    The  lyre. 
Whose  accents  immortality  confer, 
Thy  fingers  seem  to  wake.     On  either  sid^ 
Tlie  snowy  gloss  of  Parian  marble  shows 
^our  of  thy  sistent  through  surrounding  shade. 
Before  each  image  is  a  virgin  plac'd. 
Before  each  virgin  dimly  bums  a  lamp, 
Whose  livid  spires  just  temper  with  a  gleam 
The  dead  obscurity  of  night     Apart 
The  priestess  thoughtful  sits.     Thus  Medon  bceak^ 
The  solemn  silence.     "  Anxious  for  thy  state;. 
Without  a  summons  to  thy  pure  abode 
I  was  approaching.     Deities,  who  know 
The  present,  pasj^^d,  and  future,  let  my  lips, 
Unblam'd,  have  utt*nince.    Thon,  my  sister,  bear. 
Thy  breast  let  wisdom  strengthen.    Impious  foes 
Through  GBta  now  are  passing.^    She  replies. 

"  Are  passing,  brother  !  They,  alas !  are  psms'd. 
Are  in  possession  of  the  upper  strait. 
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Fire,  by  the  Persiana  aitAdty  apply'd, 

Soon  fttm  tD  flafiMK.  This  d3Qe,  the  troop  returned, 

Detaiaiog  Mycon.    Nov  the  moaDtain  blaz'd* 

Hie  PbocianB,  ill-commanded,  left  their  post, 

Ala]m>d,  conliis'd.  More  distant  ground  they  chose. 

b  blind  delusion  ibrmiDg  there,  they  spread 

Their  ineffisctual  banners  to  repell 

liiiagin*d  peril  iiom  those  fraudful  lights. 

By  stratagem  prepar'd.     A  real  foe 

Meantime  secarM  the  undefended  pass. 

lUs  Mycon  saw.    Escaping  thence  to  me, 

He  by  my  orders  hastens  to  inform 

Leoaidas."    She  paus'd.     Like  one  who  sees 

The  finted  ligfaf  ning  into  shivers  rive 

A  knolted  oak,  or  crumble  tow>n  to  dust, 

Aghast  was  Medon;  then,  recovHing,  spaka. 

"  Thou  boasted  glory  of  th'  Oilean  hoose, 
If  e'er  thy  brother  bow*d  in  reverence  due 
To  thy  superior  virtues,  let  bis  voice 
Be  DOW  regarded.    From  th*  endangeiM  fane, 
My  sister,  fly.     Whatever  be  my  lot, 
A  troop  select  of  Locrians  skaU  transport 
ITiy  sacred  person  where  thy  will  ordains.^' 

"  Th'nk  not  of  me,"  returns  the  dame.    ^  Ti 
Greece 
Direct  thy  zeaL     My  peasants  are  convened. 
That  by  their  labour,  when  the  fatal  hour 
Beqnires,  with  maasy  fragmenu  I  may  bar 
That  cave  to  human  entrance.    Best  belov*d 
Of  brothers,  noar  a  serious  car  incline. 
Awhile  in  Greece  to  Fortuned  wanton  gale 
Hii  golden  banner  sha1|.the  Persian  king. 
Deluded,  wave.     Leonidas,  by  death 
Prasenring  Sparta,  will  his  spirit  leave 
lb  bbst  the  glittVing  pageant.     Medon,  live 
To  share  that  glory.    Thee  to  parish  here 
Ko  law,  no  oracle  ci^oins.    To  die, 
l3Beall^,  is  blaoaeful.    Let  thy  pious  hand 
Secure  Oileas  from  barbarian  force. 
To  Sparta,  miodfbl  of  her  noble  host, 
Botrast  his  rev'rend  head."    IV  assembled  hinds, 
Youths,  maidens,  wives  with  nurselings  at  their 

breasts. 
Around  her  now  in  constematioQ  stood. 
The  women  weeping,  mute,  aghast  the  men. 
To  them  she  turns.    '*  You  never,  faithful  race, 
Your  priestess  shall  forsake.    Melissa  hare. 
Despairing  never  of  the  public  weal, 
For  better  dasrs  in  solitude  shall  wait, 
Shall  cheer  jrour  sadness.     My  prophetic  soul 
Sees  through  time's  cloud  the  liberty  of  Greece 
Ifcre  stable,  more  effulgent.    In  his  bk)od 
leonidas  cements  th>  unshaken  base 
Of  that  strong  tovV,  which  Athens  shall  exalt 
To  cast  a  shadow  o'er  the  eastern  world.*' 

Thb  utterM,  tow*rd  the  temple's  inmost  seat 
Of  sanctity  h«r  solemn  step  she  bends, 
Dsfwit,  enraptur'd.     In  their  dark'nmg  lamps 
1^  ptllid  flsunes  are  fotntrag.    Dim  through  mists 
The  morning  peeps.    An  awful  silence  reigns. 
WMIe  Medon  pensive  from  the  fane  descends, 
Bat  instant  reappears.     Behind  him  close 
Tresds  Melibceus,  through  the  cavern's  mouth 
Ascending  pale  in  aspect,  not  unlike 
J^  legends  tell  of  spe^res,  by  the  force 
2»"fic«>«wuitie sorcery  constrained;  [join*d, 

^nmngh  Earth's  dark-bowels,  which  the  spell  dis< 
They  from  Death's  mansion  in  relnctant  sloth 
Bosc  to  divulge  the  secrets  of  their  graves, 
OrmyHoieiafPat^    Hii  cheerfui  brow^ 


Overclouded,  paleness  on  his  healthfbl  cheek, 
A  dull,  unwonted  heaviness  of  pace 
Portend  disast'rous  tidings.     Medon  spake. 

"  Turn,  holy  sister.     By  the  gods  belov'd. 
May  they  sustain  thee  in  this  mournful  hour. 
Our  father,  good  Oileus,  is  bO  more.'' 
**  Rehearse  thy  tidings,  swain."  He  takes  the  word. 

**  Thou  wast  not  present,  when  his  mmd,  out^ 
btreteh'd 
By  zeal  for  Greece,  transported  by  his  joy 
To  entertain  Leonidas,  refused 
Due  rest.    Old  age  his  ardour  had  forgot. 
To  his  last  waking  moment  with  his  guest 
In  rapturous  talk  redundant.    He  at  fast, 
Compos'd  and  smiling  in  th'  embrace  of  sleep. 
To  Paa^  protection  at  the  island  fone 
Was  left.    He  wak'd  no  more.    The  f%ital  news, 
To  you  disoover'd,  from  the  chiefs  I  hide." 

Melissa  heard,  inclin'd  hi^  ibrehead  Tow 
Before  th'  insculptur'd  deities.    A  righ 
Broke  from  her  heart,  these  accents  firom  her  lips. 

"  The  full  of  days  and  honours  through  the  ^tf 
Of  painless  slumber  is  retir*d,    His  tomb 
ShaU  stand  amongr  his  fathers  in  the  shade 
Of  his  own  trophies.    Placid  were  his  days, 
Which  flowed  through  blessings.    As  a  river  pure, 
Whose  sides  are  flow'ry,  and  whose  meadowi  fair, ' 
Meats  in  his^oorse  a -subterranean  void ; 
There  dips  his  silver  head,  again  to  rise, 
And,  rising,  glide  through  flow'rsand  meadows  new« 
So  shall  Oileus  in  those  happier  fields, 
Where  never  tempests  roar,  nor  humid  clouds 
In  misli  dissolve,  nor  white-descending  flakes 
Of  winter  violate  th'  eternal  green ; 
Where  never  gloom  of  tronbie  shades  the  mind» 
Nor  gust  of  passion  heaves  the  quiet  breast. 
Nor  dews  of  grief  are  sprinkled.    Thou  art  gon% 
Host  of  divine  Leonidas  on  Earth, 
Art  gone  before  him  to  prepare  the  foast. 
Immortalizing  virtue."    Silent  here, 
Around  her  head  she  wraps  her  halbw'd  palh 
Her  prudent  virghis  interpose  a  hymu, 
Not  in  a  plaintive,  but  majestic  flow. 
To  which  their  fingers,  sweeping  o'er  the  chords. 
The  lyre's  full  tone  attemper.    She  unveils, 
Then  with  a  voice,  a  countenance  compos'd.   ' 

«  Go,  Medon,  pillar  of  th>  Orlean  house, 
New  cares,  new  duties  claim  thy  precious  lifb. 
Perform  the  pious  obsequies.    Let  tears. 
Let  groans  be  absent  frim.  the  saered  dust. 
Which  Heav'n  in  life  so-favour'd,  more  in  death. 
A  term  of  righteous  days,  an  envy'd  urn 
Like  his,  for  Medon  is  Melissa's  pray*r.  ' 

Thou,  Meliboeus,  cordial,  high  in  rank 
Among  the  prudent,  warn  and  watch  thy  loid. 
My  benediction  shall  reward  thy  zeal." 

Sooth 'd  by  the  blessings  of  such  perfect  lips. 
They  both  depart    And  now  the  climbing  Sun 
To  Xerxes'  lent  discover'd  from  afar 
The  Persian  captives  with  their  mournful  load. ' 
Before  them  Rumour  through  her  sable  trump 
Breathes  lamentation.     Horrour  lends  his  voice 
To  spread  the  tidings  of  disastrous  fate 
Along  Spercheos.    As  a  vapour  black, 
Which,  from  the  distant,  horizontal  verge 
Ascending,  nearer  still  and  n^rer  bends 
To  higher  lands  its  progress,  there  condens'd 
Throws  darkness  o'er  the  vallejrs,  while  the  faca. 
Of  Nature  saddens  round ;  so  step  by  step. 
In  motion  ilOw  th'  advanong  bier  diffut'd^  ^^  ^i  ^ 
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A  solemn  nAneu  oW  the  c$mpt    A  hedge 
Of  trembling  spean  on  either  hand  is  forai'd. 
Tears  underneath  his  iron-pointed  cone. 
The  Sacian  drops.    The  Caspian  savage'  feels 
His  heart  trao8pierc*d,  and  wpoders  at  the  pain* 
In  Xerxes'  presence  ate  the  bodies  plac'd. 
Nor  he  forbids.    His  agitated  breast 
All  nigh^  had  weigh*d  against  his  future  hopes 
liis  present  losses,  his  defeated  ranks, 
By  myriads  thinn'd,  their  multitude  abash' d. 
His  fleet  thrice  wonted,  torn  by  storms,  reduced 
To  half  its  number.    When  he  slept,  in  dreams 
He  saw  the  haggard  dead,  which  floated  round 
Th'  adjoining  strands.    Disasters  new  their  ghosts 
In  sullen  frowns,  in  shrill  upbraidings  bode* 
Thus,  ere  the  gory  bier  approach^  his  eyes, 
He  in  dejection  had  already  lost 
His  kingly  pride,  the  parent  of  disdain. 
And  cold  indifierenceto  human  woes. 
Not  ev*n  beside  bis  sister^  nobler  corse 
Her  hombta  lorer  could  awake  his  scorn. 
The  captives  told  their  piercing  tale.    He  heard ; 
Ae  felt  awhile  compassion.    But  ere  long 
Those  traces  vanisbM  from  the  tsrrant's  breast 
His  former  gloom  redoubles.     For  himself 
His  anxious  bosom  heaves,  oppressed  by  fear 
Lest  he  with  all  his  splendour  should  be  cast 
A  prey  to  Fortune.    Thoughtful  near  the  throne 
Lsiconia^s  exile  waits,  to  whom  the  king. 

«  O  Demaratus,  what  will  Fate  ordain  ? 
Ix> !  fortune  turns  against  me.    What  shall  check 
Her  further  malice,  when  her  dariug  stride 
Invades  my  house  with  ravage,  and  profanes 
The  blood  of  great  Darius.    I  have  sent 
From  my  unguarded  side  the  chosen  band, 
My  bravest  chiefs,  to  pass  the  desert  hill ; 
Have  to  the  conduct  of  a  Malian  spy 
My  hopes  entrusted.    May  not  there  the  Greeks, 
In  opposition  more  tremendous  still. 
More  ruinous  than  yester  Sun  beheld. 
Maintain  their  post  invincible,  renew 
Their  stony  thunder  in  aug^mented  rage. 
And  send  whole  quarries  down  the  craggy  steeps 
Again  to  crush  my  army  ?  Oh!  unfold 
Thy  secret  thoughts,  nor  hide  the  harshest  truth. 
Say,  what  remains  to  hope  ?"    The  exile  here. 

'*'  Too  wellr  O  monarch,  do  thy  fears  presage. 
What  maty  befall  thy  army.    If  the  Greeks, 
Arranged  within  Ihermopyle,  a  past 
Accessible  and  practised,  could  repel 
With  such  destruction  their  nnnumb<?r'd  foes  | 
What  scenes  of  havoc  may  untrodden  paths, 
Confln'd  among  the  cragify  hills,  afford  V* 

Lost  in  despair,  the  mon(^rch  silent  sat. 
Not  lets  unraann'd  than  Xerxes,  from  his  pbice 


That  probity,  that  witddID,  which  the  teit 
Of  craft  shall  never  blind,  nor  proffer'd  wealth, 
Nor  splendid  pow'r  seduce  ?  O  Xerxes,  bom 
To  more  than  mortal  greatness,  canst  thou  find 
Throogli  thy  unbounded  sway  no  dazzling  gift. 
Which  may  allure  Leonidas }  Dispel 
The  cloud  of  sadness  from  those  sacred  eyes. 
Great  monarch,  proffer  to  Laconia's  chief. 
What  may  thy  (nfn  magniflcence  declare. 
And  win  his  friendship.    O'er  his  native  Greece 
Invest  him  sovereign.    Thus  procure  his  sword 
For  thy  succeeding  conqi])nts.'*    Xerxes  here. 
As  from  a  trance  awak*ning,  swift  replies^ 

"  Wise  are  thy  dictates,    l^y  to  9parta*s  chief, 
Argestes,  fall  before  him.     Bid  him  join 
My  arms,  and  reign  o'er  evYy  Grecian  state." 

He  scarce  had  finish*d,  when  m  haste  approached 
Artnchns.     SUrtled  at  the  ghastly  stage 
Of  death,  that  guardian  of  the  Persian  fair 
Thus  in  a  groan.     •*  Thou  deity  malign, 
O  Arimanius,  what  a  bitt«*r  draught 
For  my  sad  lips  thy  cruelty  hath  miz'd ! 
Is  this  the  flowV  of  women,  to  my  charge 
So  la^ly  giv»n  ?  Oh !  princess,  I  have  rang'd 
The  whole  Sperchean  valley,  woods,  and  caves* 
In  quctftt  of  thee,  found  here  a  lifeless  eone< 
Astonishment  and  honour  lock  my  tongue.'* 

Pride  now,  reviving  in  the  monarch's  breast, 
Dispeird  his  black  despondency  awhile, 
With  gall  more  black  efiacing  from  his  heart 
Each  merciful  impression,    ^m  he  spake 

<*  Remove  her,  satrap,  to  the  female  train.  • 
Let  them  the  due  solemnities  perform. 
But  never  she,  by  Mttbra's  light  I  swear. 
Shall  sleep  in  Susa  with  her  kindred  dust ; 
Who  by  ignoble  passions  hath  debas*d 
The  blood  of  Xerxes.    Greece  beheld  her  shame  i 
Let  Greeice  behold  her  tomb.    The  low-boin  slave 
Who  dar'd  to  Xerxes'  sister  lift  his  hapet. 
On  some  bare  crag  exposer"    The  Spartan  here. 

<*  My  royal  patron,  let  me  speak—and  die. 
If  such  thy  will.    Thi»  eold,  disfigur*d  clay 
Was  late  thy  soldier,  gallantly  who  fought. 
Who  nobly  perisfa'd,  long  the  dearest  friend 
Of  Hjrperanthes,  hazarding  his  life 
Now  in  thy  causes    0*er  Persians  thou  dost  retgn  ; 
None  more,  than  Persians,  venerate  the  brave.'* 

'*  Well  hath  he  spoke,"  Atrochus  firm  subjoins. 
<*  But  if  the  king  his  rigour  will  hiflict 
On  this  desid  warrior— Heav'n  o'ertook  the  deed. 
Nor  on  cmt  heads  accumulate  fresh  woes  f 
The  shattered  fleet,  th*  hitimidated  camp, 
The  band  select,  through  <£ta*ii  dangVmit  wildtf 
At  this  dread  crisis  strugglii^,  must  obtain 
Support  from  Heav'n,  or  Asians  glory  folls^*' 
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Sbide  of  ray  hiulMaid»  thou  sahiie  in  smiles 
TheK  gmlknt  warriora,  faitbfiil  once  to  thee, 
Nbr-Ieas  to  me.    They  tidings  will  report 

Of  Artemisia  to  revive  thy  love 

May  wTRtcbes  like  Argestes  never  clasp 
Their  vives,  their  offtpring!  Never  greet  their  homes! 
Hay  their  onbary'd  limbs  dismiss  their  ghosts 
To  wail  for  ever  on  the  banks  of  Styx  !*' 
Then,  taming  tow'rd  tier  son.    **  Come,  vir- 
tuous boy. 
Let  os^  transport  these  rdics  of  oar  fKends 
To  yon  tall  bark,  m  pendent  sable  clad. 
Tb(7,  if  her  keel  be  destin*d  to  return. 
Shall  in  paternal  moonments  repose. 
r;et  OS  embark.    Till  Xerxes  shuts  his  ear 
To  lalse  Argestes ;  in  her  vessel  hid, 
Shall  Artemisia's  gratitude  lament 
Her  bounteous  sovereign's  fete.    Leander,  mark. 
The  Doric  virtues  are  not  eastern  plants. 
Them  Ibster  still  within  thy  generous  breast. 
Bat  keep  m  covert  from  the  blaze  of  courts; 
Where  flattery's  guile  in  oily  words  profuse, 
In  action  tardy,  o*er  th*  ingenuous  tongue, 
The  arm  of  valour,  and  the  faithful  heart. 
Will  ever  tnamph.     Yet  my  soul  enjoys 
Her  own  presage,  that  Destiny  reserves 
Ad  hoar  for  my  revenge."    Concluding  here, 
Sbe  gains  the  fleet.    Argestes  sweeps  along 
On  rapid  wheels  from  Artemisia's  view. 
Like  Night,  protectress  foul  of  heinons  deeds. 
With  treason,  rape,  and  murder  at  her  heel, 
Befiare  the  eye  of  Mom  retreating  swift 
To  hide  her  loathsome  visage.    Soon  he  reach'd 
Thennopyhe ;  descending  from  his  car, 
Was  led  by  Dithyrambns  to  the  tent 
Of  Spafta*s  raler.    Since  the  fatal  news 
By  Mycon  late  deliver'd,  he  apart 
With  Polydorus  had  consulted  long 
Oa  high  attempts ;  and,  now  sequester'd,  sat 
To  mmtnate  on  vengeance.    At  his  feet 
^t)oe  fell  the  s«tmp,  and  began.    <'  The  will 
Of  Xeixes  bends  me  prostrate  to  the  earth 
Before  thy  presence.    Great  and  matchless  chief, 
Thos  says  the  IcMrd  of  Asia.     'Jommyarms; 
Thy  recompense  is  Greece.    Her  fruitful  plains. 
Her  gen'rous  steeds,  her  flocks,  her  nam'roos  towns. 
Her  sons  I  render  to  thy  sov'reign  hand.' 
And,  O  illnstrioos  warrior,  heed  my  words. 
Think  on  the  bliss  of  royalty,  the  pomp 
Of  courts,  their  endless  pleasures,  trains  of  slaves. 
Who  restless  watch  for  thee,  and  thy  delighU: 
Think  oo  the  glories  of  unrivali'd  sway. 
I^»k  on  th'  lonio,  on  th'  JMma  Greeks. 
Pnoi  them  their  phantom  liberty  is  flown  $ 
While  in  each  proripce,  misM  by  Xerxes'  pDw'r, 
Some  fevour'd  chiet  presides;  exalted  state, 
^*er  giv'n  by  eovions  fireedom.    On  his  head 
He  bean  the  gorgeous  diadem  $  hctsees 
His  equals  onoe  In  adoration  stoop 
^Mkh  his  footstool.    What  superior  beams 
WDl  from  thy  temples  blaze,  when  gen'ral  Greece, 
Is  noblest  states  abonndinff,  ealls  thee  lord, 
Thee  only  worthy.    How  will  each  rejoice 
^|ovod  thy  throne,  and  hail  th'  auspicious  day, 
Whai  thou,  distingaish'd  by  the  Persian  king, 
Om  m  thy  sway  consenting  nations  bless, 
2JJ»^  olm  the  linry  of  unsparing  war, 
Which  else  had  ddug'd  all  with  b'ood  and  flames." 
_^^oni^  replies  not,  bat  commands 
The  Thespian  yootli,  stiU  wat^HtfiiiliMar  tha  tent, 
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To  summon  all  the  Grecians.    He  obeys. 
Th^  king  uprises  ftom  his  seat,  and  bids 
The  Persian  follow.     He,  amaz*d,  attends. 
Surrounded  soon  by  ern^h  assembling  band ; 
When  thus  at  length  the  godlike  SparUn  spake. 
«  Here,  Persian,  tell  thy  embassy.    Repeat, 
That  to  obtain  my  friendship  Asia's  prince 
To  me  hath  proflRer'd  sov'reignty  o'er  Greece. 
Then  view  these  bands,  whose  valour  shall  preserve 
That  Greece  nnconquer'd,  which  your  king  bestow^; 
Shall  strew  yoor  bodies  on  her  crimson'd  plaint : 
The  indignation  painted  on  their  looks. 
Their  gen'rons  scorn,  may  answer  for  their  chief. 
Yet  from  Leonidas,  thou  wretch,  inur'd 
To  vassalage  and  baseness,  hear.    The  pomp^ 
The  arts  of  pleasure  in  despotic  courts 
I  spum  abhorrent    In  a  spotless  heart 
I  look  for  pleasure.    I  from  righteous  deeds 
Derive  my  splendour.    No  adoring  crowd. 
No  purpled  slaves,  no  mercenary  spears 
My  sUte  embarrass.     I  in  Sparta  rale 
By  laws,  my  ralers,  with  a  guard  unknown 
To  Xerxes, — public  confldence  and  love^ 
No  pale  suspicion  of  th'  empoisoned  bowl, 
Th'  assassin*^  poniard,  or  provok'd  revolt 
Chase  from  my  decent  conch  the  peace,  deny'd 
To  his  resplendent  canopy.    Thy  king. 
Who  hath  profen'd  by  proflfer'd  bribes  my  ear. 
Dares  not  to  meet  my  arm.    Thee,  tremUmg  slav^ 
Whose  embassy  was  treason,  I  despise. 
And  therefore  spare."    Diomedon  subjoins. 

**  Our  marble  temples  these  barbarians  wast^ 
A  crime  less  impious  than  a  bare  attempt 
Of  sacrilege  on  virtue.    Grant  my  suit. 
Thou  living  temple,  where  the  goddess  dwells, 
To  ma  consign  the  caitifll    Soon  the  winds 
ShaU  pareh  bis  limbs  on  (Ete's  tallest  pine.*' 

Amidst  his  fnry  suddenly  retum'd 
The  speed  of  Alpheus.    AH,  suspended,  fix'd 
On  him  their  eyes  impatient    He  began. 

«*  I  am  retura'd  a  messenger  of  ill. 
Close  to  the  passage,  op'ninr  ftato  Greece, 
That  post  committed  to  the  Phocian  guard, 
O'erhangs  a  bushy  cliflT.     A  station  there 
Behind  the  shmbs  by  dead  of  night  [  took. 
Though  not  in  darkiicss.    Purple  was  the  feoa 
Of  Heav*n.     Beneath  my  feet  the  valleys  gbw'd 
A  range  immense  of  wood-mvested  bills. 
The  boundaries  of  Greece,  were  cUd  in  flames: 
An  act  of  jiavard  chance,  or  crafty  foes 
To  cast  dismay.    The  crackling  pines  I  heard  t 
Their  branches  q>arkled,  and  the  th-ckets  blaa'd. 
In  hillocks  embers  rose.    Embody'd  fire. 
As  from  nnoomber'd  furnaces,  I  saw 
Mount  high,  through  vacant  trunks  of  headiest 

oaks, 
Broad-ba«*d,  and  dry  with  age.    Barbarian  helms. 
Shields,  javelins,  sabres,  gleaming  from  below. 
Full  soon  discover'd  to  my  tortured  sight 
Thestraits  in  Perua*s  powV.    The  Photian  chiet 
H^te'er  the  cause,  relinquishing  his  post. 
Was  to  a  peighb'ring  emmence  remov'd ; 
There,  by  the  foe  n^lected,  or  contemned. 
Remained  in  arms,  and  neither  fled,  nor  fought 
I  stey 'd  for  day-spring.    Then  the  Persians  mov'd. 
To  morrow's  sun  will  see  their  numbers  here.** 

He  said  no  more.     Unutterable  fear 
In  horrid  silence  wraps  the  I'jt'ning  crowd, 
Aghast,  confounded.    Sf!ent  are  the  chiefs, 
Who  feel  no  terrour,  yet  ift.^^^^^f^aOOgle 
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Thick-wddg'cl,  emiloM  Leooidas  around, 
Who  thus  in  calmest  elocution  spake. 

"  I  now  behold  the  oracle  fulfilPd. 
Then  art  thou  near,  thou  glorious,  aacred  hoiflr, 
Which  sbalt  my  country's  liberty  secure. 
Thrice  hail !  thou  solemn  period.    Thee  the  tongues 
Of  virtue,  fanne,  and  freedom  shall  proclaim, 
Shall  celebrate  in  ages  yet  itnbom. 
Thou  godlike  ofispring  of  a  godlike  sire, 
To  him  my  kindest  greetings,  Medon,  bear. 
'Farewell,  Megistias,  holy  fnend  and  brave. 
Thou  too,  experience,  venerable  chief, 
Demophilus,  farewell.    Farewell  to  thee. 
Invincible  E^medon,  to  thee, 
UnequalPd  Dithyrambus,  and  to  all, 
Ye  other  dauntless  warriors,  who  may  claim 
t^ise  from  my  lips,  and  friendship  from  my  heart 
You,  ^fter  all  the  wondei^  which  your  swords 
Have  here  accomplished,  will  enrich  your  names 
By  fresh  renown.    Your  valour  must  complete 
What  ours  begins.    Here  first  th'  astooish'd  foe 
On  dying  Spartans  shall  with  terrour  gaze. 
And  tremble,  while  he  conquers.    Then,  by  Fate 
Led  from  his  dreadful  victory  to  meet 
United  Greece  in  phalanx  o'er  the  plain. 
By  your  avenging  ^ears  himself  shall  ikll." 

Forth  from  the  assembly  strides  Plataea's  chief. 
**  By  the  twelve  gods,  enthroned  in  Heav'n  supreme; 
By  my  fair  name,  unsuUy'd  yet,  I  swear, 
inline  eye,  Leonidas,  shall  ne'er  behold 
Biomedon  forsake  thee.     First  let  strength 
Desert  my  limbs,  and  fortitude  my  heart. 
iKd  I  net  face  the  Marathonian  war  ? 
Have  I  not  seen  Thermopylse  ?  What  more 
Can  fame  bestow,  which  I  should  wait  to  share  ? 
Where  can  I,  living,  purchase  brighter  praise 
Than- dying  here  ?  What  more  illustrious  tomb 
Can  I  obtain  than,  bury'd  in  the  heaps 
Of  Persianii,  fall'n  my  victims,  on  this  rock 
To  lie  distinguished  by  a  thousand  wounds  ?" 

He  ended ;  when  Demophilus.     "  O  king 
Of  Lacedaemon,  pride  of  human  race. 
Whom  none  e'er  equalPd  but  the  seed  of  Jove, 
Thy  own  forefather,  numbered  with  the  gods, 
lio !  I  am  old.    With  ialt'ring  steps  I  tread 
The;  pron*i  descent  of  years.    My  country  claim'd 
My  youth,  my  ripeness.    Feeble  age  but  yields 
An  empty  name  of  service.    What  remains 
For  me,  unequal  to  the  winged  speed 
Of  active  hours,  which  court  the  swif^^^  id  young  ? 
What  eligible  wish  can  wisdom  form, 
But  to  die  well  ?  Demophilus  shall  close 
With  thee,  O  hero,  on  this  glorious  Earth 
His  eve  of  life.**    The  youth  of  Tbespia  next 
Addressed  Leonidas.     '*  O  first  of  Greeks, 


Thy  gen'rous  thoughtii    Decided  19  thy  cboiee. 

Come  then,  attendauts  bn  a  godlike  shade. 

When  to  th*  Elysian  ancestry  of  Greece 

Descends  her  great  protector,  we  will  show 

To  Harmatides  an  illustrious  son. 

And  no  unworthy  brother.    We  will  link 

Our  shields  together.    We  will  press  the  groondy 

Still  undivided  in  the  arms  oT  death. 

So  if  Ih*  attentive  traveller  we  draw 

To  our  cold  relics,  wond'ring,  shall  he  trace 

The  diflPrent  scene,  then  pregnant  with  af^auae, 

*  O  wise  old  man,'  exclaim,  *  the  hour  of  fiste 

Well  didst  thou  chooee;  and,  O  uuequall'd  youth. 

Who  for  thy  country  didst  thy  bloom  devote, 

May'st  thou  remain  for  ever  dear  to  fame ! 

May  time  rejoice  to  name  thee  !  O'er  thy  urn 

May  everlasting  peace  her  pinion  spread'." 

This  said,  the  hero  with  his  lifted  ahield 
His  face  o'ershades;  he  drops  a  secret  tear: 
Not  this  a  tear  of  anguish,  but  deriv'd  - 
From  fond  aflTection,  grown  mature  with  time* 
Awak'd  a  manly  tenderness  alone, 
Unmix'd  with  pity,  or  with  vain  regret 

A  stream  of  duty,  g^titude,  and  love, 
Fk>w*d  from  the  heart  of  Harmatides'  son. 
Addressing  straight  Leonidas,  whose  looks 
Declared  unspeakable  applause.     **  O  kinf 
Of  I^cedsMnun,  now  distribute  praise 
From  thy  accu8tom*d  justice,  small  to  me. 
To  him  a  portion  large.    His  guardian  care. 
His  kind  instruction,  his  example  train'd 
My  infancy,  my^  youth.    From  him  1  leam'd 
To  live,  unspotted.    Could  I  less,  than  learn 
From  him  to  die  with  honour."    Medon  hear«» 
Shook  by  a  whirUind  of  contending  thoughts 
Strong  heaves  his  manly  bosom,  under  awe 
Of  wise  Melissa,  torn  by  friendship,  fir'd 
By  such  example  high.    In  dubious  state 
So  rolls  a^ressel,  when  th'  inflat«id  wav«» 
Her  planks  assail,  and  winds  her  canvasa  rend  ^ 
The  rudder  labours,  and  requires  a  hand 
Of  firm,  delib'rate;  skill.    The  gen'rous  king 
Perceives  the  hero's  struggle,  and  prepares 
To  interpose  relief;  when  instant  came 
Dieneces  before  them.    Short  he  spake. 

"  Barbarian  myriads  through  the  secrtt  pass 
Have  entered  Greece.    Leonidas,  by  mom 
Expect  them  here.    My  slender  ibrce  I  spared* 
There  to  have  died  was  useless.    We  return 
With  thee  to  perish.    Union  of  our  strength 
Will  render  more  illustrious  to  ourselves. 
And  to  the  foe  ooore  terrible  our  fall." 

Megistias  last  accosts  Lacooia's  king. 
**  HioU)  whom  the  gods  have  chosen  to  exalt 
At)Ove  mankind  in  virtue  and  renown. 
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T)eir  Menalippns,  heed  the  king's  command. 
And  ipy  paternal  tenderness  revere. 
Thou  from  these  ranks  withdraw  thee,  to  my  use 
Thy  arms  sarrend'ring.     Fortone  will  supply 
New  proo^  of  valour.     Vanqnish  then,  or  find 
A  glorious  grave;  but  spare  thy  father's  eye 
The  bitter  angoish  to  bc^iold  thy  youth 
IJntimely  bleed  before  htm."    Grief  suspends 
His  speech,  and  interchangeably  their  arms 
Impart  the  last  embraces.     Either  weeps, 
The  bonry  parent,  and  the  blooming  son. 

Bat  from  his  temples  the  ponti6c  wreath 
M^istias  now  nnloosens.     Fie  resigns 
His  badlowM  vestments;  while  the  youth  in  tears 
The  helmet  o'er  his  parent's  snowy  locks, 
O'er  his  broad  chest  adjusts  the  radiant  mail. 

DIeneces  was  nigh.    Oppressed  by  shame, 
His  downcast  visage  Menalippus  hid  [blush. 

From  him,  who  cheerful  thus.     **  Thou  needst  not 
Thou  heai^t  thy  father  and  the  king  command, 
What  I  suggestrd,  thy  departure  hence. 
Train'd  by  my  care,  a  soldier  thou  retnm'st. 
Go,  practice  my  instructions.     Oft  in  fields 
Of  future  conflict  may  thy  prowess  call 
Me  to  remembrance.    Spare  thy  words.    Farewell." 

While  such  contempt  of  life,  such  fervid  zeal 
To  die  with  glory  animate  the  Greeks, 
Far  different  thoughts  posses  Argestes'  soul. 
Amaze  and  mingled  terrour  chill  his  blood. 
Cold  drops,  HistilI'd  from  cv'ry  pore,  bedew 
His  shivering  flesh.     His  bosom  pants.     His  knees 
Yield  to  their  burden.     Ghastly  pale  his  checks. 
Pale  are  his  Tips  and  trembling.     Such  the  minds 
Of  slaves  corrupt ;  on  them  the  beauteous  fkce 
Of  virtue  turns  to  horrour.     But  these  words 
From  Laceda?mon's  chief  the  wretch  relieve. 

"  Return  to  Xerxes.     Tell  him,  on  this  rock 
The  Grecians,  faithful  to  their  trust,  await 
His  chosen  myriads.    Tell  him,  thou  hast  seen, 
How  far  the  lust  of  empire  is  below 
A  fireebora  spirit;  that  my  death,  which  seals 
Jfy  country's  safety,  is  indeed  a  boon 
Hw  folly  givfs,  a  precious  boon,  which  Greece 
Will  by  perdition  to  his  throne  repay." 

|ie  said.    The  Persian  hastens  through  the  pass. 
Once  more  the  stem  Diomedon  arose. 
Wrath  overcast  his  forehead  while  he  spake. 

**  Yet  more  must  stay  and  ble^.     Detested 
Thebes 
Ke'cr  shall  receive  her  traitors  back.    This  spot 
Shall  see  their  i>erfidy  aton'd  by  death, 
Ev'n  from  that  pow'r,  to  which  their  abject  hearts 
Have  sacrificed  their  faith.     Nor  dare  to  hope. 
Ye  vile  deserters  of  the  public  weal, 
Ye  coward  slaves,  that,  mingled  in  the  heaps 
Of  gen'rous  victims  to  their  country's  good, 
You  shall  ymir  shame  conceal.     Whoe'er  shall  pass 
Along  this  field  of  glorious  slain,  and  mark 
For  veneration  ev'ry  nobler  corse; 
Hii  heart,  though  warm  in  rapturous  applause, 
Awhile  shall  curb  the  transport  to  repeat 
™!« execi-ations  o'er  such  impious  heads. 
On  whom  that  fate,  to  others  yielding  fame, 
wiofaniy  and  vengeance."    Dreadful  thus 
On  the  pale  Thebans  sentence  he  pronounc'd, 
JJke  Hhadamanthus  from  th*  infernal  seat 
OJjudgment,  which  inexorably  dooms 
Tne  guilty  dead  to  ever-during  pain  ; 
Wtale  Phlegethon  hi|  flaming  vol  umes  rolls 
««*c  thdr  sight,  and  ruthless  furies  shake 
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Vheir  liissing  serpents.    All  th«  (jlreeks  assent 
In  clamours;  echoing  through  the  concave  rock* 
Forth  Anaxander  in  th'  assembly  stood. 
Which  he  address'd  with  iitdignation  feigi^d. 

"  If  yet  your  clamours,  Grecians,  are  Jiay'd, 
to !  I  appear  before  you  to  demand. 
Why  these  my  brave  companions,  who  alone 
Among' the  Thebans  through  dissuading  coowds 
Their  passage  forc'dto  join  your  camp,  should  bear 
The  name  of  traitors?  By  an  exil'd  wretch 
We  are  traduc'd,  by  Demaratus,  driv'n 
From  Spartan  confines,  who  hath  meanly  sought 
Barbarian  courts  for  shelter.     Hath  he  drawn 
Such  virtues  thence,  that  Sparta,  who  be^re 
Held  him  unworthy  of  his  native  sway, 
Should  trust  him  uow,  and  doubt  auxiliar  friends  ? 
Injurious  men !  We  scorn  the  thoughts  of  flight. 
Let  Asia  bring  her  numbers ;  uncouatrain'd, 
We  will  confront  them,  and  for  Greece  expire.*' 

Thus  in  the  garb  of  virtue  he  adom*d 
Necessity.    Laconia's  king  perceivM 
Through  all  jts  fair  disguise  the  traitor's  heart 
So,'  when  at  first  mankind  in  science  rude 
R*;ver'd  the  Moon,  as  bright  in  native  beams, 
Some  sage,  who  walk'd  with  Nature  through  her 
By  Wisdom  led,  discem'd  the  various  orb,    [work% 
Dark  in  itsdf,  in  foreign  splendours  clad.    - 

L«onidas  concludes.     "  Ye  Spartans,  heari 
Hear  you,  O  Grecians,  in  our  lot  by  choice 
Partakers,  destia'd  to  enrol  your  names 
In  thne's  eternal  record,  and  enhance 
Your  country's  lustre :  lo  !  the  noontide  blaze 
Infiames  the  broad  horizon.     Each  retire ; 
Each  in  his  tent  invoke  the  pow'r  of  sleep 
To  brace  his  vigour,  to  enlarge  his  strength 
For  long  endurance.    When  the  Sun  descends, 
I^t  each  appear  in  arms.    You,  brave  allies 
Of  Corinth,  Phlius,  and  My ccns*s  tow'rs. 
Arcadians,  Locrians,  must  not  yet  depart. 
While  we  repose,  embattled  wait    Retreat, 
When  we  our  tents  abandon.     I  resign 
To  great  Oileus'  sod  supreme  command. 
Take  my  embraces,  .£sohytus.    The  fleet 
Expects  thee.    To  Themistocles  report. 
What  thou  hast  seen  and  heard."—"  O  tlirice  fare- 

.  well!" 
Th' Athenian  answerU  *«  To  yourselves,  my  friends. 
Your  virtues  immortality  secure,  , 

Your  bright  examples  victory  to  Greece." 

ReUining  these  mjunctions,  all  dispersed  j 
While  in  his  tent  Leonidas  remaia'd 
Apart  with  Agis,'whom  he  thus  bespake. 
"  Yet  in  our  faU  the  pond'poin  hand  of  Greece 
Shall  Asia  feel.    This  Persian's  welcome  tale 
Of  us,  inextricably  doomM  her  prey. 
As  by  the  force  of  soroery  will  wrap 
Security  around  her,  will  suppress 
All  sense,  all  thought  of  danger.     Brother,  know. 
That  soon  as  Cynthia  from  the  vault  of  Heav'n 
Withdraws  her  shining  lamp,  through  Asia's  hoit 
Shall  massacre  and  desolation  rage. 
Yet  not  to  base  associates  will  I  trust 
My  vast  design.    Their  perfidy  might  warn 
The  unsuspecting  foe,  our  fairest  fruits 
Of  glory  thus  be  wither'd.     Ere  we  move, 
While  on  the  solemn  sacrifice  intent. 
As  LacedsBmon's  ancient  laws  ordain. 
Our  prayers  wc  ofler  to  the  tuneful  Nine, 
Thou  whisper  through  the  willing  ranks  of  Tbqbea 
Slow  and  in  silence  to  disperse  and  fly.^QOQ  [^ 
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Now  left  by  Agti,  on  fait  couch  recUD'd, 
The  Spartan  Idog  thui  uteditatei  alone. 

"  My  fate  is  now  impending.    O  my  aoul. 
What  more  angpiciom  period  couldst  thou  cbooie 
For  d^tl  than  now,  when,  beating  high  in  joy. 
Thou  tell'st  me  I  am  happy  ?  If  to  live. 
Or  die,  as  Tirtue  dictates,  be  to  know 
The  Dfirest  bliss;  if  she  her  charms  di^ajrt 
Still  Wdy,  still  unfading,  still  sereue 
To  3routh,  to  age,  to  death :  whatever  be 
Those  other  climes  of  happhiess  uncbang*dy 
"Which  Heav*n  in  dark  futurity  conceals, 
Still  here,  O  Virtue,  thou  art  all  our  good. 
Oh !  what  a  black,  unspeakable  reverse 
Must  the  unrighteous,  must  the  tjnrant  prove  ^ 
What  in  the  struggle  of  departing  day, 
When  life's  last  glimpse,  eztmguisbing,  presents 
Unknown,  ineztricable  gloom  ?    But  how 
Caa  I  explain  the  terroors  of  a  breast. 
Where  guilt  resides  ?  Leooidas,  forego 
The  horrible  conceptioo,  and  again 
Within  thy  own  felicity  retire ; 
Bow  grateful  down  to  him,  who  fbrm*d  thy  min4 
Of  crimes  unfruitful  n^ver  to  admit 
The  black  impression  of  a  guilty  thought 
Else  could  I  fearless  by  deliberate  choice 
Relinquish  life  ?  This  calm  from  minds  deprav'd 
Is  ever  absent.    Oft  m  them  the  force 
Of  some  prevailing  passion  for  a  time 
Suppresses  fear.    Precipitate  thejr  lose 
The  sense  of  danger ;  when  dominion,  wealth. 
Or  purple  pomp  enchant  the  dazzled  sight. 
Pursuing  sdll  the  joys  of  life  alone. 

*'  But  he,  who  calmly  seeks  a  certain  death. 
When  duty  only,  and  the  general  good 
Direct  his  courage,  must  a  soul  possess. 
Which,  all  content  deducing  from  itself. 
Can  by  nnerring  virtue's  oonstant  light 
Discern,  when  death  is  worthy  of  his  choice. 

'<  The  man,  thus  great  and  happy,  in  the  scope 
Of  hb  large  mind  is  stretcb'd  beyond  his  date. 
Ev'n  on  this  shore  of  beiqg  he  hi  thought, 
Supremely  ble»'d,  anticipates  the  good. 
Which  late  posterity  from  him  derives.*' 

At  length  the  hero's  mediutions  close. 
The  swelling  transport  of  his  heart  subsides 
In  soft  oblivion  ;  and  the  silken  plumes 
Of  sleqp  envekip  his  extended  limbs. 
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Tbb  day  was  closing.    Agis  left  his  tent» 

Ua  sought  his  godlike  brother.    Him  he  found 

Stretch'd  o'er  bis  tranquil  conch.  His  looks  retain*^ 

The  cheerfol  tincturo  of  his  waking  thoughts 

To  gladden  sleep.    So  smile  soft  evenmg  skies. 

Yet  streak'd  with  ruddy  light,  when  summer's  sum 

Have  veilM  their beamingfurefaeads.  Transport  fiU'd 

The  eye  of  Agis.    Friendship  swelled  his  heart 

His  yielding  knee  in  veneration  bent. 

The  hero's  band  he  kiss*d,  then  fervent  thus. 

"  O  excellence  ineffisble,  receive 
This  secret  homage ;  and  may  gentle  sleep 
Yeilonger  seal  thine  eyelids,  that,  unblam'd, 
I  may  h\\  down  beforo  thee.**    He  concludea 
In  adoration  of  his  friend  divine. 
Whose  brow  the  shades  of  slumber  now  fbrsaka. 
So,  when  the  rising  Sun  resiunes  his  state. 
Some  white-rob'd  magus  on  Euphrates  side. 
Or  Indian  seer  on  Ganges,  proslarate  falls 
Before  th'  emerging  glory,  to  salute 
That  radiant  emblem  of  th'  immortal  mind, 
s    Uprise  both  heroes.    From  their  tents  m  arms 
Appear  the  bands  elect    The  other  Greeks 
Are  filing  homeward.    Only  Medon  stops. 
Melissa's  dictates  he  forgets  awhile. 
All  inattentive  to  the  warning  voice 
Of  Melibmus,  earnest  he  surve]rs 
Leonidas.    Such  oonftancy  of  zeal 
In  good  Oileus'  oflbpring  brings  the  sire 
To  full  remembrance  in  that  solemn  hour, 
And  draws  these  cordial  accents  from  the  king. 

"  Approach  me,  Locrian.     In  thy  look  1  trace 
Consummate  faith  and  love,  ^ut,  vers'd  in  ami% 
Against  thy  gen'ral's  orders  wouldst  thou  stay  ? 
Go,  prove  to  kind  Oileus,  that  my  heart 
Of  him  was  mindful^  when  the  gates  of  death 
I  barr'd  against  bis  son.    Yon  gallant  Greeks^ 
To  thy  commanding  care  from  mine  transferr'dy 
Remove  from  certain  slaughter.    Last  repair 
To  LacedsnnoB.    Thither  lead  thy  sire. 
Say  to  her  senate,  to  her  people  tell. 
Here  didst  thou  leave  their  countnrmen  and  king 
On  death  resolved,  obedient  to  the  laws." 

The  Locrian  chief,  restraining  tears,  replies. 
«  My  sire,  left  slumb'ring  in  the  island-fone. 
Awoke  no  more.*'—"  Then  joyful  I  shall  meet 
Him  soon,'*  the  king  made  answer.    <*  Let  thy  worth 
Supply  thy  father's.    Virtue  bids  me  die. 
Thee  live.  Farewell.*  Now  Medon's  grief,  o'eraw'd 
By  wisdom,  leaves  his  long-suspended  m'md 
To  firm  decision.    He  departs,  prepar'd 
For  all  the  duties  of  a  man,  by  deeds 
To  prove  himself  the  friend  of  Sparta's  king, 
Melissa's  brother,  and  Oileus*  son. 

The  gen'rous  victims  of  the  public  weal. 
Assembled  now,  Leonidas  salutes, 

I  fh»  Amww       nia  nrcMmon*  aruil  tflMKiivwI'ninir.       <<  O  thritf««l  htkll  I 
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A  sariiftce  UdeoQs,  delngM  o'er  wHh  bloody 
Beyood  my  view  illimiubly  stretcb*d> 
Obe  vast  expanse  of  horrour.    There  supine^ 
Of  huge  dimension,  covering  half  the  plain, 
A  giant  corse  lay  mangled,  red  with  woundi» 
Dely'd  in  th'  enormoiM  flesh,  which,  bubbling,  fed 
Ten  thousand  thousand  grisly  beaks  and  jaws». 
Insatiably  devouring.    Mute  I  gaz'd } 
When  from  behind  I  heard  a  second  sound 
like  surges,  tumbling  o'er  a  craggy  shore. 
Again  I  turn'd.    An  ocean  there  appear'd 
With  riven  keels  and  shrouds,  with  shiver'd  omn, 
With  arms  and  weltering  carcasses  bestrewn 
bmumerous.    The  bilkm  foam*d  in  blood. 
But  where  the  waters,  unobserved  before. 
Between  two  adverse  shores,  contracting,  rollM 
A  stormy  current,  on  the  beach  forlorn 
One  of  majestic  stature  I  descry '4 
In  ornaments  imperiaL    Oft  hn  bent 

00  me  his  clouded  eyeballs.     Oft  my  name 
He  souuded  forth  in  execrations  loud ; 

Then  rent  bis  splendid  garments ;  then  his  head 
In  rage  divested  of  its  graceful  hairs. 
Impatient  now  he  ey'd  a  slender  skifi^     [proach*d. 
Which,  mounted  high  on  boistrous  waves,  ap- 
With  indignation,  ifith  reluctant  grief 
Once  more  his  sight  reverting,  he  embark'd 
Amid  the  perils  of  the  ftowning  deep. 

*  O  thou,  by  glorioos  actions  raok*d  in  Heav'n,' 

1  here  exclaimM,  '  instruct  me.    What  produced 
This  desolation?'  Hercules  reply'd. 

*  Let  thy  astpnbh'd  eye  again  survey 

The  scene  thy  sou]  abhonr'd.'    I  look'd,    I  saw 
A  land,  where  Plenty  with  disporting  hands 
Pour'd  all  the  fruits  of  Amalthea's  horn ; 
Where  bloomM  the  olive;  where  the  clustring  vine 
Wit^  her  broad  foliage  mantled  ev'ry  hill ; 
Where  Ceres  with  exuberance  enrob'd 
The  pregnant  bosoms  of  the  fields  in  gold : 
Where  spacious  towns,  whose  circuits  proud  con- 

Uitt'd 
The  dazzling  works  of  wealth,  along  the  banks 
Of  ooptous  rivers  sbow'd  their  stately  tow*rs. 
The  strength  and  splendour  of  the  peopled  land. 
Then  m  a  moment  clouds  obscur'd  my  view ; 
At  once  all  va^h*d  from  my  waking  eyes.*' 

**  Thrice  I  salute  tl^e  omen,**  loud  beian 
The  sage  Megistia&.    *<  In  this  mystic  dipeam 
I  see  *ny  country's  victories*    The  land. 
The  deep  shall  own  h^r  triumphs ;  while  the  tears 
Of  Asia  and  of  Lybia  shall  deplore 
Their  offipriug,  cast  befotre  the  vulture's  beak^ 
And  ev'ry  monstrous  native  ci  the  mnin. 
Those  joyous  fields  qf  plenty  picture  Greece, 
Eorich'd  by  conque^  a^d  barbarian  spoils. 
He,  whom  thou  saw'st,  in  regal  vesture  dad» 
Prfait  on  the  sand  his  loUtary  step, 
Is  Xerxes,  fbii'd  aqd  fugitive.*'    So  spake 
The  rev'rend  augi^r*    Ev'ry  bosbm  fdt 
Enthusiastic  rapture,  joy  beyond 
All  sense,  and  all  conception,  but  of  those, 
"^nio  die  to  save  their  country.    Her«  again 
Th'  exulting  bend  Leonidas  addreas'd. 

**  Since  bappmess  firom  virtue  is  deriv'd. 
Who  for  hia  country  dies,  that  moment  provet 
Most  happy,  as  moat  virtuous.    Such  our  lot 
But  go,  Megistias.    Instantly  prepare 
The  sacred  fuel,  and  the  victim  due ; 
That  to  the  Moses  (so  by  Sparta's  law 
We  tf€  enjoi^'d]  our  olTrings  may  be  pald^ 


Before  we  march.    Remember,  finlli  t|ke  libaa 
Let  ev'ry  sbund  be  absent ;  not  the  fifo. 
Not  ev'n  the  music-breathing  flute  be  heard. 
Meantime,  ye  leaders,  ev'ry  band  instruct 
To  move  in  silence."    Mindful  of  their  charge, 
The  chiefs  depart    Leonidas  provides 
His  various  armour*    Agis  close  attends. 
His  best  assistant  ^   First  a  breastplate  arms 
The  spacious  chest    O'er  this  the  hero  spreads 
The  mailed  cuirass,  from  his  shoulders  hung. 
A  shining  belt  infolds  his  mighty  loins- 
Next  on  his  stately  temples  he  erects 
The  plumed  helm ;  then  grasps  his  pond'rous  shield  t 
Where  nigh  the  centre  on  projecting  brass 
Th'  inimitable  artist  had  emboss'd 
The  shape  of  great  Alcides  $  whom  to  gain 
Two  goddesses  contended.    Pleasure  here 
Won  by  soft  wiles  th'  attracted  eye ;  and  there 
The  form  of  Virtue  dignify'd  the  scene. 
In  her  msjestic  sweetness  was  displayed 
The  mind  sublime  and  happy.    From  her  lipa 
Seem'd  eloquence  to  flow.     In  look  serene. 
But  fix*d  intensely  on  the  son  of  Jove, 
She  wav'd  her  hand,  where,  winding  to  the  skiei^ 
Her  paths  ascended.    On  the  summit  stood. 
Supported  by  a  trophy  near  to  Heav'n, 
Fame,  and  protended  her  eternal  trump. 
The  youth,  attentive  to  her  wisdom,  own'd 
The  prevalence  of  Virtue  ;  while  his  eye, 
FiU'd  by  that  spirit  which  redeem'd  the  worid 
From  tyranny  and  monsters,  darted  flames ; 
Not  undescry'd  by  Pleasure,  where  she  lay 
Beneiith  a  gorgeous  cauopy.    Around 
Were  flowrets  strewn,  and  wantonly  in  rills 
A  fount  meander *d.    AH  relax'd  her  limbs; 
Nor  wanting  yet  solicitude  to  gain. 
What  lost  she  fear'd,  as  strucgling  with  despair. 
She  seem'd  collecting  ev'ry  pow'r  to  charm: 
Excess  of  sweet  allurement  she  diffus'd 
In  vain.    Still  Virtue  sway'd  Akides*  mind. 
Hence  all  his  laboui*s.     Wrought  with  vary'd  art. 
The  shield's  external  surface  they  enrich'd. 

This  portraiture  of  glocy  on  his  arm 
Leonidas  displays,  and,  tow'ring,  strides 
From  his  pavilion.    Ready  are.  the  bands. 
The  chiefii  assume  their  elation.    Torches  hhue 
Through  ev'ry  file^    Ail  now  in  silent  pace 
To  join  in  solehin  sacrifice  proceed. 
First  Polydorus  bears  the  hallow'd  knife. 
The  sacred  salt  and  bariey.    At  his  side 
Diomedon  sustains  a  weighty  mace. 
The  priest,  Megistias,  follows  like  the  rest 
In  polish'd  armour.    White,  as  winter's  fleece,  ' 
A  fiil^  round  his  shining  helm  reveals 
The  sacerdotal  honours.    By  the  horns. 
Where  laurels  twine,  with  Alpheus,  Maron  leadi 
Hie  consecrated  ox.    And,  lo !  behind, 
Leonidaf  advances.    Never  he 
In  such  transcendent  majesty  was  seen. 
And  his  own  virtue  never  so  ei\)6y*d. 
Successive  n[iov«  Dieneces  the  brave; 
In  hoary  st«te  Oemophilus;  the  bloom 
Of  Dithjrrambtts,  glowing  in  the  hope 
Of  future  praise;  the  gen'rous  Agis  next, 
Serene  and  graceful ;  last  the  Theban  chieA^ 
Repining,  ignominio)is :  then  slow  march 
The  troops  all  mute,  nor  shake  their  braziQ  nintt 

Not  from  Thermopylx  remote  the  hiUi 
Of  (Eta,  yielding  to  a  fruitful  dale. 
Within  their  sidew  haIf-circlilu^  h^djlKkiV 
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A  fair  expanse  in  verdare  smooth.    The  bounds 
Were  edg'd  by  wood,  o*erlook'd  by  snowy  clifis. 
Which  from  the  clouds  bent  frowning.   Down  a  rock 
Above  the  loftiest  summit  of  the  grove 
A  tumbling  torrent  wore  the  shagged  stone ; 
Then,  gleaming  through  tbe  interirals  df  shade, 
Attain'd  tbe  valley,  wh**re  the  le#.*l  stream 
DiifusM  refreshment.    On  its  banks  the  Greeks 
Had  rais'd  a  rustic  altar,  fram'd  of  turf. 
Broad  was  the  surface,  high  in  piles  of  wood. 
All  intergper^d  with  laurel.    Purer  decm'd 
Than  riv(»r»  lake,  or  fountain,  in  a  vase 
Old  Ocean's  briny  element  was  placM 
Before  the  altar ;  and  of  wiue  unmix'd 
Capacious  goblets  stood.     Megistias  now 
His  helm  unloosen'd.     With  his  snowy  head, 
tJncover'd,  round  the  solemn  pile  he  trod. 
He  ^look  a  branch  of  laurel,  scattering  wide 
The  sacred  moisture  of  the  main.     His  hand 
Next  on  the  altar,  on  the  victim  strew'd 
The  ihingled  salt  and  barley.     0>r  the  horns 
Th*  inverted  chalice^  foaming  from  the  grape. 
Discharged  a  rich  libation.     Then  approached 
Diomedon.     Megistias  gave  the  sign. 
Down  sunk  the  victim  by  a  deathful  stroke. 
Nor  groanM.    The  augur  bury*d  in  tbe  throat 
His  hallowM  steel.     A  purple  current  flowM. 
Now  smok'd  the  structure,  now  it  flam'd  abroad 
In  sudden  splendour.     Deep  in  circling  ranks 
The  G  recians  pressed.  Each  held  a  sparki  ing  brand ; 
The  beaming  lances  intermixM ;  the  helms, 
The  burnisliM  armour  multiply^  the  blaze. 
Leonidas  drew  nigh.     Before  the  pile 
His  feet  he  planted.     From  his  brows  removed, 
The  casque  to  Agis  he  consigned,  his  shield. 
His  spear  to  Dithyrambus ;  then,  his  arms 
Extending,  forth  in  supplication  broke. 

"  Harmonious  daughters  of  Olympian  Jove, 
Who,  on  the  top  of  Helicon  ador'd, 
Ai^  high  Parnassus,  uith  delighted  ears 
Bend  to  the  warble  of  Castalia's  stream, 
Or  Aganippe's  murmur,  if  from  thence 
We  must  invoke  your  presence ;  or  along 
The  neighbViug  mountains  with  propitious  steps 
If  now  you  grace  your  consecrat^  bow*rs. 
Look  down,  ye  Muses ;  nor  disdain  to  stand 
Each  an  immortal  witness  of  our  fate. 
But  with  you  bring  fair  Liberty,  whom  Jove 
And  you  must  honour.*    Let  her  sacred  eyes 
Approve  her  dying  Grecians ;  let  her  voice 
In  exultation  tell  the  Earth  and  Heav'ns,  , 

The.se  are  her  sons.  Then  strike  your  tuneful  Shells. 
Eecord  us  guardians  of  our  parent's  age. 
Our  matron's  virtue,  and  our  children's  bloom, 
The  glorious  bulwarl(s  of  oiir  country's  laws, 
Who  shall  ennoble  the  hist6nan's  pag^ 
Shall  on  the  joyous  festival  inspire 
With  loftier  strains  the  virgin's  choral  song. 
Then,  O  cel)^stial  maids,  on  yonder  camp 
Let  night  sit  heavy.     Let  a  sleep  like  death 
Weigh  down  the  eye  of  Asia.    O  infuse 
A  cool,  untroubled  sphrit  in  our  breasts. 
Which  may  in  silence  guide  our  daring  feet, 
Control  our  fury,  nor  by  tumult  wild 
The  friendly  dark  affright;  till  dying  groans 
Of  slaughtered  tyrants  into  horrour  wake 
Tbe  liildnight  calm.    Then  turn  destruction  loose. 
Let  terroUr,  let  confusion  rage  around. 
In  one  vast  ruin  heap  theharb'rous  ranks,  ' 
Their  bor^,  tUeir  chariots. .   I^et  the  spuriung  steed 


Lnbrue  his  hoof^  in  blood,  the  shattered  c^n 
Crush  with  their  brazen  weight  the  prostcate  neckf 
Of  chieA  and  kings,  encircled,  as  they  fall. 
By  nations  slain.     You,  countrymen  and  friends. 
My  last  commands  retain.    Your  gen'ral's  voice 
Once  more  salutes  you,  not  to  rouse  the  bravc^ 
Or  mhids,  resolv'dand  dauntless,  to  confirm. 
Too  well  by  this  expiring  blaze  I  see 
Impatient  valour  flash  from  ev'ry  eye. 
O  temper  well  that  ardour,  and  your  lips 
Close  on  tbe  rising  transi)ort     Mark,  how^  9eep 
Hath  fblded  fanillions  in  his  black  embrace. 
No  sound  is  Wafted  from  th'  unnumber'd  foe. 
The  winds  themselves  are  silent    All  conspiref 
To  this  great  sacrifice,  where  thousands  soon 
Shall  only  wake  to  die.    Their  crowded  tram 
This  night  perhaps  to  Pluto's  dreary  shades 
^y*n  Xerxes's  gho*  may  lead,  unless  re*rv'd 
From  this  destruction  to  lament  a  doom 
Of  more  disgrace,  when  Greece  confbunds  that  powV 
Which  we  will  shake.    But  look,  tlie  setting  idfxm 
Shuts  on  our  darksome  paths  her  waning  boms. 
Lat  each  his  head  distinguish  by  a  wreath 
Of  well  eam'd  laurel.    Then  the  victim  share. 
Then  crown  the  goblet.    Take  your  last  repast  j 
With  your  forefathers,  and  the  heroes  old. 
You  next  will  banquet  in  the  bless'd  abodes." 

Here  ends  their  leader.    Through  th'  encircling 
The  agitation  of  their  spears  denotes      ^      [crowd 
High  ardour.     9o  the  spiry  growth  of  pines 
Is  rock'd,  when  /Eolus  in  eddies  winds 
Among  their  stately  trunks  on  Pelion's  brow. 
The  Acamanian  seer  distributes  swift 
The  sacred  laurel.     Snatch'd  in  eager  zeal, 
Around  each  helm  the  woven  leaves  unite 
Their  glossy  verdure  to  tbe  floating  plumes. 
Then  is  the  victim  portioned.     In  the  bowl 
Then  flows  the  vine's  empurpled  stream.    Aloof 
The  Tbeban  train,  in  wan  dejection  mute. 
Brood  o'er  their  shame,  or  cast  affrighted  looks 
On  that  determin'd  courage,  which,  unmov'd 
At  Fdte's  approach,  with  cheerful  lips  could  tast« 
The  sparkling  goblet,  could  in  joy  partake 
Th&t  last,  that  glorious  banquet.    Ev^n  the  heart 
Of  Anaxander  had  forgot  its  wilc^ 
Dissembling  fear  no  longer.     Agis  here. 
Regardful  ever  of  the  king's  command. 
Accosts  the  Theban  cbiefii  in  whispers  thns. 

"  Leonidas  permits  you  to  retire. 
T'^liile  on  the  rites  of  sacrifice  employ'd. 
None  heed  your  motions.     Separate  and  fly 
In  silent  pace."    This  heard,  th'  inglorious  troof^ 
Their  files  dissolving,  from  the  rest  withdraw. 
Unseen  they  moulder  from  the  host  like  mow. 
Freed  firpm  the  rigour  of  constraining  frost ;  - 
Soon  als  the  Sun  exerts  his  orient  beam. 
The  transitory  landscape  melts  in  rills 
Away,  and  structures,  which  delude  the  eye» 
Insensibly  aire  lost    The  solemn  feast 
Was  now  concluded.    Now  Laconia's  king 
Had  reassumM  his  arms.    Before  his  step 
The  crbwd  roll  backward.    In  their  gladden'd  sight 
His  cres^,  Ulumin'd  by  uplifted  brands. 
Its  purple  splendour  shakes.    The  tow'ring  oak 
Thus  fro.m  a  lofty  promontory  waves 
His  majesty  of  verdure.    As  with  joy 
The  sailors  mark  his  heav'n-ascending  pride. 
Which  from  afar  directs  their  foamy  course 
Along  the  pathless' ocean;  so  the  Greeks 
In  transport  gaze,  as  down  their  pn*mng  rt^pikt 
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The  kifigliroeee& :  fhmi  whose  superior  frame 

A  Soul  like  thine,  O  Phidias,  might  coneeive 

fn  Pariap  marble,  or  efifulgoit  brass. 

The  form  of  great  Apollo ;  when  the  god. 

Won  by  the  prayers  of  man*8  afflicte4.  race, 

In  arms  forsook  hts*  lucid  throne  to.pierce 

The  monster  Python  in  the  Delphian  vale. 

Close  by  the  hero  Polydorus  waits 

To  goide  destruction  through  the  Asian  tents. 

As  the  young  eagle  near  bis  parentis  side 

Id  wanton  flight  essays  his  vigorous  wing,  > 

Ere  long  with  her  to  penetrate  the  ckmds. 

To  dart  impetuous  on  the  fleecy  train. 

And  dye  his  beak  in  gore  ;  by  Sparta's  king 

The  injured  Polydorus  thus  prepares 

^is  arm  for  death.    He  feasts  his  angry  soul 

On  promised  vengeance.     His  impatient  thoughts 

£v*n  now  transport  him  furious  to  the  seat 

Of  his  long^  sorrowi^  not  with  fotterM  hands. 

Bat  now  once  more  a  Spartan  with  his  spear. 

His  shield  resfeor'd,  to  lead  his  country's  bands. 

Ami  with  them  devastation.    Nor  the  rest 

Neglect  to  form.    Thick-rang*d,  the  helmets  blend 

Their  Various  plumes,  as  intermingltng  oiiks 

Combine  their  foliage  in  Dodona*s  grove; 

Or  as  the  cedars  on  the  Syrian  hills 

Tbetf  sh^dy  texture  spread.    Once  more  the  king, 

0*er  all  the  phalanx  his  considerate  view 

Extendini^,  through  the  ruddy  gleam  descries 

One  face  of  gladness ;  but  the  godlike  van 

He  most  contemplates :  Agis,  Alpheus  there^ 

M<^tias,  Macon  with  Platasa's  chief, 

I^neoes,  Demophilus  are  seen 

WitK  Thespians  youth :  nor  they  their  steady  sight 

From  his  remove,  in  speechless  transport  bound 

By  love,  by  veneration ;  till  they  hear 

W9  bit  i^jilncUon.    To  their  diff*rent  posts 

They  sep*rate.    Instant  on  the  dewy  turf 

Are  cast  th*  eatinguish'd  brands.    On  ail  around 

Drops  sudden  darkness,  on  the  wood,  the  hill. 

The  snowy  ridge,  the  vale,  the  silver  stream* 

It  verg'd  on  ndaight    Tow'rd  the  hostile  camp 

In  march  composed  and  silent  down  the  pass 

The  phalanx  mov'd.    Each  patient  bosom  hush'd 

Its  struggling  spirit, -nor  in  whispers  breathed 

The  rspt^rous  ardour  virtue  then  iaspir*d.   * 

So  loaring  clouds  along  th'  ethereal  void 

In^sknr  expansioo  from  the  gloomy  north 

Awhile  suspend  their  borronrs,  destinM  soon 

To  hlMze  in  lightaings,  and  to  burst  in  storms. 
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THR  ARGUMENT. 

Leonidae  and  the  Grecians  penetrate  through  the 
Persian  camp  to  the  very  pavilion  of  Xerxes, 
who  avoids  destruction  by  flight  The  barbarians 
are  slaughtered  in  great  multitudes,  and  their 
jcamp  is  set  on  fire.  Leocidas  conducts  his  men 
IB  good  order  bcu:k  to  ThermopylsB,  engages  the 
Persians,  who  were  descended  from  the  hills, 
and  after  numbeiiess  proo&  of  superior  strength 
and  valour,  sinks  down  covered  with  wounds, 
•jsd  expires  the  last  of  all  the  Grecian  com- 
■landera.. 


Across  th'  unguarded  boond  of  Asia's  ctmp 

Slow  pam  the  Grecians.  Through  innum'rous  tenti» 

Where  all  is  mute  and  tranquil,  they  pursue 

Their  march  sedate.     Beneath  the  leaden  hand 

Of  Sleep  lie  millions  motionless  and  deaf^ 

Nor  dfeam  of  Fate*s  approach.    Their  wary  foes. 

By  Polydorus  guided,  still  proceed. 

Evn  to  the  centre  of  th'  extensive  host 

They  pierce  unseen ;  when,  lo !  th'  impc^rial  tent 

Yet  distant  rose  before  them.     Spreading  round 

I'h*  august  pavilion,  was  an  ample  space 

For  thousands  in  arrangement     Here  a  band 

Of  chosen  Persians,  watchful  o*er  the  king. 

Held  their  nocturnal  sUtion.    As  the  hearts 

Of  anxious  nations,  whom  th'  unsparing  8Woi4 

Or  famine  threaten,  tremble  at  the  sight 

Of  fear-engcnd6r*d  phantoms  in  the  sky. 

Aerial  hosts  amid  the  clouds  arrayM, 

Portending  woe  and  death ;  the  Persian  guard 

In  equal  consternation  now  doscry'd 

The  glimpse  of  hostile  armour.    All  disband, 

As  if  auxilar  to  his  favoured  Greeks 

Pan  h^ld  their  banner,  scattering  from  its  folds 

Fear  and  confusion,  which  to  Xerxes  couch, 

SwifV-wingcd,  fly  $  thence  shake  the  general  camp, 

Whose  numbers  issue  naked,  pale,  unarm'd, 

Wild  in  amazement,  blinded  by  dismay, 

To  ev*ry  foe  obnoxious.    In  the  breasts 

Of  thousands,  gor'd  at  once,  the  Grecian  steel 

Reeks  in  destruction.     Deluges  of  blood 

Float  o'er  the  field,  and  foam  around  the  heaps' 

Of  wretches,  slain  unconscious  of  the  haiMl 

Which  wastes  their  helpless  multitude.    Aoiace, 

Aflright,  distraction  from  his  pillow  chase 

The  lord  of  Asia,  who  in  thought  beholds 

United  Greece  iu  arms.    Thy  lust  of  pow'r ! 

Thy  hope  of -glory  !  whither  are  they  flown 

With  all  thy  potap  >  In  this  disastrous  boar 

What  could  avail  th'  immeasurable  raoga 

Of  thy  proud  camp,  save  only  to  conceal 

Thy  trembling  steps,  O  Xerxes,  while  thou  fly'stf 

To  thy  deserted  couch,  with  other  looks, 

With  other  steps,  Leonidas  is  nigh. 

Before  him  Terrour  strides.    Gigantic  Death, 

And  Desolation  at  his  side,  attend. 

The  vast  pavilion's  empty  i^ace,  where  lamps 
Of  gold  shed  light  and  odours,  now  admits 
The  hero.    Ardent  throngs  behind  him  press, . 
But  miss  ihcir  victim.    To  the  ground  are  hurl*d 
The  glitt'ring  ensigns  of  imperial  state. 
'Vbe  diadem,  the  sceptre,  late  ador*d 
Through  boundless  kingdoms,  underneath  thehr  feet 
In  mingled  rage  and  scorn  the  warriors  crush,* 
A  sacrifice  to  freedom.    They  return    ' 
Again  to  form.    Leonidas  exalts. 
For  new  destroctioB,  hit  resistless  spear; 
When  double  darkness  suddenly  descends. 
The  clouds,  condensing,  intercept  the  stars. 
Black  o*er  the  furrow'd  main  the  raging  east 
In  whirlwinds  sweeps  the  surge.  The  coasts  resound* 
I'he  cavem'd  rocks,  the  crashing  forests  roar. 
SwHt  through  the  camp  the  hurricane  impells 
Its  rude  career;  when  Asia's  numbers,  veil'd 
Amid  the  shelt'ring  borronrs  of  the  storm, 
Evade  the  victor's  lance.    The  Grecians  halt; 
While  to  their  gen'rals  pregnant  mind  occon 
A  nisw  attempt  and.  vast.    Perpetual  fire 
Besi4e  the  tent  of  Xerxes,  ftom  the  hour 


76 


GLOVER'S  POEMS. 


Had  ehooe.    Among  his  Magi  to  adore 
Great  Horomazes  was  the  monaroh  wont 
Before  the  sacred  light.    Huge  piles  of  wood 
Lay  nigh,  prepared  to  feed  the  constant  flame. 
On  living  embers  these  are  cast    So  wills 
Leonidas.    The  phalant  then  divides.  ' 

Four  troops  are  form'd,  by  Ditbyrambus  led. 
By  Alpbeus,  by  Diomedon.    The  last 
Himself  conducts.    The  word  is  giv'n.    They  seize 
The  burning  fuel.    Sparkling  in  the  wind. 
Destructive  fire  is  brandished.    All,  enjoin'd 
To  reassemble  at  the  regal  tent. 
By  various  paths  the  hostile  camp  invade. 

Now  devastation,  unconfin'd,  involves 
The  Malian  fields.    Among  barbarian  tents 
From  dif  rent  stations  fly  consuming  flames. 
The  Greeks  afford  no  respite ;  and  the  storm 
Exasperates  the  blaze.    To  ev'ry  part 
The  conflagration  like  a  sea  expands. 
One  waving  surface  of  unbounded  fire. 
In  ruddy  volumes  mount  the  curling  flames 
To  Heav'n's  dark  vault,  and  paint  the  midnight 

clouds. 
So,  when  the  north  emits  his  purpled  lights. 
The  undulated  radiance,  streaming  wide. 
As  with  a  burning  eanq»y  invests 
Th'  ethereal  concave.    CEU  now  disclos'd 
His  forehead,  glitt'ring  in  eternal  frost; 
While  down  hb  rocks  the  foamy  torrents  shone. 
Far  o*er  the  main  the  pointed  rays  were  thrown ; 
Night  snatch'd  her  mantle  from  the  Ocean's  breast; 
The  billows  glimmer'd  from  the  distont  shores. 

But,  k> !  a  pillar  huge  of  smoke  ascends. 
Which  overshades  the  field.    There  horrour,  there 
Leonidas  presides.    Command  he  gave 
To  Polydorus,  who,  exulting,  showM 
Where  Asia's  horse  and  warlike  cars  possessed 
A  crowded  station.    At  the  hero's  nod 
Devouring  Vulcan  riots  on  the  stores 
Of  Ceres,  empty^d  of  the  ripen*d  grain. 
On  all  the  tribute  from  her  meadows  brown. 
By  rich  Tbessalia  rsoder'd  to  the  scythe. 
A  flood  of  flre  envekipes  all  the  ground. 
The  cordage  bursts  around  the  blazing  tents. 
Down  sink  the  roofs  on  sufibcated  thnxigs, 
Close-wedg'd  by  fear.    The  Lybian  chariot  hums. 
Th'  Arabian  camel,  and  the  Persian  steed 
Bound  through  a  burning  di^uge.     Wild  with  pain 
They  shake  their  singed  manes.    Their  madding 
hoofe  [flames, 

Dash  through  the  blood  of  thousands,  mix'd  with 
Which  rage  augmented  by  the  whiriwind'S  blast. 

Meantime  the  scepter'd  lord  of  half  the  globe 
From  tent  to  tent  precipitates  hb  flight 
Diqters'd  are  all  bis  satraps.    Pride  herself 
Shuns  his  d^eoted  brow.    Despair  alone 
Waits  on  th'  imperial  fugitive,  and  shows. 
As  round  the  camp  his  eye,  distracted,  roves, 
No  limits  to  destruction.    Now  is  seen 
Aurora,  nsoonting  from  her  eastern  hill 
In  roay  sandals,  and  with  dewy  locks. 
The  winds  subside  before  her;  darkness  flies; 
A  stream  of  light  proclaims  the  cheerful  day. 


Of  unremitted  conquest    Yet  what  pow'r 
Among  these  sons  of  Liberty  reviv*d  [recalPd 

Their  drooping  warmth,  new-strung  their  nerves. 
Their  weary'd  swords  to  deeds  of  brighter  feme  ? 
What,  but  tb*  inspiring  hope  of  glorious  death 
To  crown  their  labours,  and  th'  auspicious  look 
Of  their  heroic  chief,  which,  still  unchanged. 
Still  in  superior  majesty  deotar'd. 
No  toil  had  yet  relaxed  his  matchless  strength. 
Nor  worn  the  vigour  of  his  godlike  soul. 

Back  to  the  pass  in  gentle  march  he  leads 
Th*  embattled  warriors.    They  behind  the  shniba. 
Where  Medon  sent  such  numbers  to  the  shades. 
In  ambush  lie.    The  tempest  is  o'erblown. 
Soft  breezes  only  fh>m  the  Malian  wave 
0*er  each  grim  foce,  besmear'd  with  smoke  and  gore. 
Their  cool  refreshment  breathe.   The  healmg  gale, 
A  crjTstal  rill  near  (Eta^s  verdant  feet. 
Dispel  the  languor  from  their  harass'd  nerves. 
Fresh  brae  *d  by  strength  returning.  O'er  their  heads 
Lo !  in  full  blaze  of  majesty  appears 
Melissa,  bearing  in  her  hand  divine 
Th'  eternal  guardian  of  illustrious  deeds. 
The  sweet  Phosbean  lyre.     Her  graceful  trahi 
Of  white-rob*d  virgins,  seated  on  a  range 
Half  down  the  cliff,  o*ershadowing  the  Greeks, 
All  with  concordant  strings,  and  accents  clear, 
A  torrent  pour  of  melody,  and  swell 
A  high,  tnumphal,  solemn  dirge  of  praise. 
Anticipating  fame.    Of  endless  joys 
In  bless'd  Elysium  was  the  song.     "  Go,  meet 
Lycurgus,  Solon,  and  Zaleucus  sage. 
Let  them  salute  the  children  of  their  laws. 
Meet  Homer,  Orpheus,  and  th'  Ascnean  bard« 
Who  with  a  spirit,  by  ambrosial  food 
Refin'd,  and  more  exalted,  shall  contend 
Your  ^endid  fate  to  waihle  through  the  bow'rs 
Of  amaranth  and  myrtle  ever  young. 
Like  your  renown.    Your  a^hes  we  will  cult 
In  3rooder  fane  deposited,  your  urns 
Dear  to  the  Muses  shall  our  lays  inq;>ire. 
Whatever  ofTrings,  genius,  sdenee,  art 
Can  dedicate  to  virtue,  shall  be  jroiirs, 
The  gifb  of  all  the  Muses,  to  transmit 
You  on  th'  enliven'd  canvass,  marble,  brass. 
In  wisdom*s  volume,  in  the  poet*s  song. 
In  ev^ry  tongue,  through  ev^ry  age  and  clime^ 
You  of  this  earth  the  brightest  fk>w*rs,  not  cropt, 
IVansplanted  only  to  immortal  bloom 
Of  praise  with  men,  of  happiness  with  gods.*' 

The  Grecian  valour  on  religion*s  flame 
To  ecstasy  is  wafted.    Death  is  nigh. 
As  by  the  Graces  foshion*d,  he  appears 
A  beauteous  form.    His  adamantine  gate 
Is  half  unfolded.     AH  in  transport  catch 
A  glimpse  of  immortality.    Elate 
In  rapturous  deluskm  thiey  believe. 
That  to  behold  and  solemnize  their  fato 
The  goddesses  are  present  on  the  hills 
With  celebrating  lyres.    In  thought  serene 
Leonidas  the  kind  deception  bless*d. 
Nor'  undecnv^d  his  soldiers.    After  all 
Th*  incessant  labours  of  the  horrid  night. 
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A  sea  of  wnters,  Hypera&tlies  potin 
His  chosen  numbers  on  the  Grecian  camp 
Duwn  firom  the  hills  precipitant.    No  foes 
He  finds.    The  Thebans  join  him.     In  his  van 
They  march  conductors.    On,  the  Persians  roll 
In  martial  thunder  through  the  sounding  pass. 
They  issue  forth  impetuous  from  its  mouth. 
That  moment  Sparta's  leader  gave  the  sign} 
When,  as  th*  impulsive  ram  hi  forceful  sway 
Overturns  a  nodding  rampart  from  its  base, 
And  strews  a  town  with  ruin,  so  the  band 
Of  forryM  heroes  down  the  Malian  steep. 
Tremendous  depth,  the  mtxM  battalions  swept 
Of  Thebes  and  Persiai    There  no  waters  flow'd^ 
Abrupt  and  naked  all  was  rock  beneath. 
Leonidas,  hicensM,  with  grappling  strength 
Dssfa'd  Anaxander  on  a  pointed  crag ; 
ComposM,  tfien  gave  new  orders.    At  the  word 
His  phalanx,  wheeling,  penetrates  the  pass* 
As(Qnish*d  Persia  stops  in  foil  career. 
Ev^o  H3rperanthes  shrinks  in  wonder  back. 
Confosion  drives  fresh  nnmbera  from  the  shore* 
The  Malian  ooze  o'erwhelms  them.    Sparta's  king 
Still  presses  forward,  till  an  open  breadth 
Of  fifty  paces  yields  his  front  extent 
To  proffer  battle*    Hjrperanthes  soon 
Reoslls  his  warriors,  dissipates  their  fears. 
Svift  on  the  great  Leonidas  a  cloud  [close. 

Of  darts  is  showVd^     Th'  encountering  armies 

Who  first,  sublimest  hero,  felt  thy  arm  ? 
What  rivers  heard  akmg  their  echoing  banks 
Thy  name,  in  cnrses  sounded  from  the  lips 
Of  noble  mothers,  wailing  for  their  sons  ? 
What  towns  with  empty  monuments  were  fill'd 
For  those,  whom  thy  unconquerable  sword 
This  day  to  vultures  cast?  First  Beasus  died, 
A  haughty  satrap,  whose  tyrannic  sway 
Despoiled  Hyrcania  of  her  golden  sheaves. 
And  laid  her  forests  waste.     For  him  the  bees 
Among  the  branches  interwove  their  sweets; 
For  him  the  fig  was  ripen'd,  and  the  vine     « 
In  rich  profusion  o*er  the  goblet  foam*d. 
Then  Dinis  bled.    On  Hermut*  side  he  reign^; 
Belong  aasidoons,  unavailing  woo'd 
The  martial  queen  of  Caria.     She  disdained 
A  k)ver*s  soft  complamt.     Her  rigid  ear 
Was  fram'd  to  watch  the  tempest  while  it  rag*d, 
Her  e]re  accustoro'd  on  the  rolling  deck 
To  brave  the  turgid  billow.  '  Near  the  shore 
She  now  is  present  in  her  pinnace  light. 
The  spectade  of  glory  crouds  her  breast 
With  different  passions.    Valiant,  she  applauds 
The  Grecian  valour ;  foithful,  she  laments 
Her  sad  presage  of  Persia;  prompts  her  son 
To  emulation  of  the  Greeks  in  arms. 
And  of  herself  in  losralty.    By  Fate 
Is  ihe  reserved  to  signalize  that  dmy 
Of  future  shame,  when  Xerxes  must  behold 
The  bkxMl  of  nations  overfiow  his  decks. 
And  to  their  bottom  tinge  the  briny  floods 
Of  Salamis;  whence  she  with  Asia  flies, 
^  only  not  inglorious.    Low  reclines 
m  k>ver  now,  on  Hermus  to  repeat 
Her  name  no  more,  nor  tell  the  vocal  groves 
His  froitless  sorrows.    Next  Maduces  foil, 
A  Paphlagontan.    Bom  amid  the  sound 
Of  chasing  surges,  and  the  roar  of  winds, 
^  <^er  tl)>  iifbospitable  Euxin  foam 
Wss  wont  from  high  Caiambis'  rock  to  ken 
Ml-lated  keels»  which  cut  the  PonUc  stream, 


Then  wHh  his  dire  issociates  through  the  deep 
For  spoil  and  slaughter  guides  the  savage  prow. 
Him  dogs  will  rend  ashore.    From  Medus  for, 
Their  native  current,  two  bold  brothers  died^ 
Sisamnes  and  Tithraustes,  potent  lords 
Of  rich  domains.    On  thoe  Mithrines  grey, 
Cilician  prince,  Lilseus,  who  had  left 
The  balmy  fragrance  of  Arabia's  fields. 
With  Babylonian  Tenagon»  expir'd. 

The  gnnring  carnage  Hyperanthes  views 
Indignant,  fierce  in  vengefol  ardour  strides 
Against  the  victor.    Each  his  lance  protends  { 
But  Asia's  numbers  hnterpose  their  shields, 
Solicitous  to  guard  a  prince  rever'd : 
Or  thither  Fortune  whelm'd  the  tide  of  war. 
His  term  protracting  for  augmented  fkme; 
So  two  proud  vessels,  laboring  on  the  foam. 
Present  ^for  battle  their  destructive  beaks ; 
When  nogy  seas,  by  hurricanes  uptorn. 
In  moun^taneous  commotion  dash  between. 
And  either  deck,  in  black'ning  tempests  veiPd, 
Waft  from  its  distant  foe.    More  fiercely  bum'^ 
Thy  spirit,  mighty  %Mirtan.    Such  dmay 
Relax'd  thy  foes,  that  each  barbarian  heart 
Resign'd  all  hopes  of  victory.    The  steeds 
Of  day  were  climbing  their  meridian  heighL 
Continu'd  shouts  of  onset  from  the  pass 
Resounded  o'er  the  plain.    Artuchus  heard. 
When  first  the  spreading  tumult  had  alarm'd 
His  distant  quarter,  starting  from  repose. 
He  down  the  valley  of  Spercheos  rush'd 
To  aid  his  regal  master.    Asia's  camp 
He  found  the  seat  of  terrour  and  despair. 
As  in  some  fruitfol  clime,  which  late  hath  known 
The  rage  of  winds  and  floods,  although  the  storm 
Be  heard  no  longer,  and  the  deluge  fled. 
Still  o'er  the  wasted  region  Nature  mourns 
In  melancholy  silence ;  through  the  grove 
With  prostrate  glories  lie  the  stately  oak, 
Th*  uprooted  helm  and  beach ;  the  plain  is  spread 
With  fragments,  swept  from  villages  overthrown, 
Around  the  pastures  flocks  and  herds  are'  cast 
In  dreary  piles  of  death  \,  so  Persia's  host 
In  terrour  mute  one  boundless  scene  displays 
Of  devastation.    Half-devoured  by  fire. 
Her  tall  pavilions,  and  her  martial  -cars, 
Deform  Uie  wide  encampment   .  Here  in  gore 
Her  princes  welter,  nameless  thousands  ther^ 
Not  victims  all  to  Greeks.     In  gasphng  heaps 
Barbarians,  mangled  by  barbarians,  show'd 
The  wild  confusion  of  that  direful  night ; 
When,  wanting  signals,  and  a  leader's  care. 
They  rush'd'on  mutual  slaughter.    Xerxes'  tent 
On  its  exalted  summit,  when  the  dawn 
First  streak'd  the  orient  sky,  was  wout  to  bear 
The  golden  form  of  Mithra,  clos'd  between 
Two  lucid  crystals.    This  the  gen'ral  host 
Observed,  their  awfol  signal  to  arrange 
In  arms  complete,  and  numberless  to  watch 
Their  monarch's  rising.    Hkis  conspicuous  blaze 
Artuchus  places  in  th'  accustom'd  seat. 
As,  after  winds  have  rufBed  by  a  storm 
The  plumes  of  darkness,  when  her  welcome  face 
The  Momhig  lifts  serene,  each  wary  swain 
Collects  liis  flock  dispers'd ;  the  neighmg  steed. 
The  herds  forsake  thenr  shekel :  all  remm 
To  well-known  pastures,  and  frequented  streamsc 
So  now  this  cheering  signal  on  the  tent 
Revives  each  leader.    From  inglorious  flight 
Their  sctter'dbMidt  the^c^^ei^^^gniaiid 
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ResaoM,  an^  hail  .^tachns.    From  their  twanns 
A  force  be  culls.    Thennopyl«  he  seekf. 
Fell  shoots  in  horrid  dissooance  precede. 
His  phalanx  swift  Leonid  as  commands 
To  circle  backward  from  the  Malian  bay. 
Their  order  changes.     Now,  half-orb'd,  they  stand 
By  (£ta*s  fence  protected  from  behind. 
With  either  flank  united  to  the  rock. 
As  by  the  excelling  architect  disposed. 
To  shield  some  haven,  a  stupendous  mole, 
Fram'd  of  the  grove  and  quarry's  mingled  strength, 
In  OQe«n*s  bosom  penetrates  afar: 
There,  pride  of  art,  immoveable  it  looks 
On  Eolus  and  Neptune ;  there  defies 
Those  potent  gods  combin'd :  unyielding  thus. 
The  Grecians  stood  a  solid  mass  of  war 
Against  Artuchos,  joia'd  with  numbers  new 
To  Hyperanthes.    In  the  ibremost  rank 
Leonidas  his  dreadful  station  held. 
Around  him  soon  a  spacious  void  was  seen 
By  flight,  or  slaughter  in  the  Persian  van. 
In  generous  shame  and  wrath  Artuchus  bums. 
Discharging  full  at  Lacediemon's  chief 
An  iron-studded  mace.     It  glauc*d  aside, 
Tum*d  by  the  massy  buckler.    Prone  to  earth 
The  satn^)  fell.     Alcander  aim'd  his  point. 
Which  had  transfixM  him  prostrate  on  the  rock, 
But  for  th'  immediate  succour  he  ulitain'd 
From  faithful  soldiers,  lifting  on  their  shields 
A  chief  belov'd-    Not  such  Alcandor*8  lot. 
An  arrow  wounds  his  heart.     Supine  he  lies, 
The  only  Theban,  who  to  Greece  preserved ' 
Unviolated  foith.     Ph3rsician  sage, 
On  pure  Cithaeron  healing  herbs  to  cull 
Was  he  accustomed,  to  expatiate  o*er 
The  Heliconian  pastures,  where  no  plants 
Of  poison  spring,  of  juice  salubrious  all, 
Which  vipers,  winding  in  their  verdant  track. 
Drink  and  expel  tlie  venom  from  their  tootiiy 
Dipt  in  tbe  sweetness  of  that  soil  divine. 
On  him  the  brave  Artontes  sinks  in  death. 
Renowned  'through  wide.  Bithjmia,  ne'er  again 
The  clam Vous  rites  of  CyJ^lfe  to  share*; 
While  Echo  murmurs  through  the  hollow  caves 
Of  Berecynthian  Dindymus.    The  strength 
Of  Alpheus  sent  him  to  the  shades  of  night. 
Ere  from  the  dead  was  disengaged  th(*  spear, 
Huge  Abradates,  glorying  in  his  might. 
Surpassing  all  'of  Cissian  race,  advancM 
To  grapple ;  planting  firm  his  foremost  step, 
The  victor's  throat  he  grasp'd.     At  Nemea^  games 
The  wrestler's  chaplet  Alpbeus  had  obtained. 
He  summons  all  his  art     Oblique  the  stroke 
Of  his  swift  foot  supplants  the  Persian's  heel. 
He,  falling,  clings  by  Alpbeus*  neck,  and  drags 
His  foe  upon  him.     In  the  Spartan's  back 
Enrag*d  barbarians  fix  their  thronging  spears. 
To  Abrmdates'  chest  the  weapons  pass; 
Thev  rivet  both  in  death.     This  Maron 


Swift  he  discharges  on  th6  SaciaD*s  front 
A  pond'rous  blow,  which  burst  the  scattered  brmia. 
Down  his  own  limbs  meantime  a  torrent  flows 
Of  vital  crimson.     Smiling,  he  reflects 
On  sorrow  finish'd,  on  his  Spartan  name, 
Renew'd  in  lustre.     Sudden  to  his  side 
Springs  Dithyrambus.    Through  th'  uplifted  arm 
Of  Mindus,  pointing  a  malignant  dart 
Against  the  dying  Spartan,  he  impelled 
His  spear.    The  point  with  violence  unspent, 
Urg'd  by  such  vigour,  reach'd  the  Persian's  4hroat 
Above  his  corselet.     Polydonis  stretch'il 
His  languid  hand  to  Thespia's  friendly  youth. 
Then  bow'd  his  head  in  evcriasting  peace. 
While  Mindus,  wasted  by  his  streaming  wound. 
Beside  him  faints  and  dies.     In  flow*riug  primo 
He,  lord  of  Colchis,  from  a  bride  was  torn 
His  tyrant*s  hasty,  mandate  to  obey. 
.  She  tow'rd  the  Enxin  sends  her  plaiqtive  sighs  ; 
She  woos  in  tender  piety  the  winds : 
Vain  is  their  favour ;  they  can  never  breathe 
On  his  returning  sail.     At  once  a  crowd 
Of  eager  Persians  seize  the  victor's  spear. 
One  of  his  nervous  hands  retains  it  fast. 
Tbe  other  bares  bis  falchion.    Wounds  and  deatk 
He  scatters  round.    Sosarmcs  feels  his  arm 
T/>pt  from  the  shoulder.     Zatis  leaves  eatwia*d 
His  firtgers  round  the  long-disputed  lancet 
On  Mardon^s  reins  descends  the  pond'rous  blade. 
Which  half  divides  his  body.     Pheron  strides 
Across  the  pointed  ash.     His  weight  o'eccomea 
The  weary'd  Thespian,  who  resigns  his  hold  ; 
But  cleaves  th'  elate  barbarian  to  the  bram. 
Abrocomes  darts  forward,  shakes  his  8t«el, 
Whose  lightning  threatens  death.    The  wary  Greek 
Wards  with  bis  sword  the  well-directed  stroke. 
Then,  closing,  throws  tbe  Persian.    Now  what  ai4 
Of  mortal  force,  or  interposing  Heav'n, 
Preser\'es  the  eastern  hero  ?  Lo !  the  friend 
Of  Teribazus.    Eager  to  avenge 
That  l«v*d,  that  lost  companion,  and  defend 
A  brother's  life,  beneath  the  sinewy  arm, 
Outstretch'd,  the  sword  of  Hyperanthes  pass'd 
Through  Dithyrambus.    All  tbe  strings  of  life 
At  once  relax;  nor  fome,  nor  (ireece  demand 
More  from  his  valour.     Prostrate  now  he  lies    . 
In  glories,  ripcn'd,on  his  blooming  head. 
Him  shall  the  Thespian  maidens  in  their  soofi 
Record  once  loveliest  of  the  youthful  train. 
The  gentle,  wise,  beneficent,  and  brave, 
Grace  of  his  lineage,  and  his  country's  boast,  ^ 
Now  fall'n.     Elysium  to  his  parting  soul 
Uncloses.     So  the  cedar,  which  supreme 
Among  the  groves  of  Ubanus  bath  tow'r'd, 
Uprooted,  low»rs  his  graceful  top,  preferr'd 
For  dignity  of  growth  some  roi^l  dome, 
Or  Heav*n-devoted  fabric  to  adorn. 
Diomedon  bursts  forward.    Round  his  friend 
He  beans  destruction.     Troons  of  wailiuflr  irhocftiK 
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His  entraiU  open^.    Sever'd  from  a  third, 
The  head,  steel-casM,  descends.     In  blood  is  roird 
The  grisly  beard.    That  effort  breaks  the  blade 
Short  from  its  hilt.    The  Grecian  stands  disarmed. 
The  fmirth,  Astaspes,  proud  Chaldisao  lord. 
Is  nigh.     He  lifts  his  iron-plated  mace. 
This,  while  a  cjuster  of  auxiliar  friends 
Hang  on  the  Crucian  shield,  to  earth  depressed, 
Loads  with  unerring  blows  the  batter'd  helm  ; 
Till  on  the  ground  £>iome<luu  extends 
His  mij^bty  limbs.     So,  weaken'd  by  the  force 
Of  some  tremendous  engine,  which  the  band 
Of  Mars  impelb,  a  citadel,  high-tow'rM, 
Whence  darts,  juxd  fire,  and  ruins  long  have  aw'd 
Begirding  legions,  yields  at  last,  and  iqireads 
Its  disuniting  ramparts  on  the  ground  $ 
Joy  fiUs  th*  assailants,  and  the  battle's  tide 
Whelms  o'er  the  widening  breach ;  the  Persian  thus 
O'er  the  late-fear'd  Diomedon  advanced 
Against  the  Grecian  remnant :  when  behold 
Leonidas.     At  once  their  ardour  froze. 
He  had  awhile  behind  his  friends  retired. 
Oppressed  by  labour.    Pointless  was  his  spear, 
Hb  buckler  cleft.    As,  .overworn  by  storms, 
A  vessel  steers  to  some  protecting  bay ; 
Then,  sooo  as  timely  gales,  inviting,  curl 
The  azure  floods,  to  Neptune  shows  again 
Her  masts  apparelPd  fresh  in  shrouds  and  sails. 
Which  court  the  vig'rous  wind :  so  Sparta's  king, 
In  strength  repair*<C  a  spear  and  buckler  new 
Presents  to  Asia.     From  her  bleeding  ranks 
Hydames,  urg*d  by  destiny,  approached. 
He,  proudly  vaunting,  left  an  infant  race, 
A  spouse  lamenting  on  the  distant  verge 
Of  Bactrian  Ochus.     Victory  in  vain 
He,  parting,  promised.     Wmton  hope  will  sport 
Bound  his  cold  heart  no  longer.     Grecian  spoils, 
Imagin'd  triumphs,  pictur'd  on  his  mtnd, 
^  Fate  will  erase  for  ever.    Through  the  targe, 
'The  thick-mailM  corselet  his  divided  chest 
Of  bony  strength  admits  the  hostile  spear, 
leonidas  draws  back  the  steely  point,    . 
Bent  and  enfeebled  by  the  forceful  Slow. 
Meantime  within  bis  buckler's  rim,  unseen 
Amphistreus  stealing*  io  th'  unguarded  flank  \ 
Hb  dagger  stmck.     In  slow  efl'usion  ooz'd 
The  blood,  from  Hercules  derivM ;  but  death 
Not  yet  had  reached  his  mark.    Th'  indignant  king 
Gripes  irresbtibly  the  Persian's  throat 
He  drags  him  prostrate.    False,  corrupt,  and  base. 
Fallacious,  fell,  pre-eminent  was  he   . 
Among  tyrannic  satraps.    Phrygia  pin'd 
Beneath  th'  oppression  of  his  ruthless  sway. 
Heir  soil  .had  once  been  fruitful.    Once  her  towns 
Were  populous  and  rich.    The  direful  change 
To  naked  &e!ds  end  crumbling  roofs,  declar'd 
Th'  accurs'd  Amphistreus  govem'd.    As  the  spear 
Of  Tynan  Cadmus  rivetted  to  et^rth 
The  poisonous  dragon,  whose  infections  breath 
Had  blasted  all  Bceotta;  so  the  king. 
On  prone  Amphistreus  trampling,  to  the  rock 
Kails  down  the  tyrant,  and  the  fractur'd  staff 
Leaves  in  his  panting  body.     But  the  blood, 
Oreat  hero,  dropping  from  thy  wound,  revives 
The  hopea  of  Persia.    Thy  unyielding  arm 
Upholds  the  conflict  still.    Against  thy  shield 
The  various  weapons  shiver,  and  thy  feet 
With  glia'ring  points  surround.    The  Lydian  sword, 
The  Persian  dagger,  leave  their  shattered  hilts  ^ 
Bant  b  the  Caspian  scimitar:  the  lance, 
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The  javelin,  dart,  and  arvo«r  all  combine 

Their'fruitless  efforts.     From  Alcides  sprung 

Thou  standst  unshaken  like  a  Thracian  hill. 

Like  Rhodope,  or  Ham) us;  where  in  vain 

The  thundVer  plants  his  livid  bolt;  in  vain 

Keen-pointed  lightnings  pierce  th'  encrusted  snow^; 

And  Winter,  beating  with  eternal  war. 

Shakes  from  his  drearv  h  inpt  discordant  storms. 

Chill  sleet,  and  clatt'nngliail.     Advancing  bo^d^ 

His  rapid  lance  Abrocomes  in  vain 

Aims  at  the  forehead  of  Laconta's  chief. 

He,  not  unguarded,  rears  his  active  blade 

Athwart  the  dang'rous  blow,  whose  fury  wastes 

Above  his  crest  in  air.     Then,  swiftly  wheel'd, 

The  pood'rous  weapon  cleaves  the  Persian's  knee 

Sheer  through  the  parted  bone.     He  sidelong  falls. 

Crush'd  on  the  ground  beneath  contending  feet. 

Great  Xejrxes'  brother  yields  the  last  remains 

Of  tortur'd  life.     Leonidas  persists; 

Till  Agis  calb  Dicneces,  alarms 

Demophilus,  Megistias :  they  o'er  piles    , 

0(  AUarodian  and  Sasperian  dead 

Haste  to  their  leader :  they  before  him  raise 

The  brazen  bulwark  of  their  massy  shields. 

The  foremost  rank  of  Asia  stands  and  bleeds  | 

The  rest  recoil :  but  Hyperanthes  swift 

From  band  to  band  his  various  host  pervades^ 

Their  drooping  hopes  rekindles,  in  the  brave 

New  fortitude  excites:  the  frigid  heart 

Of  fear  he  warms.     Astaspt^  first  obeys. 

Vain  of  his  birth,  from  ancient  Belus  drawn. 

Proud  of  hb  wealthy  stores,  his  sutely  domeSi 

More  proud  in  recent  victory :  hb  might 

Had  foird  Plat^ea's  chief.    Before  the  front 

He  strides  impetuous.     Hb  triumphant  mace 

Against  the  brave  Dieneces  he  bends. 

The  weighty  blow  bears  down  th'  opposing  shield,. 

And  breaks  the  Spartan's  shoulder.     Idle  hangs 

The  weak  defence,  and  loads  th'  inactive  arm,         > 

Depriv'd  of  ev'ry  function.    Agis  bares 

His  vengeful  blade.    At  two  well-leveli'd  stroke* 

Of  both  his  hands,  high  brandishing  tlie  mace, 

He  mutilates  the  foe.    A  Sacian  chief 

Springs  on  the  victor.    Jaxartes'  banks 

To  this  brave  savage  gave  hb  name  and  birth. 

His  look  erect,  his  bold  deportment  spoke 

A  gallant  spirit,  bat  untam'd  by  laws. 

With  dreary  wilds  familiar,  and  a  race 

Of  rude  barbarians,  horrid  as  their  clirao. 

From  its  direction  glanc'd  the  Spartan  spear, 

Which,  upward  borne,  o'erturn*d  his  iron  conew 

Black  o'er  his  forehead  fall  the  naked  locks^ 

They  aggravate  hb  fury :  while  his  foe 

Repeats  the  stroke,  and  penetrates  hb  chest. 

Th'  intrepid  Sacian  through  his  breast  and  back 

Receives  the  griding  steel.    Along  the  staff 

He  writhes  his  tortur'd  body ;  in  his  grasp 

A  barbed  arrow  from  hb  quiver  shakes; 

Deep  in  the  streaming  throat  of  Agis  hides 

The  deadly  point;  then  grimly  smiles  and  dies.. 

From  him  fate  hastens  to  a  npbler  prey, 
Dieneces.     His  undefended  frame 
The  shield  abandons,  sliding  from  hb  arm. 
His  brca^st  is  gor'd  by  javel'ms.    On  the  foe 
He  hurls  them  back^  extracted  from  hb  woundsu 
Life,  yielding  slow  to  destiny,  at  length 
Forsakes  hit. riven  heact;  nor  less  in  death 
Thermopylae  he  graces,  than  before 
By  martial  deeds  and  conduct    What  can  stem . 
The  barb'rous  torrent  ?  Agis  bleeds^^ .  His^tpMar 
igi  ize     y  g 
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ties  QfeldM,  imdofmMy  pluflg'd 
lo  Jittitei'  body.    Lofir  mJioes 
'  Dienecf^     LeonJdu  himwlf, 
Ceriaboar'd,  wounded,  with  hb  dinted  sword 
The  ra^  of  war  can  exereise  no  more. 
Obe  last,  one  glorious  tfflbrt  age  performs. 
Demophilus,  Megistias  join  their  might. 
They  check  the  tide  of  conquest;  while  the  ^>ear 
Of  slain  Diefteces  to  Sparta's  chief 
The  fainting  Agis  bears.    The  pointed  ash, 
In  that  dire  hand  for  battle  rcar'd  anew, 
Blasts  ev*ry  Persian's  valour.    Back  in  heaps 
They  roll,  confounded,  by  their  gen'ral's  voice 
In  vain  exhorted  longer  to  endnre 
The  ceaseless  waste  of  that  unconquer'd  arm. 
So,  when  the  giants  from  Ol]rmpus  chas*d 
Th*  inferior  gods,  themselves  in  terroor  shun*d 
Tb'  incessant  streams  of  lightning,  where  the  hand 
Of  Heav*n's  great  father  with  eternal  might 
SttsUm'd  the  dreadful  conflict    O'er  the  field 
Awhile  Bellona  gives  the  battle  rest; 
When  Thespia's  leader  and  Megistias  drop 
At  either  side  of  Lacedsemon*s  king. 
Beneath  the  weight  of  years  and  labour  bend 
The  hoary  warriors.    Not  a  groan  molests 
Their  parting  spirits;  but  in  death's  calm  night 
All-silent  sinks  each  venerable  bead: 
Like  aged  oaks,  whose  deep-descending  roots 
Had  pierc'd  resistless  through  a  craggy  slope; 
There  during  three  long  centuries  have  brav'd 
Malignant  Bonis,  and  the  boist*roiis  north ; 
Till  bare  and  sapless  by  corroding  time. 
Without  a  blast  their  mossy  trunks  reclme 
Before  their  parent  hill.    Not  one  remains, 
But  Agis,  near  Leonidas,  whose  hand 
The  last  kind  office  to  his  friend  performs, 
Bxtracts  the  Sacian*s  arrow,    life,  released, 
Pours  forth  in  crimson  floods.    O  Agis,  pale 
Thy  placid  features,  rigid  are  thy  limbs ; 
They  lose  thehr  graces.    Dimm'd,  thy  eyes  reveal 
The  native  goodness  of  thy  heart  no  more. 
Yet  other  graces  spring.    The  noble  corse 
Leonidas  survejrs.    A  pause  he  finds 
To  mark,  how  lovely  are  the  patriot's  wounds. 
And  see  those  honours  on  the  breast  he  lov'd. 
But  Hyperanthes  from  the  trembling  ranks 
Of  Asia  towVs,  mflexibly  resolv'd 
The  Persian  glory  to  redeem,  or  fall. 
The  Spartan,  worn  by  toil,  his  languid  arm 
Uplifts  once  more.    He  waits  the  dauntless  prince. 
The  heroes  now  stand  adverse.    Each  awhile 
Restrains  his  valour.    Each,  admiring,  views 
His  godlike  foe.    At  length  their  brandished  points 
Pro^e  the  contest,  fisted  soon  to  close 
The  long-continu*d  horroon  of  the  day. 
^x'd  in  amaze  and  fear,  the  Asian  throng, 
tJnniov*d  and  silent,  on  their  bucklers  pause. 
Thus  on  the  wastes  of  India,  while  the  Earth 
Beneath  him  groans,  the  elephant  is  seen, 
Hit  huge  proboscis  writhing,  to  defy 
The  strong  rhinoceros,  whose  ponderous  horn 
Is  newly  whetted  on  a  rock.    Anon 
Each  hideous  bulk  encounters.    Earth  her  groan 
Redoubles.    Tremblmg,  from  their  covert  gaze 
The  savage  inmates  of  surrounding  woods 
In  distant  terrour.    By  the  vary'd  art 
Of  either  ehief  the  dubious  oombat  long 
Its  great  event  retarded.    Now  his  lance 
fkr  through  the  hostile  shield  Laconia's  I^ing 
ImpeU'd.    4^m4it  the  Persiail  twang  his  ann. 


Beneath  it  pass'd  the  weapon,  which  his  targa 

Encumber'd.    Hopes  of  conquest  and  renown 

Elate  his  courage.    Sudden  he  directs 

His  rapid  javelin  to  the  Spartan's  throat 

But  he  his  wary  buckler  upward  raised. 

Which  o'er  his  shoulder  turn'd  the  glancing  steel  j 

For  one  last  effort  then  his  scatter'd  strength 

Collecting,  levell'd  with  reastless  force 

The  massive  orb,  and  dash'd  its  brazen  verge 

Full  on  the  Persian's  forehead.     Down  he  sunk* 

Without  a  groan  expiring,  as  o'erwhelm'd 

Beneath  a  marble  fragment,  firom  its  seat 

Heav'd  by  a  whirlwnid,  sweephig  o'er  the  ridge 

Of  Mxne  aspiring  mansion.    Gen'rous  prince ! 

What  could  his  valour  more  ?  His  single  might 

He  match'd  with  great  Leonidas,  and  fell 

Befbro  his  native  bands.    The  Spartan  king 

Now  stands  alone.  In  heaps  his  slaughtered  friends. 

All  stretch'd  around  him,  lie.     The  distant  fbea 

Sliow>r  on  his  head  innumerable  darts. 

From  various  sluices  gush  the  viul  floods; 

They  stain  his  fehiting  limbs.    Nor  yet  with  pain 

His  brow  is  clouded ;  but  thoae  beauteous  woanda^ 

The  sacred  pledges  of  his  own  renown. 

And  Sparta's  safety,  in  serenest  joy 

His  closing  eye  contemplates.     Fame  can  tvine 

No  brighter  laureb  round  his  glorious  head  ; 

His  virtue  more  to  labour  Fate  forbids. 

And  lays  him  now  in  honourable  rest 

To  seal  his  country's  liberty  by  death. 


THE  ATHENAID. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tn  Athenaid,  written  by  the  late  Richard  Glover, 
esq. ;  was  left  by  him,  among  other  literary  worka, 
to  Miss  Glover  (now  Mrs.  Halsey)  who  presents  it 
to  the  public  exactly  copied  from  her  father's  ma- 
nuscript,  except  what  regards  the  punctuation,  and 
mtroduction  of  now  and  then  a  connective  word, 
inserted  by  the  good  offices  of  a  friend.  The  poem 
was  not  finished  eariy  enough  before  Mr.  Giover'k 
decease  for  him  to  revise  it,  as  he  intended ;  yet. 
incorrect  as  it  may  be  for  want  of  such  revisal,  the 
editor  fiatters  herself  that  it  will  be  favouimbly  r«^ 
ceived  as  the  genuine  work  of  an  author,  who  was 
ever  distinguished  by  public  approbation.  Aa 
earnest  desire  of  doing  honour  to  the  memory  of  a 
deceased  parent,  and  also  of  gratifying  the  literary 
world  with  the  sequel  to  Leonidas,  which  the  pr^ 
sent  poem  ^tahis,  and  which  together  mclndea 
the  most  brilliant  period  of  the  Grecian  history, 
are  the  motives  for  her  publication. 


•    BOOK  I. 

Thi  Persians  vanquish'd,  Greece  from   bondaga 
The  dteth  of  great  Leonidas  aveug'd  [MVd, 

By  Attib  virtue— K^lebrate,  O  Muse! 

A  burning  ray  the  summer  solstice  cast, 
Th'  Olympiad  was  proclaim'd ;  when  Xerxes  pour*d 
His  millions  through  Thermopylse,  new-stain'd 
With  blood.    From  Alhons,  .Sichyltis  divine 
In  genius,  arts,  and  vak>ur,  nausing  dfcn,  ,^ 
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Ob  his  eodaiigmr'd  coontry'k  Aiture  doom, 

Repain,  inrited  by  an  eveoiBg  itill, 

To  clou-  IlisMM,  Attic  ftream  renown'a. 

Beneath  an  oak,  in  lolitaiy  ttote 

Apart,  itKlf  a  wood,  the  bero*i  limba 

On  tufted  mon  repoae.    He  graspa  the  lyfe; 

Uifolded  scrolls  voluminous  he  spreads 

Along  the  giound :  high  lays  repeating  thence, 

Uooidas  tiie  Spartan  he  extols. 

And  sweqis  tfa*  accordant  strings.    To  closing  day 

He  bade  farewell,  and  hailM  th*  ascending  stars 

In  music  kmg  continued:  till  the  stream 

With  drowsy  murmur  won  his  eye  to  sleep. 

Bat  left  his  fancy  waking.     In  a  dream 

The  god  of  day,  with  full  meridian  blaze, 

Seem'd  to  assume  his  function  o'er  the  skiet ; 

When,  lo!  the  Earth  divided:  through  the  cleft 

A  gush  of  radianoe  dimm'd  the  nooo-tide  Son. 

lo  structure  al^  of  diamond,  self  pois'd, 

Ainid  redundant  light  a  chariot  hung 

THamphaL    Twelve  transparent  horses  brtath*d 

Beams  from  their  nostrils,  dancing  beams  of  day 

Shook  from  thet^  manes.    In  lineaments  of  man, 

Changed  to  immortal,  there  the  mighty  son! 

Of  Sparu*s  kmg  apparent  shone.     His  wounds 

Shot  forth  a  splendour  like  the  clust'ring  stars. 

Which  on  Orion's  chest  and  limbs  proclaim 

Him  first  of  constellationB.     Round  in  cars 

Of  triumph  too  arranged,  the  sutely  forms 

Of  those  whom  virtue  ied  to  share  his  doom. 

And  consecrate  Thermopylss  to  fame. 

Pines  tippd  with  lightning  seem'd  their  spears; 

their  shielcb 
Broad  like  Minerva's  egis:  from  their  helms 
An  empyreal  brightness  streamed  abroad : 
loefiaMe  felicity  their  eyes, 
Their  fronU  the  majesty  of  gods  displayed. 

Erect  the  glorious  shape  began  to  speak 
In  accenU  louder  than  a  bursting  doud-^ 
I^tdicus,  HymeUus  seem'd  to  shake 
ThiQQgh  all  their  quarries,  and  Uissus  beat 
His  shuddering  banks  in  tumult^"*  Thou,  whose 

Muse 
^"OQunands  th*  immortalizing  trump  of  Fame, 
^tp  the  sage  Hellanodics,  th^  just 
B^  judges  of  Olympian  palms  j 
Thwc  in  thy  own  celestial  strains  rehearse. 
Before  that  concourse  wide,  our  deeds  and  fate, 
wt  our  example  general  Greece  mspire 
To  face  her  danger;  let  the  Spartan  shield 
P>'i>tect  th'  Athenians,  else  I  died  iu  vain.*" 

The  brilliant  vision,  now  dispersing,  leaves 
«e  wond'ring  bwd.    He,  starting,  in  his  ken 
^Mcems  no  other  than  the  real  scene 
Ofihadows  brown  from  close  eoibowYing  wood, 
jMn  distant  mountains,  and  the  spangled  &oe 
"f  Heav'n,  refiected  from  the  silver  stream. 
»at  pensive,  brooding  o*er  his  country's  fate, 
^J«tep  he  turns.    Themistocles,  who  rul'd 
^>ausn  council^  instant  he  accosU 
With  large  recital  of  his  awful  dream. 

"^W  the  mandate,"  cries  the  chief:  «  alarm 
*n  CMympian  concourse :  from  the  Delphian  port 
Of  OiTba  sail  lor  Elis:  on  thy  way 
^»t  Apollo  in  the  sUte^s  behalf, 
whwh  to  that  function  nominate  thy  worth : 

•i^"**'  "•^**  Intelligence  obUin.*' 
pj™»»'<l»  they  parted.    iEschylus  by  dawn 
J^menc'd  his  progress,  joitfd  by  mimbers  ann'd, 
^OL^^^  barrier  dastin'd  all, 
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Electing  him  their  chief.    Five  times  tht  Suo 

Renew'd  his  orbit,  five  successive  nigbfai 

The  Moon  enlarged  her  crescent,  ere  they  reach'd 

Phoebean  Delphi,  seated  on  a  rock 

Abrupt,  sublime.    Yet  thence  the  curious  eye 

Must  upward  look  to  meet  the  summits  blue 

Of  double-topp*d  Parnassus,  where  the  god 

Oracular  is  worshipp'd.     Here  they  trac'd 

Barbarian  violence  profane.    Consum'd 

Were  hamlets,  temples  leveU*d  to  the  dust, 

The  statues  broken,  each  religious  bowV 

A  burning  mass  of  embers.     Wrapt  in  smoke. 

With  cinders  strewn,  so  glows  the  region  round 

Portentous  .£tna,  or  Vesuvius  dire. 

Death's  flaming  cauldrons ;  when  their  stony  ribs 

And  mih*ral  bowels,  liquefied  by  fire, 

O'erwhelm  the  fields,  by  Nature  left  unbless'd. 

Alone  unblessed  of  all  Sicania*s  bound. 

Or  lovely  .fiK:*d  Hesperia.     Dubious  here 

Th'  Athenians  bait,  while  fierce  the  sultry  noon 

Inflames  the  sky.     From  I>elphi'8  open  gates. 

To  Attic  e^es  no  stranger,  Timon  comes. 

Sage  priest  of  Phcsbas,  magistrate  um^oil'd. 

The  public  host  of  Athens,  to  the  plain 

Descending  swift  with  fbUowers  who  bear 

His  buckler,  spear,  and  armour.    On  his  head 

Were  ashes  sprinkled :  rent,  his  garb  presag'd 

Some  black  disaster.    "  What  malignant  c^irt 

Of  fortune  wounds  thee  ?"  iEschylus  aloud. 

While  by  the  hand  Cecropia^  host  he  pressed. 

To  him  the  Delphian :  **  From  deserted  roofii, 
Depopulated  streets,  I  come  to  bail    > 
Thee,  bound  by  hospitable  ties  my  friend. 
Thee,  dear  to  Phoebus,  by  Minerva  grac'd. 
Thy  country*s  goddess.    Me  thou  often  saw*st 
A  parent  bless'd  in  Amarantba's  bloom. 
Vet  ripe  in  virtue.     Her,  presenting  pray  V 
With  votive  flow'rs  before  Minerva's  shrine. 
This  very  hour  tmrbarians  have  enthrall'd, 
Borne  in  my  sight  precipitate  away. 
O  wife  lamented,  gather'd  in  thy  prime 
By  ruthless  Pluto!  in  Elysian  grqves 
How  shall  I  meet  thee,  and  the  tidings  bear 
Of  thy  lost  child*  to  servitude  a  prey. 
To  violation  doom'd  ?  Yet  more :  the  rage 
Of  these  invaders,  who  have  spoil'd  our  fields, 
Defac'd  our  temples,  driven  to  shelt'ring  caves^ 
To  pathless  cliffii,  our  populace  dismayed. 
Is  now  ascending  to  insult  the  ftme. 
With  sacrilegious  vblence  to  seize 
Th*  accumnlated  oflPrings  by  the  great 
And  good  from  age  to  age  devoted  there." 

He  scarce  had  finished,  when  the  Earth  beneath 
Rocked  from  her  centre  in  convulsive  throes; 
From  pole  to  pole  th*  ethereal  concave  groan'd : 
Night  from  her  cavern  with  gigantic  steps 
Bestrode  the  region,  liftbg  high  as  Heav'n 
Her  broad,  infernal  palm,  whose  umbrage  bidet 
The  throne  of  light;  while,  glancing  through  the 
Of  her  black  mantle,  overlaid  with  clouds,      [rifts 
Blue  vapours  trailed  their  fires.    The  double  bead 
Of  tall  Parnassus  reeling,  from  the  crag- 
Unloos'd  two  fragnients ;  mountainous  in  bulky 
Tney  roll  to  Delphi  with  a  crashing  sound. 
Like  thunder  nigh,  whose  burst  of  ruin  strikes 
The  shatter'd  ear  with  horrour.    Thus  the  bard 
Unmov'd,  while  round  him  ev*ry  face  is  pale: 

**  Not  on  our  heids  these  menaces  are  throwo 
By  ireful  Nature,  and  portentous  Heav'n; 
Th'  unrighteous  now,  Ih'  oppressor  of  mankind. 
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The  tacrile^ious,  in  this  SwtaH  hocir 

Alone  shoald  feel  dismay.    My  Delphian  host. 

Who  knows  but  thand'riDg  Jove's  prophetic  son 

Now  vindicates  his  altar ;  in  hift  name 

Now  calls  the  torbid  elements  to  war  ? 

What  shrieks  of  terrour  fill  thy  native  streets  I 

The  hills  with  1>arb*rous  dissonance  of  cries, 

The  caverns  howl.    Athenians,  be  prepared, 

^est  so  when  arm'd :  then,  TImon,  case  thy  limbs; 

The  season  teems  with  prodigy.    Secure 

In  conscious  virtue,  let  us  calmly  watch 

The  mighty  birth.  ByHeav^!  through  yonder  gate 

The  ibes  are  driven ;  confusion,  wild  despair, 

^th  panic  dread  pursue  them :  friends,  embrace 

Th'  auspicious  moment ;  lift  3rour  pious  blades. 

Ye  chosen  men,  auxiliars  to  a  god  ! '' 

He  spake,  advancing  with  his  holy  fKend 
To  battle.    Shiv'rhig  at  their  own  misdeed. 
At  heavVinflicted  punishment,  the  foes, 
t7nnerv*d,  distracted,  unresisting,  deemed 
The  warriors  two  celestials  from  above, 
GasM  in  Vulcanian  panoply,  to  wage 
The  war  of  gods.    The  whole  Athenian  train 
In  eq(nal  fervour  with  barbarian  blood 
Distain  their  weapons.    So  fVom  forests  drear, 
When  barren  winter  binds  the  fbodAil  Earth, 
£nrag*d  by  famine,  trooping  wolves  invmde 
A  helpless  village ;  unwith^ood,  they  range 
With  greedy  fangs,  and  dye  with  human  gore 
The  snow-envelop'd  ways.    The  Delphian  race, 
By  fear  so  lately  to  the  neighb'ring  hills 
And  caves  restrained,  forsake  their  sheltering  holds; 
In  clusters  rushing  on  the  foes  dismay'd, 
Accomplished  their  defeat    Th'  Athenian  chief 
Triumphant,  red  with  massacre,  admits 
A  Persian  youth  to  mercy,  who^his  shield 
And  sword  surrenders.     "  Persian,  dost  thou  hope 
Thy  flow'ring  bloom  shall  ripen  to  enjoy 
A  length  of  days  ?"  (severe  his  victor  spake) 
**  Then  to  my  questions  utter  words  sincere. 
Reveal  thy  name,  thy  father's.    Where  encamps 
The  host  of  Xences  ?  \^hither  doth  he  point 
His  inroad  next?  To  violate  this  fene 
By  his  appointment  was  thy  youth  compellM  ? 
Last,  if  thon  know'st,  what  impious  savage  tore 
The  Delphian  maiden  from  Minerva's  shrine  V* 

The  Persian  answers  with  a  crimson'd  cheek. 
With  eyes  in  tears — "  Ah  !  little  now  avails 
Th'  illustrious  current  of  Argestes'  b!ood 
To  me  a  captive,  less  the  name  I  bear 
Of  Artamanes.    By  the  king*s  decree 
That  we  were  sent,  that  I  unwilling  came, 
Is  truth  sincere.    Our  leader  slain,  the  heaps 
Of  these  disfigur'd  carcasses  have  made 
Their  last  atonement  to  th'  insulted  god. 
The  king  in  rich  Orchomenus  I  left ; 
Who  through  BoBotia  meditates  to  march 
Against  th'  Athenians.    He,  alas  !  who  seiz'd 
The  beauteous  virgin  at  Mhierva's  shrine^ 
He  is  my  brothier,  eldest  of  the  race, 
Far  hence  secure;  while  captive  here  I  mourn 

Xlla  K^SnAiic  rtiitvaaro    onrt  mv  e\^nn  rliaorrar^A.*' 


The  righteoot  Aristidei  firom  yoiHr  wttlli 
Through  jealousy  of  merit  is  expelFd ; 
Themistocles  the  cause.    Himself,  though  grea^ 
Yet  envious,  and  ambitious  that  his  light 
May  blaze  nnrivalVd,  of  th'  Athenian  state 
Extinguishes  the  brightest    Sparta  shows. 
At  this  dread  crisb,  bow  the  hearts  of  men 
By  selfish  cares  and  falsehood  are  deprav'd. 
She  to  the  land  of  Pelops  still  confines 
Her  efibrts,  on  the  neighb'ring  isthmns  rears 
A  partial  bulwark,  leaving  half  the  Greeks, 
Your  noble  seat,  this  oracle,  exposed 
To  devastation :  little  she  regards 
Our  god  profan'd,  our  progeny  enslav'd  ; 
Her  chief,  Pausanias,  arrogant  and  stem, 
Oeerlooks  mv  suflPrings.    Feeling  what  I  fear 
For  thee  and  others,  I  must  droop,  my  friends* 

To  him  the  bard,  in  these  sententious  strains ; 
"  Not  endless  sunshine  is  the  lot  of  man. 
Nor  ever-blooming  seasons.     Night  succeeds 
The  day,  as  day  the  night:  rude  Winter  frowna. 
Fair  Summer  smiles.    Thus  variable  the  mind. 
Not  less  than  human  fortune,  feels  the  strife 
Of  truth  and  errour,  which  alternate  reign 
The  arbiters  of  Nature.     Dark  the  deed, 
A  deed  of  gloomy  night,  when  envy  fbrc*d 
The  best  Athenian  from  his  natal  roof: 
But  light  will  soon  return.    Though  Spafta  brasd^ 
Her  promise  pledged ;  though  fsilse  Bceotia  prop 
A  foreign  throne;  still  Atlfins  will  sustain 
Herself  and  Oreeise,  will  retribution  pay  ^ 

To  Aristides,  and  her  mom  dispel 
The  mist  of  errour  with  a  glorious  blaze. 
No  more— my  duty  calls  me  to  the  fane." 

They  move,  and,  passing  by  Mmerva's  grove. 
Two  monuments  of  terrour  see.    There  stopp'd 
The  massy  fragments,  from  Pamassos  rent : 
An  act  of  Nature,  by  some  latent  cause 
Disturb'd.    Tremendous  o*er  barbarian  ranks 
The  ruins  down  the  sacred  way  had  roU'd, 
Leaving  its  surface  horrible  to  sight; 
Such  as  might  startle  war's  remorseless  god. 
And  shake  his  heart  of  adamant    Not  long 
This^  blood-congealing  spectacle  detains 
The  troop,  which  swiftly  to  the'Pjrthian  dome 
Press  their  ascei^ing  steps.    The  martial  bard      * 
First,  as  enioin'd  by  holy  form,  to  scenes 
Far  diffrent,  sweet  Castalia's  fount  and  groTe, 
Resorts,  with  pure  ablution  to  redeem 
From  dust  and  slaughter  his  polluted  limbs. 
To  holy  eyes  obscene.    Beside  the  fsne. 
Within  a  flo%r'ring  bosom  of  the  hill. 
Through  veins  of  rock  beneath  Mbbow^ing  shade. 
The  rills  divine  replenish,  as  they  flow, 
A  cavity  of  maible.    O'er  the  brim. 
In  slender  sheets  of  liquid  crjrstal,  down 
Tliey  fall  harmonious.    Plistus  takes  below 
To  his  smooth  bed  their  tribute.    Plunging  tbere 
In  deep  obscurity  of  wood,  whose  roof 
With  ridgy  verdure  meetfM.he  low-bent  eye 
From  that  stupendous  cliff,  his  current  winds 

Thmncrh  ahoil^  AwhilA  t  thmirA  iomhlfl^  lanr«k«n  v^JI.^ 
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Of  Puian  qnuTiei,  standi  •  form  divine^ 

In  act  to  draw  an  arrow  ftom  the  case 

Loose  banging  o'er  his  shonlder ;  and  in  look 

Serene,  but  stem :  hb  worshippers  to  guard, 

As  if  the  Pythian  serpent  were  in  sight, 

He  meditates  the  combat    Here  disarmed. 

His  limbs  from  all  th'  impurities  of  Mars 

Th'  Athenian  purges.    Menial  care  supplies 

A  garment  sihrer-white :  an  olive  branch 

His  suppliant  hand  sustauis.    He  seeks  the  fiune  ; 

He  mounts  the  steps  magnificent :  the  gates 

On  sounding  hinges  turn  their  brazen  valves* 

Across  an  area  vast,  with  solemn  shade 

Of  massy  columns  border*d,  slow  be  moves 

His  manly  frame.    Procumbent  at  the  mouth 

Of  that  abjrss  oracular,  whose  fume 

Breathes  wild  sensation  through  the  Pythian  maid» 

With  hands  outstretched,  he  offers  up  this  phtyer : 

"  O  vanquisher  of  Python  !  Seed  of  Jove, 
Whose  eleutheiian  might  the  tsrrant  dreads! 
Bright  pow*r  of  day,  dispenser  of  that  fire 
Which  kindles  genius  in  the  human  breast ! 
God  of  that  light  diffusing  through  the  soul 
The  rays  of  truth  and  knowledge !  Friend  to  roan. 
His  monitor  prophetic !  O  admit 
Athenians,  anxious  for  their  country's  weal. 
In  this  her  day  of  peril  to  consult 
Tby^  wisdom,  thy  protection  to  implore !" 

Her  tripod  high  the  prophetess  ascends : 
Entbiiriastic  motion  strains  her  form,  , 
In  fiashes  rolls  her  eyeballs,  and  bespreads 
Her  agitated  front  with  fioating  hair. 
Her  weight  a  laurel,  planted  nigh,  upholds. 
Which  she  embraces ;  her  convulsive  grasp 
Shakes  to  the  root  the  groaning  trunk,  the  boughs, 
The  clatt'ring  foliage.     Forth  she  bursts  in  foam. 

**  Fly,  wretched  men,  to  Earth's  extremest  bound ! 
I  see,  I  see  th'  Acropolis  in  flames, 
Your  temples  crumble,  and  your  turrets  nod : 
I  see  the  blood  run  sable  through  3rour  streets.** 

All  unabash'd,  the  hero  firm  replies: 
*'  Yet  further  speak.    Though  citadel  and  fanes 
Be  doom'd  to  ashes,  must  the  nation  fall  ? 
If  so,  instruct  thy  suppliants  how  their  fiiU 
May  prove  «iost  glorious  in  the  sight  of  gods 
And  men." — The  Pythian  answers  with  a  look 
Of  pitT,  soft'nmg  her  tempestuous  rage : 

**  jAk !  still  my  tongue  like  adamant  is  hard. 
Mjnerva's  tow*rs  must  perish :  Jove  severe 
So  wills ;  yet  grantmg,  at  his  daughter's  suit. 
Her  people  refuge  under  walls  of  wood. 
But  shun  the  myriads  of  terrific  horse, 
Which  on  your  fields  an  eastern  Mars  will  raiige." 

Sbeceas'dj  th'  Athenian  notes  her  answer  down : 
To  one,  the  most  entrusted  of  his  train. 
He  gives  the  tablet    *'  Back  to  Athens  fiy," 
He  said  ;  « the  son  of  Neocles  alone, 
By  his  unbounded  Acuities,  can  pierce 
The  hidden  sense  of  these  mysterious  strains ; 
AH  which  of  Xerxes  thOu  hast  heard,  report: 
I  must  depart  to  Elis."— •<  Must  thou  go  ?" 
Dejected  jimon  then :  "  what  safety  here 
For  me  remains  ?  Barbarians  will  return  ; 
My  countrymen,  disbearten'd  as  before. 
Resort  to  caverns.    Though  the  god  hath  sav'd 
Hia  shrine,  the  rest  of  Phocb  lies  a  prey, 
^toBotia,  Locfis,  Doris,  to  the  foe. 
Yet  what  have  I,  O  £schylus !  to  dread? 
I  have  no  other  child  for  savage  force 
To  violate:  in  Amanurtba  loil^ 


My  joy,  my  hope  are  vanish'd ;  and  the  hand. 
Which  lays  me  breathless,  will  befriend  me  best'' 

Til'  Athenian  here :  *<  Unmanly  is  despair, 
A  noxious  weed,  whose  growth,  my  Delphian  hoet^ 
Let  courage  wiUier.    Phoebus  bath  denounced 
The  waste  of  Athens.     Hopeful  I  forebode. 
That  prouder  walls  aod  bi^ements  will  lift 
Their  heads  for  ages ;  and  that  eye  of  Qreeoe 
With  inextinguishable  ray  surpass 
Its  former  lustre.    Quit  this  dang'rous  place. 
With  us  embarking:  borrow  help  from  Time, 
Safe  couos^or  to  Wisdom.    You,  the  race 
Of  holy  Delphi,  should  the  foe  return. 
Again  dispening  to  your  caves,  rely 
On  your  protecting  god.    Not  vers'd  akme 
bi  holy  rites,  in  arms  and  council  tried, 
A  chief  like  Timon  fame  forbids  to  hide 
His  dignity  in  caverns."— TioKMi  here:  x 

**  Thou  Shalt  conduct  me,  thou,  my  friendly  start 
Meantime  selected  messengers  I  send. 
The  needful  barks  at  Cirrha  to  prepare." 

Now  from  the  temple  under  Timon's  roof 
Admitted,  vigorous  with  refection  due 
Of  rest  and  food,  to  Cirrha  they  proceed 
With  Artamanes.    Ready  are  the  barks. 
The  gale  propitious,  calm  the  wat»ry  plain: 
When,  like  the  feather'd  sojourners,  who  leave 
Their  late  abode  on  winter's  bleak  approach. 
To  wing  their  flight  for  climates  more  benign. 
These  with  extended  canvass  quit  the  port, 
Aod,  doubling  round  Achaia,  cut  the  main    . 
To  sacred  Pisa.    On  their  way  the  harp 
Of  iEschylus,  preluding  to  the  strain 
Which  on  his  banks  Alpheus  was  to  hear. 
Relieves  the  sailor  toiling  at  hb  oar, 
Eifthants  the  wind  retentive  of  the  sounds 
Which  harmonize  his  breath.    If  round  the  keel 
Of  sweet  Arion  dolphins  ever  play'd. 
Or  blithsome  Nereids  to  the  pleasing  mood 
Of  Orpheus  danc'd,  while  Argo  ploughed  the  de^  { 
They  now  had  felt  controlment  as  in  bonds. 
Not  oo  their  pliant,  azure-gkMsy  fins 
Disporting  light,  but  rigid  with  amaze 
At  this  majestic  Muse.    Yet  sounding  vqtm^ 
In  solemn  cadence  to  the  deep-ton'd  lyre, 
Which  could  the  boisterous  mariner  subdue^ 
The  ear  of  Timon,  languid  by  despair. 
Rejects,  attentive  to  his  grief  alone, 
Which  sighs  within.    Society  is  pain, 
Ev'n  with  his  friend.    A  solitary  couch 
He  seeks ;  recumbent,  not  reposing,  there 
Consumes  the  hours  in  pertinacious  woe. 
Which  sheds  no  tear.    If  wearied  Nature  staks. 
His  sleep  is  troubled ;  visions  of  the  night 
Appal  his  spirit;  starting,  he  forsakes 
A  thorny  pillow ;  rushes  on  the  deck 
With  lamentations  to  the  midnight  Moon* 
Alarm'd,  th'  Athenian  chief  approaching  seii'd 
On  Timon's  hand ;  with  earnest  looks  inquir'd 
Why  thus  complaining  he  dlistoibs  the  calm, 
Ftom  his  own  pillow  chasing  due  repose  ? 

*'  Ah  !  I  have  seen  my  daughter*"  he  repKes, 
"  Have  seen  her  twioe!''^'<  Where  seen  her  ?'*  all 

distiess'd 
Th'  Athenian  questions. — '*  On  a  rock  she  stood, 
A  naked  rock,"  the  parent  irild  exclaims ; 
*'  Unloosed  her  sone,  dishevell'd  was  her  hair^ 
The  rarisber  was  nigh.    On  sight  of  me. 
Who  no  assistance  ^om  the  shore  could  reach, 
'  O  lather,  hOm  I  I  an  yham'd,  defloirar'd, 
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But  here  will  end  my  sorrows  and  disgrace  5» 
She  said,  and  plung'd  precipitate.    I  saw 
Her  body  swallow'd  by  the  greedy  surge. 
Unwept,  depriv'd  of  sepulture,  to  float" 

**  Illusion  all  !*'  the  bard  consoling  spake ; 
The  phantom  Ofl^ring  of  distempered  sleep." 

**  A  second  time,"  the  frantic  sire  pursues, 
**  Did  Amarantha  meet  my  aching  sight; 
Then,  like  an  eastern  concubine  attired, 
Her  head  was  blazon'd  with  barbaric  gems ; 
With  golden  gloss  her  wanton  garment  wavM : 
With  her  despoiier  hand  in  hand  she  walk'd, 
Disclaimed  her  fether,  and  her  father's  gods. 
Oh  then  1  wish*d  her  on  the  waves  again. 
To  parch  in  winds,  or  sate  some  vulture's  beak  !** 

The  youthful  captive  Artamanes,  roused, 
Stands  nigh  in  generous  tears.    To  him  the  hard : 

**  Ingenuous  Penian,  check  thy  tears,  and  lend 
Thy  hand  benign :  committed  to  his  couch 
Him  watch  and  succour.* — Hourly  was  performed 
The  pious  office ;  noblest  Dclphians  round 
Assist  in  tears ;  while  now  the  moonlight  twice 
Danc'd  oathe  billows.    On  the  second  mom 
They  land  in  Elis.    Fame  had  gone  before. 
Promulgating  the  valour  which  aveng*d 
The  Delphian  god,  prophetic  light  to  man, 
Ev^n  more  than  Jove  in  Ammon*s  Libyan  shrine 
Or  DodonsMin  groves.    A  shining  car 
Waits  on  the  shore  ;  a  herald  there  salntes 
The  warrior  bard.     "  Diviue  Athenian,  hail ! 
Hail,  righteous  captain  of  a  righteous  band ! 
These  olive  cro#ns  to  thee  and  them  I  bear^ 
So  have  the  sage  Hellanodics  ordainM, 
Who  to  their  just  tribunail  through  my  voice 
Invite  thy  presence."    iEschylus  receives         ^ 
The  victor's  chaplet,  and  ascends  the  car. 
Along  Alpheus  to  th'  Olympian  lists 
He  passes  through  spectators  all  array'd 
In  garlands  too,  and  numerous  like  the  flow'rs 
Embellishing  the  river's  fragrant  sides, 
Or  like  the  pebbles  in  his  murmuring  bed. 

Th*  approach  of  .£schylu8  is  known*    Between 
Two  rows  of  victors  in  their  olive  crowns 
He  o'er  the  sanded  area  greets  the  thrones, 
Where,  grac'd  with  sceptres  magisterial,  sat 
Th*  Elean  judges.     Standing  on  the  car, 
To  them,  uprising  from  their  seats,  he  ^lake : 

*<  If  to  have  fought  for  Delphi  aind  her  god 
Deserve  this  chaplet,  what  superior  praise 
To  him  is  due,  who  voluntary  died 
For  Lacedemon  ?  But  he  claims  no  more 
Than  emulation  from  the  sons  of  Greece, 
Like  hhn  to  save  their  countries  and  their  lawt. 
He  hath  his  honours  in  the  bless'd  abodes; 
From  him  I  come  deputed ;  hear  in  me 
Leonidas.     A  vision,  as  of  gods, 
To  me,  late  slumbVing  on  llissus,  rose; 
lu  semlilance  rose  Leonidas,  begirt 
With  an  the  virtuous  partners  in  his  fiite. 
Before  me  Earth  divided;  through  the  cleft 
A  amchincr  rttdiafkAft  dimm'd  the  eve  of  noonl 


GLOVERS  POEMS; 

Triumphal  too  arrangM,  the  stately  /orms 
Of  those  whom  virtue  led  to  share  his  dooro» 
And  consecrate  Thermopylae  to  fame. 
To  me  these  words  the  glorious  shape  address'd  r 

«  <  Go  to  the  sage  Hellanodics,  the  just 
Elean  judges  of  Olympian  palms : 
In  that  wide  concourse  celebrate  ray  death. 
Let  my  example  general  Greece  inspire 
To  face  her  danger ;  let  the  Spartan  shield 
Protect  th'  Athenians,  else  I  died  in  vain'." 

Attention  mute  th'  Hellanodics  command : 
The  thick'nmg  crowd  is  hush'd.  The  bard  proceeds. 
While  inspiration  swdU  his  copious  breast, 
Flames  in  bis  eye,  and  thunders  from  his  voice. 

Parnassian  Phoebus  he  invok'd,  the  pow'r 
Of  prophecy  and  song.     '*  His  oid  is  due 
In  celebration  of  the  man  who  heard 
The  oracle  of  Delphi,  and  obey'd. 
A  king  dtriv*dfrom  Hercules  must  die 
For  Ijiced^nnon.    Who  obedient  heard  ? 
Leonidas :  he  left  his  household  gods. 
His  wife  belov'd,  his  o&pring ;  at  the  gate 
Of  Greece,  Thcrmopyle,  he  fought,  he  fell : 
With  him  what  heroes  ?  Alpheus,  Maron  bled» 
There  Agis,  there  Dieneces,  the  seer 
Meg^stias,  bold  Diomedon,  the  youth 
Of  Dithyrambus,  Thespia's  hoary  chief, 
Demophilus ;  for  you  they  all  expir'd : 
Rise,  Greeks,  revenge  their  fall !  in  that  revenge 
Your  laws*  your  manners,  and  religion  save. 
You  who  aspire  to  these  Olympic  wreaths. 
The  brightest  guerdon  to  a  Grecian  brow, 
Yet  will  you  linger,  till  barbaric  arms 
Annihilate  th'  Olympiad  ?  Not  to  die 
Leonidas  invites  ;  no,  Greeks,  to  live  ! 
Surmoimting  foes  enervate  by  the  dread 
His  death  impress'd,  to  fill  your  cup  of  life 
With  virtuous  glory,  to  enjoy  your  hopes 
In  peace,  in  years  and  merit  then  mature 
Be  his  companions  in  eternal  bliss."  , 

Such  was  the  substance ;  but  in  swelling  phrase 
At  large,  full  tide  of  poesy  and  zeal, 
Flow'd  his  high-ton'd,  enthnsiaiUc  song. 


BOOK  IL 

Th*  inspiring  measures  close.  "To  arms,  to  arms  1*^ 

Innumerable  mouths  concurrent  soond ; 

**  To  arms,  to  arms !"  reply  the  pillar'd  isles 

Of  Jove's  Olympian  temple :  down  his  banks 

To  distant  Neptune  glad  Alpheus  wafts 

The  glorious  clamour.    Through  th'  assembly  rast 

Meantime  an  ele\'ated  form  is  seen. 

With  gracious  gesture,  animating  look. 

Approaching :  now  before  th'  Elean  thrones 

Of  solemn  judgment  he  mi^estic  stands, 

Known  for  the  nun  by  Themis  plac'd  in  rank 

Above  his  fellow  mortals ;  archon  bnce 

Of  AfhAtM.  nnm  an  0vtl#  •   him  tiiA  rhicf 
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Ckn  recompenfe  tlooe.    He  soomful  Tiewt        *  - 
Ambitkxn  lieroes,  who  assume  th«  names 
Of  thunder-bearera,  vanquishera  of  townf^ 
And  ravagen  of  Idngdomg :  vain  attempt 
In  feeble  man  py  imitate  in  pow'r 
Th>  insmiuble  gods !  On  thee  he  casts 
An  ey«  delighted ;  thee,  by  ev'ry  tongue 
Proclaim^  the  just;  thee,  emulating  H««r*n, 
Where  mortals  may,  in  goodness.    Yet  our  voice 
Shall,  what  we  can,  decree  dispraise  to  those 
Whose  envy  wronged  that  sacred  head  of  thine.'' 

"  Forbear  that  censure,"  Aristides  spake : 
**  Though  liberty  may  err  through  jealous  care. 
That  jealotis  care  far  oft*ner  saves  a  state 
Than  mjures  private  worth.    That  I  forgave 
My  condemnation,  be  my  witness,  Jove ! 
WIkmo  I,  departing  from  my  native  soil, 
Implor'd  that  Athens  ne'er  might  feel  the  loas 
Of  Aristides.    To  confirm  that  pray 'r 
1  have  emplqv'd  my  exile;  not  in  quest 
Of  splendid  i^ge  in  the  courts  of  kings. 
But  through  each  city  with  unwearied  steps 
Hawe  pass'd,  exhorti^,  stimulat'ug  Greece 
To  bold  defence.    I  gladly  am  fbrestall'd 
Here  by  a  noble  countryman,  whose  ami 
At  Marathon  was  fam'd,  whose  Attic  lavs 
loHDortalize  the  brave.     I  now  invoke, 
Not  with  ktt  fervour,  though  in  humbler  phrase. 
The  patriots  there  triumphant  e'en  in  death. 
The  manes  of  Leonidas,  of  all 
Whose  gen'rous  blood  new-spilt  in  freedom's  cause, 
Thermopylae  beholds,  to  spread  abroad 
Their  glorious  spirit,  and  exalt  your  minds 
Above  the  sense  of  danger.    Now  the  weal 
Of  general  Greece  a  gen'ral  efibrt  claims. 
March  to  the  plain,  ye  Doric  warriors  !  mount 
Your  decks;  tb'  Athenians  with  united  arms 
Support,  no  longer  in  that  isthonian  fence 
Your  trust  reposing.    Were  the  wall  of  brass. 
Were  adamant  the  rampart,  if  the  pow'r 
Of  Athens,  once  exting uish'd,  leave  your  coasts 
Defenceless;  soon  to  Pelops'  isle  the  foe. 
Like  death,  a  thousand  avenues  will  find." 

tie  ceas'd:  a  second  acclamation  rendt 
The  sky ;  again  lb*  Olympian  temple  groans 
In  replication,  and  Alphean  banks 
Reverberate  the  sonnd.    The  Attic  bard 
Meantime,  o'erspent  with  labour  of  the  mind 
And  vcHce  lood  straining,  to  the  tranquil  porch 
Of  Jove  is  lightly  bo|t)^ ;  nor  knows  the  bands, 
Benevolent  and  pious,  which  sustain 
His  languid  burden;  till  these  friendly  words 
In  tones  remembered  dissipate  his  trance. 

"  Doth  iEschylus  forget  me  ?  O  recall 
Melissat  brother,  and  Oileus'  son, 
WTboae  Locrian  hinds  at  one  auspicious  hour 
Assisted  thy  bold  mariners  to  hurl 
Th'  CElssan  ruins  on  barbarian  heads. 
See  MeliboBus  ofi^rin^  to  thy  lip 
The  stream's  refreshing  moisture."— >Soon  restor'd, 
Th*  Athenian  thus :  **  Illustrious  Medoq,  hail ! 
How  fisrcs  Melissa,  how  thy  native  land  ?" 

"  She  rests,  1  hope^  on  (£U  still  secure,*' 
RetOTDS  the  Locrian.  "  When  laconia's  king 
Was  slain,  and  I,  commanded  to  retreat. 
Charged  with  a  solemn  notice  to  her  state, 
That  be  expired  obedient  to  the  laws; 
My  life,  devoted  to  avenge  his  blood, 
I  sav'd.    O'erpow'ring  Xerxes  soon  reduc'd 
The  LoQri^ns,  Dorians,  ev'ry  nortbero  Greek. 


In  time  my  Other's  treasure  I  remov'd. 
Which  with  a  hundred  followers  I  bore 
To  Lacedffmon.    There  indifi^rence  cold 
I  foi^nd  to  all  except  of  Pelops*  isle ; 
Attention  sole  te  build  an  isthmian  wail : 
Pausanias,  guardian  to  the  minor  king. 
Sou  of  divine  Leonidas,  disdains 
Our  just  comprint:  the  Epborf  confine 
To  thu  contracted  region  all  their  care. 
Save  Aemnestus.     Gen'rous  oft  he  moum'd ; 
In  vain  his  torpid  colleague^  he  reprov'd. 
Disgusted  there,  1  join'd  these  solt;mn  games. 
Where  in  contention  of  the  i^arlike  8))ear 
I  prov'd  a  victor.     OHve-bound,  my  head 
On  future  fields  its  freedom  shall  maintain  i 
Else,  with  mylate  preserver's  fate  in  view. 
Shall  dying  roll  this  chaplet  in  the  dust" 

"  Repair  with  me  to  Athens,"  cries  the  bard.     • 
**  Sage  is  that  counsel,"  Aristides  near 
Subjoins:  "  time  presses :  <£scbylus,  embark : 
^ina's  hospitable  round  supplies 
My  place  of  rest"— Now  swift  th'  Athenian  band. 
With  Medon's,  seek  their  Delphian  barks  again  j 
While  Aristides  holds  an  inland  course. 
Still  to  his  country  meditating  good, 
Of  his  own  wrongs  forgetful.     As  he  roam'd 
From  state  to  state,  his  eloquence  instilled 
The  love  of  freedom,  horrour  at  her  loss. 
Unchanging  hatred  to  monarchal  sway, 
With  concord,  valour,  fortitude,  and  zeal 
For  Greece  in  danger.     From  his  wonted  scat 
In  Heav'n,  so  Phoebus,  patient  and  resign'd, 
An  exile  wander'd  on  the  Fartb  bebw  ; 
Beneficent  and  helpful,  there  difi*us'd 
His  light  of  science ;  with  salubrious  skill 
Imparted  health,  and  taught  the  varied  use 
Of  lenient  roots  and  plants.    The  Delphian  keels 
Meaqtinie  are  loosen'd  from  Eiean  sands. 
With  sails  outstretch'd  for  Athens.    On  his  couch 
Still  Timon  lies  dcq>airing  ;  near  him  watch 
The  chiefs  humane :  in  kind  officious  care 
The  Persian  captive  from  his  forehead  wipes 
The  dews  of  anguish.    With  a  sudden  start 
Him  now  the  Delphian,  erring,  thus  bespoke: 

*'  Oh  Alexander !  thou  hast  lost,  my  son. 
Thy  dear  betroth 'd,  the  land  of  Phocis  lost 
Her  noblest  virgin  !  Reach  my  arms-^I  see 
The  ravisher  before  me:  though  he  frowns. 
Begirt  with  savage  multitudes,  my  sword 
Shall  reach  his  barbVous  heart"  Here  Medoo  turos 
To  ^schylus :  "  The  si?ht  of  Delphi's  chief. 
So  nobly  excellent,  so  honour'd,  lov'd. 
By  all  resorting  to  consult  his  god, 
A  sight  once  grateful,  pierces  now  my  soul 
With  agony,     How  oft  hath  music  sooth'd 
Distemper'd  bosoms !  Let  thy  tuneful  chords, 
Medicmally  sweet,  apply  their  aid." 

To  him  the  bard:  *<  My  harmony  his  ear 
But  late  rejected.     Melibmus,  try 
The  softer  sounds  w  hich  Pan  hath  taught  the  swains.** 

**  A  modulation  by  Melissa  taught 
I  will  essay,"  th'  obedient  swgin  replies. 

He  said,  and  lightly  touch'd  his  warbling  flute. 
Like  fDuntains  rilling,  or  mellifluous  notes 
Of  birds,  a  soft  and  lulling  flow  attun'd 
The  ambient  air.    At  first  th'  afflicted  man 
Pauft'd  in  attention,  soon  a  trickling  tear 
BetlewM  his  beard ;  the  remedy  was  chang*d 
To  pain,  and  thus  he  recommenc'd  his  moan. 

'*  Tb9u,  Amaranthai  too  couldf  t  wake  the  soul 
Digitized  by  V^jOOQ  LC 


86 


GLOVER'S  POEMS. 


of  music,  mcltiog  in  thy  parent's  ear, 

Refining  joyfal  seasons,  or  t\Sb  hoars 

Of  care  beguiling.     In  a  foreign  clime 

Hang  up  thy  harp,  sad  captive !  Let  thy  hand 

Forget  her  skill,  nor  charm  barbarian  minds. 

But  hark !  I  hear  the  ruffian.     *  Slare !'  he  calls, 

*  Resume  thy  harp :  some  chosen  hymn  of  Greece, 

Such  as  delighted  Fhcebus,  chant  to  me, 

Me  now  thy  god.*    O  Alexander,  fly. 

Redeem  thy  Iotc.    Apollo,  who  couldst  hurl 

Parnassian  summits  on  a  host  of  foes, 

Make  me  thy  instrument  of  wrath  !  My  nerves 

Convert  to  pierceless  adamant ;  my  lance 

Point  with  thy  fother's  lightning !  Me  thy  priest. 

Sprung  from  an  old,  heroic,  sacred  line. 

Thou  shouldst  avenge.    But  vengeance  is  too  late ; 

My  daughter  yields :  a  minstrel  to  her  lord, 

To  her  deflow'rer,  with  obsequious  art 

The  Grecian  chords  she  prostitutes,  and  smiles 

To  see  my  suifrings !" — During  this  distress. 

With  canvass  pressed,  the  squadron  bounds  along 

By  Coryphasium,  by  Messene^s  gulf 

In  Nestor's  Pylian  kingdom,  by  the  peak 

Of  Tamarus,  projecting  o'er  a  cave, 

Kight*s  gloomy  chamber,  fabled  to  descend 

Low  as  Plutonian  regions.    Thrice  the  mom 

Serenely  smilM,  ere  Malea's  top  their  sails 

O^ershades,  Laconian  promontory  bleak, 

The  residence  of  storms.    Five  distant  masts 

Are  now  descried ;  when  ^chylus  bespake 

The  Lo6rian  chief:  *^Not  friendly  arethoae  decks; 

Our  navy,  since  ThermopylsB  was  forc'd, 

To  5>alamis  retiring,  leaves  the  foes 

At  large  to  range  the  sea.    Thy  counsel  give ; 

To  some  Laconian  harbour  shall  we  steer. 

Or  wait  their  coming?"  Here  Oilens*  son: 

**  Thou  art  my  leader ;  thee  propitious  Mars 
On  land  and  main  with  equal  pow'rs  endues : 
How  can  I  counsel,  stranger  to  the  waves  ? 
At  thy  commandment  to  retreat,  or  fight. 
Behold  me  ready."—"  Then  by  Mars,"  replies 
The  warrior  bard,  '*  as  no  resistless  force 
Bean  down  against  us,  yet  insulting  hoists 
A  tbreafning  signal,  Delphians,  rest  the  oar; 
Provide  your  arms ;  Athenians,  Locrians,  arm  t*' 

This  said,  his  pinnace,  lanch'd  in  haste,  convey'd 
His  orders  round  to  form  th*  embattled  line. 
Six  were  the  vessels ;  lo !  a  stately  bark 
In  regal  pendants  leads  th'  opponent  van. 
As  when  a  veraal  sun*s  precarious  beam 
Is  intercepted  by  a  sudden  cloud. 
Whose  tnrgid  folds  are  overcharged  with  haU ; 
Some  palace,  broad,  impenetrably  rooTd, 
Defies  the  clatt'ring,  ineffectual  drift, 
Which  harmless  melts  away— so  flew  a  show'r 
Of  missive  arms,  of  arrows,  javelins,  darts. 
With  pebbles  whiriing  from  the  forceful  sling, 
On  Gi^ian  helms  and  implicated  shields ; 
But  innocently  fell.     Now  side  to  side 
The  chieftains  grappled,  and  gigantic  Death 
To  either  deck  outstretched  his  purple  feet. 


Of  all  the  h^td  oompetiters  f&t  away. 

Long  with  entangled  boms  persist  in  strife, 

Nor  yield,  nor  vanquish :  stand  in  gaze  the  feat. 

Expecting  which  by  conquest  shall  aanime 

The  mastery  of  all.    Now  Timon,  rous'd 

With  Melib«eus,  and  the  captive  youth, 

Starts  firom  his  pillow:  they  attain  the  poop. 

Which  instant  boarded  from  an  eastern  ship 

By  hostile  arms  is  held.    Brave  Medon  quits 

His  former  station;  .fiM;hylus  he' leaves 

A  firm  defender  there :  his  fekhion  keen 

Aloft  he  waves.    As  some  tremendous  sharky 

Who  with  voracious  jaws  resistless  foams 

Along  the  main,  and  finny  tribes  devours. 

Or  drives  before  him  on  the  sun-bright  waves. 

Where  late  secure  they  wanton'd.— Bfodon's  might 

Prevailing^thus,  the  steerage  heaps  with  dead  ; 

Though  not  in  time  victorious  to  retain 

Unhappy  Timon,  Melibceus  good. 

And  Artamanes,  not  unwilling  borne 

With  them  away  to  join  his  friends  agaiik 

Two  Itelphian  vessels  their  auxiliar  beaks 

Present    More  furious  had  the  contest  gtowld 

In  ev'ry  quarter ;  when  o'er  Malean  cli& 

The  wind  began  to  howl,  the  troubled  sky 

To  flash  sulphureous,  menacing  a  storm. 

Such  as  Satumia  on  the  Derdan  fleet. 

Or  Neptune's  rage  for  Polyphemus  blind 

Dash'd  on  LaSrtes'  much  enduring  son. 

The  squadrons  separate ;  to  the  shelfring  lee 

Of  Malea  steer  the  Grecians ;  while  their  foea 

Expatiate  o*er  the  roomy  sea,  to  shun 

The  local  tumults  of  that  stormy  shore. 

And  hold  a  distant  course.    O'er  Timon's  £ate 

Th'  Athenian  now  finds  leisure  to  lament 

With  Medon,  Medon  with  responsive  grief 

For  Melibceus.     By  return  of  dawn  ^ 

The  waters  calm*d  invite  t^e  vig*roos  oan 

To  recommence  their  progress.    Coasdng  donm 

Laoooia's  sea-beat  vei^ge,  they  wear  the  dsiy. 

Then  resting  moor  in  Cynosura's  port 

From  .Sschylus  in  sighs  these  accents  broke : 

"  Here  .£sculapius  by  his  powerful  art. 
Which  dar'd  revive  departed  breath  in  roao» 
Offending  Pluto,  tbunder-pierc'd  by  Jove, 
Lodg*d  his  own  clay  in  Cynosmra's  monld. 
O  now  to  immortality  preferred. 
Kind  god  of  med'cme !  wouldst  thou  hear  my  «Qit, 
Thou  shouldst  restore  Leonidas,  tc^warm 
Unfeeling  Sparta ;  then  thy  Delphian  sire 
The  menaced  doom  of  Athens  would  revoke. 
Nor  I  besprinkle  with  indignant  tears 
Laoonia's  shore.    O  Locrian  guest,  I  caird 
Thy  welcome  feet  to  Athens :  thoo  mayst  view 
(For  so  the  oracle  to  me  denoonc'd) 
Her  tow'rs  in  dust" — **  Minerva's  tow'rs  to  ftiH 
Hath  PhoBbus  doom*d?"   the  Locrian  chief  ex- 
claim *d  ; 
**  I,  who  have  lost  my  country,  yet  can  find 
A  tear  for  Athens :  I  attest  the  gods. 
As  in  one  vessel,  iBschylus,  we  steer 
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Abandon^  by^lies»  ooodeum'd  by  Hmt'h 
To  see  their  city  burnt,  that  gallaot  race 
Will  yet  assert  their  liberty ;  will  save 
Evii  imithlera  Spaita,  and  thy  home  redeem." 

Thi9  said,  they  slept,  till  Morning  gives  her  sign 
To  weigh  the  anchors,  and  unfurl  the  sails. 
Aurora Vthird  appearance  tips  with  light. 
Of  roseate  tincture,  spacious  walls  and  tow*rB 
Of  no  ignoble  ^y,  rising  clear 
From  shading  mists  to  view.    The  poet  then : 
**  to!  Medon,  iair  IVcexene;  rich  her  soil, 
Har  people  generous,  to  Cecropia's  state 
Inviolably  &ithfid.    See  that  isle 
Which  fronts  the  port ;  redundant  in  delights 
Of  art  and  natnre^  though  of  circuit  small, 
Calauria  shows  her  verdant  round  of  wood. 
HerQ  diserabarkhig,  with  devotion  pore 
We  must  invoke  the  trident-bearing  god. 
This  isle  from  Phoebus,  Neptune  in  eachange 
For  Delphi  took.    Thrice  holy  is  the  soil, 
Deserving  rev'rence,  by  that  pow'r  belov'd. 
Who  shar'd  a  third  of  aaci«it  Satum*s  reign, 
His  son  a  brother  to  Olympian  Jove* 
Here  shall  we  greet  some  wonder  of  her  sex. 
The  sacerdotal  maid.    lVoszene*8  laws 
One  of  her  noblest  daughters  in  her  bud 
Establish  here  presiding,  here  confined 
To  priestly  functions,  till  the  genial  god 
Of  marriage  henoe  rraeem  her,  grown  mature 
For  care  len  rigid,  and  a  tend'rer  tie." 

The  heroes  land,  where  opening  to  their  sight 
An  elevation  of  tbe  ground,  attir'd 
In  flow*r-enamell'd  turf,  displayed  the  fane 
Of  structure  vast  in  marble:  brass  the  gates 
Refulgence  cast;  a  peristyle  sustained 
Tbe  ma^sy  roof;  huge  columns  on  their  heads 
Tbe  crisped  foliage  of  Acanthus  bore. 
And  high  o*erlook*d  th'  impenetrable  shade 
Whidisereen'd  the  island  round.  Perennial  firings 
Supplied  melodious  cnrrenis  through^e  woods, 
In  artificial  bads  of  pearly  oonchs 
Along  the  sea-beat  margm  cull'd  by  njrmphs, 
The  temple's  chaste  attendants.    Unrestram'd 
Here  flow'd  the  native  waters;  there  eonfin'd  * 
By  marble  fDontams,  win  th'  enchantod  ey« 
To  sbadsp-skiirted-lawns,  to  op'ning  glades. 
Or  canopies  of  verdure ;  all  the  founts 
Were  grac'd  by  guardian  images  of  gods, 
The  train  of  Neptune.— Lo !  the  gate  is  thrown 
Abroad;  the  priestess,  lovely  in  Imt  shape 
As  virgin  Thetis  to  the  nuptial  arms 
Of  Peleus  led,  more  bloommg  than  the  iow'vs 
Beneath  her  decent  step,  descends  tbe  slope : 
A  matron  staid,  behind  her,  s(demn  treads ; 
Close  to  her  side,  hi  radiant  arms,  a  yonth. 
Who  like  a  brother  of  the  Graces  moves. 
Bis  bead,  uncae'd,  discovers  auburn  locks 
Cnrl'd  thick,  not  flowing  :  his  sustaining  hand 
She,  rosy-finger'd,  to  her  own  admits. 
He  seem*d  Apollo,  not  with  martial  fires 
Snob  at  on  Titan's  race  he  darted  keen. 
Bat  with  th'  enamonr'd  aspect  which  he  wore 
When  Oymene  he  won,  or  Daphne  woo*d : 
She  Cynthia,  not  a  huntress,  when  the  chase 
Of  ringed  boars  hath  flush'd  her  eager  cheek. 
But  gently  stoopmg  flnom  an  ai|^t  cloud, 
lUnmining  mount  Latmus,  while  she  view'd 
Her  lov'd  fndjrmioa,  by  her  magic  pow'r 
Ebtranc'd  to  slumber.— .ffischyhis  approach'd, 
To  whom  tbeyoathr  *«Gmit  bard  and  warrior,  bail  1 


Whose  valiant  deeds  on  Artemisium*s  flood. 
In  that  first  conflict  with  barbarian  fleets, 
I  strove  to  copy :  there  was  all  my  praise. 
Me  TnFzen's  leader,  from  my  post  remote. 
Thou  see'st :  forbear  to  wonder,  and  attend. 
Thy  Athens  now  is  desolate— relaa 
That  anxious  brow — her  constancy,  her  zeal 
For  gen'ral  freedom,  elevate  her  name 
Beyond  all  triumphs.     Her  discerning  chief, 
Themistocles,  interpreting  the  words 
Of  Pythian  Phcebus,  prov'd  that  ships  alone. 
The  fleets  of  Athens,  were  the  wooden  walls 
Of  refuge.    All  persuaded,  sires  and  sons. 
With  mothers,  daughters,  cheerfully  forsook 
Their  native  rooft.    Lo!  Salamis  o'erflows 
With  your  illustriuus  people ;  ^through  her  town* 
£gina  swarms;  'to  multitudes  myself 
Have  beta  conductor;  in  Troezenian  homes. 
By  cordial  invitation,  they  reside. 
To  each  a  daily  stipend  by  a  law  • 
They  ind  allotted,  schools  with  teacheia  fiU'd, 
That  not  unlettered  from  Trcezene's  walls . 
The  sons  of  learned  Athens  may  depart, 
Wbei^  victory  to  come  rebuilds  her  tow'rs. 
With  thee  behold  n^e  ready  to  embark 
For  Salamis  agahi,  where  anchor'd  lies 
The  whole  ccn^erated  fleet     1  leave 
My  Ariphilia,  this  my  dear  betroth'd. 
To  fight  my  country's  battles ;  but  return, 
I  trust  in  Mars,  more  worthy  «f  her  love  : 
To  her  and  Neptune  I  but  now  consign'd 
The  most  ennobled  of  Athenian  dames. 
Ha !  see  on  yonder  beaob  the  form  divinn 
Of  Aristides,  newly  wafted  o'er 
Prom  Trcezen :  thither,  not  unbid,  be  came 
From  his  late  virtuous  progress,  in  our  bounds 
Through  willing  minds  sage  counsel  todifiuse. 
His  own  exterminated  firiends  console." 

Cieander  flnish'd.    Soon  th'  arrival  known 
Of  Aristides  from  the  temple  oall'd 
The  Attic  dames,  from  ev'ry  purlieu  near, 
Who  with  their  children  in  assembly  throng 
Around  him.    Silent  tears  confess  his  loss 
To  them  and  Athens.    His  benignaut  moul4 
By  sympathy  had  melted  into  grief; 
If  wisdom,  ^ver  present  in  his  soul. 
Had  not  his  long-tried  constancy  upheld 
To  their  .behoof.    Environ*d  by  the  troop 
Of  lovely  mourners  stood  the  godlike  man. 
Like  some  tall  cedar  in  a  garden  placM, 
Where  glowing  tufts  of  flow'rs  and  florid  plants 
Ouce  bloom'd  around;  now,  sear*d  by  scorching 

blasts. 
In  fkded  colours  pine.    In  look,  in  phrase 
Humane,  he  spake :  '*  Be  comforted,  and  hear 
My  voice  applaud  Themistocles,  my  foe. 
Whose  counsels  have  preserved  you.  But  what  praise 
Is  yours,  O  glories  of  the  tender  sex ! 
Who  brave  the  floods,  without  a  murmur  leave 
Your  native,  dear  abodes  fbr  public  good ! 
Ye  ornaments  of  Greece,  the  pride  and  boast 
Of  ha|Q>y  fathers,  husbsinds,  brothers,  sons !" 

As  yet  unseen,  Euphemia  from  the  rest 
Impatient  stepp'd,  his  mother.'  At  her  sight. 
The  best,  the  greatest  of  mankind  inclines 
Before  the  auth'ress  of  his  being,  low 
As  some  celestial  to  tbe  rtv*reod  form 
Of  Cybele,  progenitrix  of  gods. 
Her  aged  arms  extending,  she  began : 
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Of  Athens.    Son,  remember,  when  thou  bad'st 

Our  household  gOd$  farewell,  thy  parting  prajr'r; 

That  Athens  never  might  regret  the  loss 

Of  Aristides.    Righteous  man  !  then  first 

The  righteous  pow'rs  denied  a  pray'r  of  thine ; 

Who  with  inflicted  vengeance  for  thy  wrong 

Have  sorely  taught  Athenians  to  lament 

In  thee  their  safety  banish'd.**— "  Mother,  cease,** 

He  quick  replied;  "control  presumptuous  thoughts; 

Let  such  uncomfortable  words  no  more 

Be  heard  by  these^ready  plung*d  in  woe : 

It  is  Laconia,  who  her  aid  withholds, 

Cecropian  tribes  afflicts.    But,  noble  dames, 

In  this  asylum  sojourning  awhile, 

Trust  your  own  m^ts,  and  a  guardian  god  ; 

The  SOBS  of  Athens  on  his  own  domam 

He  will  exalt  by  conquest,  soon  transport 

Her  daughters  back  to  liberty  and  peace : 

From  him  that  grace  continue  to  deserve. 

By  resignation  to  his  brother  Jove, 

Who  loves  the  patient." — As  on  lands  adust 

By  hot  solstitial  rays,  when  genial  clouds. 

In  season  due  unbosoming  their  stores 

Of  kindly  rain,  new  dreM  the  pasture  brown ; 

Again  the  flowrets  on  the  meadows  spring ; 

O'er  meadows,  fresh  in  verdure,  youthftil  steeds. 

Led  by  the  parent  females,  joyous  bound. 

The  heifers  gambol,  kids  and  lambkins  dance, 

The  birds  in  dripping  bow'rs  their  plumes  repair. 

And  tune  their  choral,  gratulating  throats — 

So  consolation  from  his  blameless  mouth. 

With  looks  benevolent,  in  soothing  tones 

Believes  dejection.    Soft  composure  smooths 

Kach  matron's  forehead ;  virgins  smile  around ; 

With  sprightly  feet  the  children  beat  the  turf, 

Him  as  their  father'hail  in  shrill  delight 

Not  so  h^  own  two  daughters :  infants  young,     . 

A  dying  mother's  pledge,  Euphemia's  charge. 

His  side  they  leave  not,  clinging  to  his-  knees 

like  woodbines  sweet  about  some  stately  tree: 

He  kiss'd,  he  bless'd  them,  but  oontrol'd  his  tears. 

Now  tow'rds  the  bay  with  iEschylus  he  turns ; 
Oleander  follows.    Ariphilia  mute 
Stands  fix'd  in  tears ;  as  Niobe,  con^eal'd 
By  grief  to  mari>le,  through  its  oosing  pores 
Distiird  sad  moisture,  trickling  down  unheard. 
On  Sipytus  the  nymphs,  by  pity  call'd, 
llie  weeping  rock  environ'd ;  so  the  train, 
Who  minister  in  Neptune's  sacred  dome. 
Enclose  their  priestess,  whom  her  matron  sage 
Leads  firom  Oleander's  oft  reverted  sight 


HOO^  HI, 

O'er  his  own  squadron  soon  Troesene's  chief 
Hath  reassum'd  command ;  the  rest  embark 


The  pulAic  safety  for  hit  own  renown. 
May  he  enjoy  a  glory  so  acquir'd ! 
My  secret  counsels  from  ^ina*s  isle 
Shall  not  be  wanting :  for  my  country's  sake,. 
Which  I  forgive,  him,  author  of  my  wrongs. 
My  utmost  efforts  shall  advance  to  fame." 

The  gulf  Saronic  now  admits  their  keel. 
By  Epidaums  coasting,  they  attain 
The  cape  of  high  Spirasum,  which  o'erlooki 
.Sgina.    Guided  by  Aurora's  light, 
Th'  illustrious  exile  on  that  isle  they  land ; 
Thence  veering,  steer  for  Salamis.    These  words 
Now  break  from  Medon;  <*  Silent  have  I  gaz'd 
On  Aristides,  shortly  must  behold 
Tbemistocles ;  Athenian  friend,  explain 
Between  such  men  what  cause  prodnc'd  their  fends.** 

"  Tlieir  di£Prent  merits,*'  Aschylus  replied, 
"  Rais'd  emulation  in  their  younger  days. 
A  soldier's  part  they  gallantly  achiev'd 
In  the  same  rank  at  Marathon ;  I  saw, 
Admir'd  their  valour.    For  distinction  high 
In  pow'r  and  feme,  Tbemistocles  hath  us'd 
His  num'rous  virtues ;  Aristides  walk'd 
In  virtuous  paths,  alone  by  virtue  mov'd  ; 
For  him  his  justice  hath  a  title  gain*d 
Of  Just    The  son  of  Neocles,  inflam'd 
By  envy,  stirr'd  the  peopled  jealous  fear 
Against  his  rival  to  assert  a  law. 
Where,  by  inscription  of  his 'name  on  shells, 
A  citizen  so  poteot,  that  his  will 
Seems  only  wanting  to  subvert  the  state. 
Is  by  concurrence  of  six  thousand  hands 
Doomed  for  ten  years  to  absence  from  their  boond^ 
Without  disgrace  or  mulct    Among  the  tribes 
Tbemistocles  hath  since  obtained  a  sway 
Which  might  incur  the  rigour  of  that  law; 
Yet  by  the  gods  his  influence  supreme 
He  at  this  crisis  gallantly  employs 
To  save  the  public — lift  thy  wond*ring  eyes  ! 
The  whole  confederated  fleet  of  Greece, 
Pour  hundred  galiies,  bulwark  all  the  round 
Of  Salamis :  one  animated  mass 
That  island  shows ;  finom  swarms  of  either  sex» 
And  cv'ry  age,  dales,  hilkxiks  seem  to  beavs 
With  undulating  motion."~His  discourse 
Clos'd  with  his  voyage :  on  the  furrowed  sands 
Of  Salaoois  the  vessels  rest  their  keels; 
Where  living  waters  from  a  copious  spring 
Discharge  their  bubbling  current    On  a  i 
But  gently-shelving  green,  pavilions  rose ; 
One  from  the  rest  sequester'd,  under  shade 
Of  oaks  above,  was  neighbour  to  the  fene 
Of  Telamonian  Ajax,  hero  known 
At  Troy  t  the  Attic  phalanx  then  he  join'd. 
By  Athens  bonour'd  since  with  rites  divine. 

This  tent,  by  ensigns  of  command  in  firottt 
Adorn*d,  Tbemistocles  possess'd :  akoe 
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The  broods  and  nidder,  I  her  lusty  youth 
Prepar'd  $  ere  yet  the  Hellespont  was  bridg'd, 
I  cnr'd  intestine  feiids  distracting  Greece } 
When  Fate  remoT'd  Leoni^as  from  Earth, 
My  penetration,  &thoming  the  depths 
Of  ocean,  like  fbtority  ibiesaw 
Laconia's  sloth ;  yet  nndismay'd  I  formed 
The  mighty  plan  to  save  th*  Athenian  state. 
By  yielding  Athens  to  barbarian  flames. 
That  I  might  plead  the  mandates  of  a  god, 
I  won,  by  secret  gifts,  the  Pythian  maid 
*  An  oracle  to  render,  which  I  framed ; 
Th*  interpretation  to  enforce,  that  ships 
Were  wooden  walls,  Minerva*s  priest  I  gain'd 
Among  the  people  to  imprint  belief 
By  feign*d  portents,  and  all  religion's  craft. 
That  to  the  sea  their  deity  was  fled, 
Th'  Acropolis  deserting.    Thus  at  will 
This  restive  fierce  democracy  1  sway 
For  their  salvation,  and  my  own  behoof 

In  pow'r  and  lustre*' Interrupting  here 

His  eagle  vanity  in  lofty  soar. 

The  warrior^poet  and  Olieus*  son 

Appear.    Serene  and  vacant  he  descends 

At  once  to  afiability  and  ease ; 

As  from  his  airy  tow*r  the  lark,  who  strikes 

Heav'n's  highest  concave  with  his  matin  trill, 

His  pinions  shuts,  and  tranquil  drops  to  Earth. 

Of  Aristides,  JEschylus  he  knew 

The  friend  approved ;  him  courteous  he  salutes: 

"  Thy  eloquence  and  arms,  the  gen'rous  toils 
Of  Aristides  too,  have  reachM  my  ear 
By  late  intelligence.    Thus  far  at  least 
Yon  have  prevailed ;  this  navy  is  enlarg'd 
By  squadrons  new  ^m  various  Grecian  statas. 
Is  not  this  Medon  ?  Honour'd  in  thy  sire, 
More  in  thy  own  deservings,  my  embrace 
Accept ;  accept  the  welcome  of  this  tent" 

Kyronides  now  joins  him,  mighty  chief! 
The  destined  scourge  of  Thebes;  Xanthippus,  soon 
At  Mycale  to  conquer;  in  his  hand 
Young  Pericles,  that  future  star  of  Greeoe; 
Then  Cimon,  fiUed  on  the  land  and  main 
To  gather  palms  in  one  triumphant  day; 
Subaltern  warriors  to  the  prudent  son 
Of  Neocles.    Saluting  these,  he  spake : 

**  My  gallant  fellow-citizens,  you  come 
To  learn  the  issue  of  this  day*s  debate 
In  general  ooonciL    Wisely  did  we  cede 
To  S^MurUn  Enrybiades  command ; 
The  diff*rent  squadrons  to  their  native  ports 
Had  else  deserted.    Irksome,  I  confess. 
This  acquiescence ;  but  occasion  looks 
Disdainful  back  on  him  who  lets  her  pass ; 
You  have  embraced  her.    Yielding  to  the  Gr«Mu> 
Yon  fix  their  station  here,  the  numerous  fos 
In  narrow  straits  betwfsen  Psyttalia^  isle 
And  SaUunis  to  fiuie.    Can  he  possess. 
Who  sees  a  treasure  soatter'd  on  the  ground. 
Unless  he  stoop  ?  So  prostrate  hi  your  sight 
lies  Greece,  that  precious  treasure.    Can  ypq  role 
Before  you  save)  On  union  safety  growa  ' 
Resigning  now  an  empty  name  of  pow'r. 
Your  moderation,  winnmg  grateful  states^ 
WiU  to  your  own  a  r^  sway  procure 
Of  long  duration.    Laccdarmon's  pride, 
Her  best  allies  abandoning—a  force 
Often  weak  vessels  sparing  to  a  fleet. 
Where  Attic  hands  unfurl  two  hundred  sailj^-!- 
9W^  pay  hereafter  fdributip^  f^j| 


To  you,  Atheniani,  out  of  adies  rais^ 
From  her  to  wrest  ascendancy  in  Greece.** 

Not  sweetest  music  lulls  the  melting  soul 
Beyond  his  artful  eloquence,  which  soothes 
Their  warm,  their  injur*d  virtue.    They  reply: 

**  To  thee,  not  Sparta,  cheerful  we  submit. 
Our  leader  sole ;  thou  judge  and  act  for  all.** 

Now  to  his  frugal  Attic  meal  they  sat; 
Where  .Sschylus  and  Medea,  each  in  turn 
Unfolding  amply  his  adventures,  won 
Attention :  pleasing  information  charmed 
Deluded  time,  till  midnight  prompted  sleep. 

Thus,  after  labours  past,  the  martial  bard 
His  countrymen  rejoin'd.    The  hostile  ships. 
Which  gave  him  battle  under  Malea's  cape, 
Veer'd  for  the  straits  Eubcean,  where  the  fleet 
Of  Asia  moor*d.    Subsiding  on  their  way. 
The  wind  grants  leisure  for  the  Persian  chief 
To  view  the  captives.    Artamanes  steps 
Before  the  rest :  on  sight  of  Carta's  queen. 
Great  Artemisia,  who  commanded  there. 
His  cheek,  with  recollection  of  his  sire 
To  her  so  late  perfidious,  reddens  warm. 

She  first  to  him :  **  Argestes  could  behold 
Me  worsted,  long  resisting  adverse  fate 
On  fam'd  Thermopylse's  disastrous  field ; 
My  danger  he  enjoy'd :  his  rescued  son. 
Whose  growing  merit  wins  observant  eyes, 
I  see  with  gladness ;  welcome  to  my  deck  I 
But  who  is  he,  disconsolate  in  mieu  ? 

0  reverend  man  of  sorrows,  lift  thy  head ! 
From  Artemisia  no  dishonour  fear. 

He  makes  no  answer — Artamanes,  speak." 

The  youth  replies:  **  His  name  is  Timon,  chief' 
And  pciest  in  Delphi ;  on  our  inroad  there, 
My  brother,  Mithridates,  snatch'd  away 
From  his  paternal  breast  a  noble  maid. 
An  only  child.    His  mind  is  darken'd  since 
By  frenzy;  my  compassion  his  distress 
Hath  ever  tended,  fervent  now  implores 
Thou  wouldst  commit  him  to  my  grateful  care  > 
Myself  am  debtor  to  indulgent  Greeks.'* 

In  smiles  the  princess  answer'd:  "Generous  youth  j 
Couldst  thou  pipotect  him,  I  would  trust  thy  cartf 
But  those  deform'd  by  ignominious  deeds 
May  exercise  in  malice  stronger  pow*r 
Than  thou  in  goodness :  for  the  present  lay 
Th'  unhappy  Delphian  on  a  bed  of  rest." 

Beside  her  waits  Annces,  high  in  trust,  ^ 

A  hoary  senior,  freedman  of  her  sire. 
On  MelibcBus,  on  the  queen,  be  fixM 
Alternate  kx>ks ;  then  earnest  him  address'd : 

"  O  thou  of  noble  frame,  in  lowly  garb. 
Speak  whence  thou  com'st,  thy  own,  thy  father's 

name* 
.What  region  gave  thee  birth  ?  Did  Nature  print,  < . 
Or  some  disaster,  on  thy  cheek  that  mark  ? 

1  am  not  curious  from  a  slender  cause." 

The  swain  replied :  **  Prom  Nature  I  derive 
That  mark ;  of  parents,  of  my  native  seat. 
Within  this  breast  no  traces  now  survive ; 
In  childhood  stohi  by  pirates,  I  was  sold 
(Heav'n  there  was  gracious)  to  the  best  of  men  i 
Full  thirty  aooual  suns  have  since  elaps'd. 
He  oft  appris'd  me,  that  my  infant  lips 
In  Grecian  aocents  would  repeat  the  name» 
Of  Lygdamis  and  Dirce ;  so  I  styl'd  • 

My  sirs  and  mother." — "  O  imperial  dama^ 
Thyself  the  seed  of  Lygdamis,"  exclaimed 
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He  if  thy  brother,  Haliartos,  ttoPa 
Within  that  period  firom  thy  fatberli  tDw*r 
Washed  by  the  waves,  that  lair  abode  retired. 
Halicanmssas  moam'd  the  dire  event. 
He  18  thy  likeness.    I,  preferr*d  to  mle 
Thy  father's  household ;  I,  whose  faithful 
So  oft  the  infant  Haliartus  bore. 
So  oft  with  eyes  delighted  have  perus'd 
That  obtect  dear,  I  never  can  forget 
That  signal  mark,  coeval  with  his  birth, 
Distiugaishin^  thy  brother.** — Pensive,  mnte, 
Uncertain  rests  the  queen.     He  still  proceeds: 

"  Behold  thy  sou,  Leander,  melts  in  tears ! 
It  is  the  touch  of  Nature  hath  undosM 
That  tender  spring."— To  him  the  regal  dame : 

<*Oid  man,  thou  know'st  I  honour,  I  confide 
In  thy  untainted  foith.    All  strange  evCtets, 
Dress'd  in  affecting  circumstance,  excite 
These  soft  emotions ;  such  in  evYy  breast 
Should  rke,  but  not  decide.    Pure  truth  is  built 
Not  on  our  passions ;  reason  is  her  base. 
Him  to  accept  my  brother,  needs  more  proof; 
But  to  his  manly  and  ingenuous  looks 
T  render  homage.     Let  him  case  his  limbs 
In  Carian  steel,  and  combat  near  my  side ; 
Let  deeds  ilhistrate  an  exalted  mind ; 
Then,  whether  kin  or  alien  to  my  bk)ody 
He  like  a  brother  shall  obtahi  regard 
From  Artemisia.** — Melibceus  here : 

"  Endear'd  to  heroes  of  Oilean  race, 
I  claim  with  none  alliance ;  T  have  liv'd 
With  them  in  joy,  from  ignorance  been  raised 
By  them  to  knowledge,  fit>m  the  lowly  state 
Which  Heav*n^  deciding  providence  ordain'd. 
To  their  deserv*d  regard,  my  utmost  wish. 
To  them  restore  me ;  f  request  no  more 
From  deities  or  mortals.    Case  my  limbs 
In  Carhin  armour  splendid  as  thy  own. 
Ne'er  shalt  thou  see  me  cH>mbat  near  thy  flSde 
Against  the  Grecians.    Place  of  birth,  or  blood 
Of  odbieat  dye  in  kindred,  quite  estrang'd 
By  time  and  fortune,  I  rqect  for  Greece ; 
Greece,  my  kind  nurse,  the  guardian  of  my  youth, 
Who  fbr  my  tutors  di<f  her  heroes  lend. 
My  dear  afi^ections  all  are  centered  there. 
My  gratitude,  my  duty." — By  the  hand 
She  grasps  the  gallant  captive,  and  proceeds:   - 

**  Thy  setitiments  are  noble,  they  bespeak 
The  care  of  heroes;  thy  release  ipy  hopes 
Forbid,  my  tend'rest  wishes;  to  cbnstrain 
Thy  presence  here,  while  we  assail  thy  friends, 
I  scorn.    Aronces,  lanch  a  nimble  skiff; 
On  him  attendant,  reach  Nic«ea*s  walls, 
#or  him  transport  a  suit  of  arms  complete ; 
Nor  let  unhappy  Timon  want  thy  care. 
Thee,  Greek  or  Carian,  brother,  friend,  or  fbe, 
Whate*er  thou  prov'st  hereafter,  I  will  greet 
Agam,  my  heart  so  prompts  me;  I  requirtf 
No  Righted  word,  no  token ;  ere  we  meet 


Swift  as  a  vig'rons  stag  who  hetrs  no  ery 

Of  dogs  or  men,  but  o'er  the  champaign  ffttem 

Or  valley  sweeps,  to  glory  in  his  speed 

And  branching  antlers.    On  the  form  and  port 

Of  Melibceus  long  Aronces  fed 

His  eager  eye,  unsated  with  delight; 

At  last  he  spake :  "  My  lord,  Nicsea's  fort, 

A  garrison  of  Xenes,  will  afford 

A  refuge  kind,  till  Caria's  queen  her  sail 

Of  visitation  hoists ;  the  settmg  Son 

Will  see  my  lord  safie  landed  in  the  cove.*' 

"  That  splendid  title  thou  dost  ill  bestow 
On  my  condition,"  Melibocus  then. 

To  whom  Aronces :  **  Oh,  thou  art  my  lord, 
Thou  art  the  son  of  Lygdamis !  My  heart, 
Old  as  I  am,  experienc'd  in  events, 
Without  a  cause  to  such  excess  of  joy         [joined 
Would  ne'er  mislead  me."—-*'  Honest  hearts,^  re- 
The  other,  *<  oft  are  credulous^  and  lead 
The  mind  to  errour;  art  thou  sure,  my  friend. 
That  i  am  no  impoitor,  who  hath  heai^ 
Of  Lygdamis  and  Dfrce,  and  apply 
Their  names  to  falsehood  ?*'—"  Haliartus,  no !" 
Exclaims  Aronces;  **  I  before  me  see 
My  noble  master,  Lygdamis,  restor*d; 
Such  as- he  was  when  thou,  his  child,  was  lost. 
Oh  !  lend  attentkm— 1o !  the  winds  are  still. 
The- sea  unmffled,  while  my  tongue  begins 
A  tale  which  once  with  horrour  pierc*d  my  soul. 
But  in  thy  hearing  rapt*rous  I  repeat : 

**  HaKcamassus  gave  thy  fisther  birth. 
Her  most  illustrious  citizen ;  with  twins 
Thy  mother's  bed  was  bless'd  ;  thy  sister  one. 
That  Artemisia,  glory  of  her  sex, 
Bestow'd  in  marriage  on  the  Carian  king; 
Thou  art  the  other.    Oft  thy  sire  abode 
Within  a  towV  delightful,  but  remote, 
Wasb*d  by  the  billows ;  one  disastrous  day. 
As  thou  wast  tripping  on  the  silver  sands. 
Thy  nurse  attendhig  with  some  faithful  slares, 
A  troop  of  pirates  landed;  all  thy  tram 
Defending  thee  were  kiU'd,  or  wounded  sank 
Disabled  on  the  beach;  with  various  spoil. 
From  those  unguarded  borders,  they  convejr'd 
Aboard  their  vessels  thee  their  richest  prize.** 

Aronces  paus*d.~^From  Timon,  listing  by. 
This  exclamation  broke :  **  My  daughter  too 
May  be  recover*d  !'* — ^Artamanes  here: 

<*  Myself,  redeemed  from  capture,  pledge  my  fluth 
That  I  will  struggle  to  restore  thy  child.*' 

Night  dropp'd  her  dusky  veil ;  the  pinnace  gain*d 
Nicasa,  Locrian  fbrtrcas,  seated  nigh 
Thermopyle;  ensuing  mom  proiclaims,    « 
By  shouts  and  clangour,  an  approaching  boat. 
That  gate  of  Greece,  by  Lacedemon's  lung 
So  well  maintained,  defenceless  now  admits 
Uncheck'd  barbariiBUi  inroads :  thus  a  mound 
By  art  constructed  to  restrain  the  sea^ 
Or  some  huge  river's  coorse,  neglected  long^ 
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The  ikm'r  of  Asm't  captahia.    At  the  time 
We  fint  att«ck*d  this  pan,  with  norn'rous  bttndsy 
A  dSstant  range  of  Maoedon  and  Thrace  - 
He  was  detach*d  to  ravage  and  subdae. 
Triumphant  now  returning.    Friends,  farewell ! 
Hidi  I  must  fDllow.    Timon,  may  the  light 
Of  Mithra  thine  propitious  on  my  dayi 
As  I  protect  thy  daughter,  and  restore, 
If  Fate  so  wills,  her  spotless  to  thy  arms." 

These  words,  rdumtning  with  hope,  compos'd 
The  cloaded  soul  of  Timon.    Swift  the  youth* 
In  vigour  issuing  through  the  portal,  mix'd 
Amoog  his  native  friends :  a  blithsome  steer, 
At  op'ding  dawn  deliver*d  from  the  stall. 
Thus  o'er  the  flow'17  pasture  bounding,  joins 
The  well-krtown  herd.    Mardonius  him  recetv*d. 
Foe  to  Argestes,  cordial  to  his  son, 
Mardonius  all-commandhig,  all  in  frame. 
In  nervous  limbs  excelling,  like  that  bull 
Who  stemm'd  the  billows  with  his  brawny  cheft. 
Who  on  his  back  of  silver  whiteness  bore 
Earopa**  precious  weight  to  Cretan  strands, 
Hunself  a  god  transfbrm*d.    New  martial  powers 
Are  hera  firam  Hesmus,  from  Pangsian  snows. 
A  Greek  in  lineage,  Alexander  here, 
Tbong  sov'reign  o'er  barbarians,  leads  to  war 
His  Macedonian  troops.    To  Athens  bound 
By  mutual  hospitality,  he  lov*d 
That  gen'rotis  city ;  now,  by  force  compellM, 
He  arms  against  her.    But  persuasive  love. 
The  charms  and  virtues  of  a  Grecian  fair, 
Will  wake  remembrance  of  his  Grecian  race. 
To  better  counsels  turn  his  youthful  mind. 

That  Asia's  king  wa^  now  advanc'd  to  Thebes, 
Intelligence  is  brought ;  this  known,  a  steed 
^swiftest  pace  Mardonius  motmts;  command 
Ta  Thidates  delegates—**  Thy  force 
Extend  o'er  Locris,  o'er  the  Phocita  bbunds. 
Oar  conquests  new.**  This  giv^  in  charge,  he  speeds, 
Vmn  no  compuiion  but  Argestes'  son, 
Nor  other  ^ard  than  fifty  horsemen  light. 
To  greet  the  khig.    The  second  morning  shows 
Cadmean  Thebes,  whose  citadel  was  rais'd 
By  stones  descending  from  Qthcron's  hill 
Spontaneous,  feign'd  in  fables  to  assume 
A  due  arrangement  in  their  mural  bed 
At  sweet  Amphion's  lute ;  but  truth  records. 
That  savage  breasto  by  eloquence  he  tam*d, 
By  his  instmctions  humaniz'd,  they  felt 
T^  harmony  of  laws  and  social  ties, 
lb  him  succeeded  stem  Agenor's  sod, 
Phoenician  Cadmds,  he  who  letten  brought 
Prom  Tyre  to  Greece  j  yet  ignorance  o*erwhelm'd 
His  generation ;  barbarous  of  heart. 
Obtuse  of  mind  they  grew ;  the  furies  there, 
loere  parricide  and  incest  reign'd  of  old. 
Impiety  and  horronr :  more  debas*d, 
They  now  for  gold  their  liberty  exchange ; 
They  court  a  tyrant,  whose  barbaric  host 
Plames  round  their  bulwarks,  harrows  up  their  plain, 
Lays  waste  their  plenty,  drinks  Asopus  dry. 
Their  swift  Ismenus,  and  Oircsean  spring. 
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^  P^an  host  in  readiness  was  held 
Mednrnj  Aurora  sees  the  signal  given; 
^^  trumpets,  clarions,  timbrels  mix  their  sounds ^ 
Imh  djswwnce  of  tceenti,  hi  th«  tboat^ 


Of  nations  gathered  from  a  bmidred  realfDf, 
Distract  the  sky.    The  khig  his  march  nnewi 
In  all  his  state,  collected  to  descend 
Precipitate  on  Athens ;  like  the  bird 
Of  Jove,  who,  rising  to  the  utmost  soar 
Of  his  strong  pmions,  on  the  prey  beneath 
Directs  his  ponderous  fall.    Five  thousand  horse, 
Caparison'd  in  streak'd  or  spotted  skins 
Of  tigers,  pards,  and  panthers,  form*d  the  van  ; 
In  quilted  vests  of  cotton,  azure  dyed. 
With  silver  spangles  deck'd,  the  tawny  youth 
Of  Indus  rode ;  white  (Juivers  loc^ly  cross'd 
Their  shoulderii ;  not  ungraceful  in  their  hands 
Were  bows  of  glist'ning  cane ;  the  ostrich  lent 
His  snowy  plumage  to  the  tissued  gold 
Which  bound  their  temples.  Next  a  thousand  steeds 
Of  sable  hue  on  argent  trappings  bore 
A  thousand  Persians,  all  select ;  in  gold, 
Shap'd  as  pomegrranates,  rose  their  steely  points 
Above  the  truncheons ;  gilded  were  the  shields. 
Of  silver'd  scales  the  corselets;  wrought  with  gems 
Of  price,  higb-plum'd  tiaras  danc'd  in  light. 
In  ecfual  number,  in  resemblhig  guise, 
A  squadron  followed ;  save,  their  mail  was  gold. 
And  thick  with  beryls  edg*d  their  silver  shields 

In  ord<>r  next  the  Magi  solemn  trod. 
Pre-eminent  was  Mirses ;  snowy  white 
Their  vestments  (low'd,  mijestically  pure. 
Rejecting  splendour ;  hymning  as  they  mov'd. 
They  sung  of  Cjnrus,  gkiious  in  his  rule  - 
O'er  Sardis  rich,  and  Babylon  the  proud  ; 
Cambyses,  victor  of  Egyptian  Nile  j 
Darius,  fbrtune-tbron'd ;  but  flatt'ry  tun'd 
Their  swelling  voice  to  magnify  his  son, 
The  living  monarch,  whose  stupendous  piles 
CombinM  the  Orient  and  Hesperian  worids. 
Who  pierc'd  mount  Athos,  and  o'erpower'd  in  flgh^ 
Leonidas  of  Sparta.    Then  succeed 
Ten  coinvers  whiter  than  their  native  snows 
On  wintry  Media's  fields ;  Niccan  breed, 
In  shape  to  want  no  trappings,  none  they  wore 
To  veil  their  beauty;  docile  Uiey  by  chords 
Of  silk  were  led,  the  consecrated  steeds 
Of  Horomazes.    Sacred  too  a  car, 
Constnicted  new  of  spoils  from  Grecian  fanes, 
In  splendour  dazzling  as  the  noontide  throne 
Of  ckMidless  Mithra,  follow*d ;  linked  in  reins, 
In  traces  brilliant  overiaid  with  gems, 
Eight  horses  more  of  that  surpassing  race 
The  precious  burden  drew;  the  drivers  walk'd. 
None  might  ascend  th*  inviolable  seat ; 
On  either  side  five  hundred  nobles  march*d 
Unco\'erM.     Now  th*  imperial  standard  wav'd ; 
Of  Sanders  wood  the  pedestal,  inscrib'd 
With  characters  of  magic,  which  the  charms 
Of  Indian  wizards  wrought  in  orient  pearl. 
Vain  talisman  of  safety,  was  upheld 
By  twelve  illustrious  youths  of  Persian  blood. 
Then'cafne  the  king ;  in  maje^tty  of  form. 
In  beauty  first  of  men,  as  first  in  pow'r. 
Contemplating  the  glory  fi-om  his  throne 
Diffiis*d  to  millions  round,  hims«;lf  he  deemed 
Not  less  than  Mithra  who  illumes  the  world. 
The  sons  of  satraps  with  inverted  spears 
His  'chariot  wheels  attend ;  in  btate  their  sires. 
The  potentates  of  Asia,  rode  behind ; 
Mardonius  absent,  of  the  g()r|;eous  train 
Argestes  tower'd  the  foremost ;  following  march*4> 
A  square  battalion  of  a  thousand  spears. 
By  Mithridates  led,  his  eldest  boi 
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Him  tlio  lascWbofl  Cither  had  depriT'd 
Of  AmATanthft ;  dangerous  the  flames 
Of  rengeance  darted  from  bis  youthful  eye. 
Th*  immortal  guard  succeeded ;  ia  their  vao 
MasistJus,  paragon  of  Asia's  peers. 
In  beauteous  figure  second  to  the  king, 
Among  the  brare  pre-eminent,  more  ^ood 
Than  brave  or  beauteous  $  to  Mardonius  dear, 
His  counsellor  and  friend,  in  Xerxes'  court 
Left  by  that  genera),  while  in  Thrace  remote, 
To  counterpoise  Argcstes.    Tried  in  arms. 
In  manners  soft,  though  fearless  on  the  plain^ 
Of  tend'rest  feelings,  Mindarus,  to  love 
A  destined  captive,  near  M asistius  ranked ; 
Ariobarzanes  next,  whose  barbarous  mien 
Bxemplified  his  fierceness.    Last  of  horse. 
With  Midias,  pow*rful  satrap,  at  their  head, 
A  chosen  myriad  clos'd  the  long  array. 
From  these  were  kept  three  hundred  paces  void ; 
Promiscuous  nations  held  their  distant  march 
.  Beyond  that  limit ;  numberless  they  roU'd, 
In  tumult  like  the  fluctuating  sands, 
Disturbed  and  buoyant  on  the  whirling  breath 
Of  hurricanes,  which  rend  the  Libyan  wastes. 

To  Thebes  descending,  soon  Mardonius  leam*d 
That  pioneers,  with  multitudes  light- arm*d, 
petach'd  before  the  army,  bent  their  course 
To  Athens.    On  he  speeds,  rejecting  food. 
Disdaining  rest,  till  midnight  Cynthia  shows 
A  vaulted  hollow  in  a  mountain's  side ; 
There  in  his  clanging  arms  Mardonius  throws 
His  limbs  for  slight  refreshment;  by  him  lies 
Argestes*  son ;  to  pasture  springing  nigh. 
The  troop  dismiss'd  their  steeds,  and  slept  around. 

To  superstition  proqe  from  early  age 
Was  Gobryas*  son ;  o'erbeated  now  by  toil. 
Yet  more  by  thirst  unsated  of  renown. 
His  soul  partakes  not  with  her  wearied  clay 
In  sleep  repose ;  the  cavern  to  her  view 
Appears  in  vast  dimension  to  enlarge. 
The  sides  retire,  th'  ascending  roof  expands. 
All  chang  d  to  crystal,  where  pellucid  walls 
Expose  to  sight  the  universe  around. 
Thus  did  a  dream  invade  the  mighty  breast 
Of  that  long  matchless  conqueror,  who  gave 
Italia's  clime  a  spoil  to  Punic  Mars, 
When  on  the  margin  of  Iberus  lay 
The  slumb'ring  chief,  and  eagerly  to  birth 
The  vast  conception  of  his  pregnant  mind 
Was  struggling.    Now  Mardonius  to  himself 
Seems  rovmg  o'er  the  metaroorpbos'd  cave ; 
Orbicular  above,  an  op'ning  broad 
Admits  a  flood  of  ligb^  and  gentlest  breath 
Of  odorifrous  winds ;  amid  the  blaze, 
Full  on  the  centre  of  a  pavement,  spread 


Where  Fancy,  winning  sorceress,  deludes 

Th'  enchanted  mind,  rejecting  reason's  clue. 

To  wander  wild  through  fiction's  pleasing  maze* ' 

The  oriental  hero  in  his  dream 

Feels  wonder  waking ;  at  his  presence  life 

Pervades  the  statue ;  Fame,  slow-rising,  sounds 

Her  trumpet  loud ;  a  hundred  golden  gates 

Spontaneous  fly  abroad ;  tlie  shapes  divine. 

In  ev'ry  ag^,  in  ev'ry  climate  sprung. 

Of  all  the  worthies  since  recorded  time. 

Ascend  the  lucid  hall.    Again  she  sounds 

A  measure  sweeter  than  the  Dorian  flute 

Of  Pan,  or  lyre  of  Phoebus ;  each  assumes 

His  place  allotted,  there  transfbrmM  is  fix'd 

An  adamantine  statue ;  yet  unfiird 

One  niche  remains.    To  Asia's  gazing  chief 

TBe  goddess  then :  "  That  vacancy  for  thee. 

Illustrious  son  of  Gobryas,  I  reserve.'* 

He  thus  exults:  "  Bright  being,  dost  thou  grant 
To  Persia  triumphs  through  my  conqn'ring  spear  ?" 

He  said:  that  moment  through  the  severed  Earth 
She  sinks;  the  spacious  fabric  is  dissolved ; 
When  he,  upstarting  in  the  narrow  cave. 
Delivers  quick  these  accents :  "  Be  renown 
My  lot!  O  Fortune,  unconcem'd  I  leave     . 
The  rest  to  thee.*'    Thus  dauntless,  ere  his  sleep 
Was  quite  dispersed ;  but  waken'd  soon  he  feeU 
Th'  imperfect  vision  heavy  on  his  mind 
In  dubious  gloom ;  then  lightly  with  his  foot 
Moves  Artamanes ;  up  he  springs ;  the  troop 
Prepare  the  steeds ;  all  mount ;  Aurora  dawns. 

llie  swift  forerunners  of  th'  imperial  camp 
Ere  long  Mardonius  joins,  wh^re  Athens  lifts 
Her  tow'rs  in  prospect     Unexpected  seen. 
Their  mighty  chieiP  with  gen'ral,  cordial  shouts 
They  greet;  theirmultjtud«;,  their  transport,  clear 
His  heart  firom  trouble.    Soon  barbarian  thiODgs 
With  shading  standards  through  Cephissus  wade. 
Who,  had  his  fem'd  divinity  been  true. 
His  shallow  stream  in  torrents  would  have  twohoi 
Awhile,  to  save  the  capital  of  Greece, 
Superb  in  structure,  long-diq[>uted  prize 
Between  Minerva  and  the  god  of  se^s. 
Of  eloquence  the  parent,  source  of  arts. 
Fair  seat  of  freedom !  Open  are  the  gates. 
The  dwellings  mute,  all  desolate  the  streets. 
Save  that  domestic  animals  forlorn. 
In  cries  awak'ning  pity,  seem  to  call 
Their  masters  home;    while  shrieking  beaks   of 

prey. 
Or  birds  pbscene  of  night  with  heavy  wmgs, 
The  melancholy  solitude  affright. 

"  Is  this  the  city  whose  presumption  dar'd 
Invade  the  lord  of  Asia  ?"  sternly  said 
Mardonius  entering ;  "  whither,  now  are  fled 
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In  all  his  state,  h«r  master  with  bis  host 
In  full  arrant."    His  order  is  obey*d. 

'Diroagh  smooth  Ismentis,  and  Asopus  cl^r, 
The  royal  host  in  slow  procession  led, 
Their  first  encampment  on  a  district  lodge, 
Platsa^s  neighbour ;  that  renowned  abode 
Of  noblest  Greeks  was  desert.    In  bis  tent 
The  king  by  night  requested  audience  granta 
TaLeontiades,  that  colleague  base 
Of  Anaxander,  traitor  like  himself 
To  Sparta's  hero^    Xerxts  thus  he  warns : 

"  Now  be  the  king  reminded  of  the  rage 
Against  bis  father,  which  Platca  bore 
At  Marathon;  that  recently  she  brav'd 
Himself  in  CEta's  pass:  nor  Thespia  fought 
With  less  distinguish'd  rancour :  be  inl^rmM, 
The  first  is  near,  the  other  not  remote; 
Thy  vengeance  both  deserlre.     Destroy  their  fields. 
Consume  their  dwellings;  thy  o*erflowing  camp 
May  spare  a  large  detachment;  I  will  go 
Their  willing  guide."    Masistlus  present  spake : 

**  O  monarch,  live  for  ever  in  the  hearts 
Of  conquer'd  nations,  as  of  subjects  bom ; 
Asiociate  clemency  with  pow'r,  and  all 
Must  yield  obedience:  thou  art  master  here, 
Treat  thy  new  vassals  kindly." — In  a  frown 
Argestes :  *'  Shall  the  lung  with  kindness  treat 
Inveterate  foes  and  zealous  friends  alike  ? 
Shall  undeserving  Thespians,  shall  the  race 
Of  fell  Platsa,  unprovoked  who  stain'd, 
On  Attic  fields,  her  spear  with  Persian  blood, 
To  help  detested  Athens,  shall  they  share 
The  clemency  of  Xerxes,  in  despite 
Of  this  our  Tbeban  host,  who  fisithful  gives 
Soch  wholesome  counsel  ?  Sov'reign,when  I  brought 
Thy  condescension  late  to  Sparta's  king. 
Among  the  grim  assembly  in  his  tent 
Diomedoti,  Demophilus,  I  saw, 
With  Dithyrambus,  men  preferring  death 
To  amity  with  thee,  commanders  all 
Of  these  malignant  cities." — ^Xerxes  here : 

"  Approving,  Leontiades,  thy  words 
I  hear;  Masittius,  thee  my  servant  loves, 
Mardonhis,  always  victor  in  my  name; 
Yet  leara  at  last,  O  satrap  I  who  dost  wear 
The  fullest  honours  to  partake  with  me, 
What  I  inherit  finom  Darius,  hate 
Inflexible,  inexpiable  hate 
To  Athens,  hate  to  her  confederates  all. 
Go,  Theban,  choose  what  nations  of  our  host 
Thou  dost  prefer;  th3rself  appoint  their  chief." 

**  I  choose  the  Caspians,  Sacians;  name  for  chief 
Brave  Mithridates,  great  Argestes'  heir," 
Rqoins  the  traitor.    These  ferocious  most 
He  best  approv'd,  and  Mithridates  chose, 
Among  the  youth  most  vigorous  and  fell 
In  acts  of  blood.    To  hear  Mardonius  prais'd, 
Argestes,  dreading  bis  return,  4M>nceiv*d 
A  pain,  yet  temper'd  by  a  secret  joy 
He  felt  arise ;  who,  rival  of  his  son, 
lADg  wish'd  him  distant  from  the  guarded  roof 
yhctc  Timon*s  daughter  was  confin'd.     Dismissed 
To  rest,  all  separate.    They  renew  their  march 
By  day-^ng;  Leontiades,  to  wreak 
On  hapless  Thespia  and  Platsa's  walls 
The  hate  implacable  of  Thebes;  the  king, 
with  equal  rage,  to  spoil  Minerva's  reign. 

Her  oKve  groves  now  Attica  disclos'd, 
TJc  fields  where  Ceres  first  her  gifts  bestow'd. 
The  rocks  whose  marble  crevices  the  bees 


With  sweetness  stor'd ;  nnparallePd  4p  art 
Rose  structures,  growhig  on  the  stranger's  eye, 
Where*er  it  roam*d  delighted.     On,  like  Death, 
From  his  pale  courser  scatt'iijng  waste  around, 
l*he  regal  homicide  of  nations  passed. 
Unchaining  all  the  furies  of  revenge 
On  this  devoted  country.    Near  the  banks 
Of  desolate  Cephissus  halting  sat 
The  king ;  retarding  night's  a^ghted  steeds. 
The  conflagration  wide  of  crumbling  tow'rs. 
Of  ruin'd  temples,  of  the  Crackling  groves. 
Of  villages  and  to#ns,  he  thence  enjoy'd. 
Thence  on  the  manes  of  Darios  calPd : 

<*  Son  of  Hystaspes !  if  the  dead  can  hear. 
Thou  didst  command  thy  servants  to  remind 
Thy  anger  daily  of  th*  Athenian  race. 
Who  insolently  ploughed  the  eastern  waves. 
Thy  shores  aflVonted  with  their  hostile  beaks, 
And  burnt  thy  town  of  Sardis ;  at  my  call. 
Ghost  of  my  father !  lift  thy  awful  brow ; 
Remembering  now  th*  Athenians,  see  thy  son 
On  their  presumptuous  heads  retaliate  flames; 
Deprived  of  burial,  shall  their  bodies  leave 
Pale  spectres  here  to  wail  their  city  lalPn, 
And  wander  through  its  ruins."— Clewing  here 
His  barb*rous  lips,  the  t3nrant  sought  his  couch. 
Thy  summits  now,  Pentelicus,  and  thine. 
Haunt  of  sonorous  bees,  Hymettus  tweet ! 
Are  tiag*d  with  orient  light.    The  Persian  host 
Renew  their  progress ;  Athens  soon  receives 
Their  floating  banners  and  extended  ranks 
Smooth  o*er  the  fosse,  by  mural  ruins  fiird« 
As  from  a  course  of  ravage,  in  her  den 
Of  high  Cithaeron  plung'd  the  monster  Sphmx 
Her  multifarious  form,  preparing  still 
For  havoc  new  her  fangs  and  talons  dire; 
Till  her  enigma  Laius'  son  resolved. 
Whence  desperation  cast  her  headlong  down 
The  rocky  steep;  so,  after  thy  career 
Of  devastation,  Xerxes,  rest  awhile 
Secure  in  Athens,  meditating  there 
Fresh  woes  to  men.    Than  GEdipus  more  wise^ 
Th'  interpreter  of  oracles  is  nigh  ; 
Soon  will  the  son  of  Neocles  expel 
Thee  from  thy  hold,  by  policy  too  deep 
For  thy  barbarian  council  to  explore. 

Before  the  Prytaoteum  stops  the  car. 
Now  savage  bands  enclose  that  rev'rend  seat 
Of  judgment;  there  Mardonius  waits.     The  king, 
Pleas'd  with  his  care,  salutes  him :  **  Thou  hast 

long 
Sweat  under  harness  in  th'  eternal  snows 
Of  Macodon  and  Thracia,  hast  my  name 
There  dress'd  in  ample  trophies ;  but  thy  speedy 
Preventing  my  arrival,  is  unknown 
To  wings  of  eagles,  or  the  feet  of  stags." 

Mardonius  answers:  "  Ever  live  the  king 
To  find  hb  servant's  zeal  outstrip  in  speed 
llie  swiftest  eagle,  or  the  fleetest  stag  ! 
Descend,  thou  lord  of  Athens !  destin'd  soon 
To  universal  sway." — ^They  climb  the  steps; 
Alone  Argestes  follows.    In  the  hall 
These  words  of  high  import  Mardonius  spake: 

"  My  liege,  the  season  calls  for  quick  resolves  | 
By  thee  entrusted  with  supreme  command. 
When  thou  art  absent,  to  Phalerones  port. 
Late  arsenal  of  Athens,  all  the  ships 
I  ordered  from  Eubcea;  they  below 
lie  well  equippM  and  sheltered,  nor  remote 
The  whole  united  armament  of  Greece  t 
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At  Sakmis.    Witb^Ariabignet  great, 

Thy  royal  brother,  and  for  merit  imin*d 

Thy  raling  admiral,  the  kiogs  of  Tyre, 

Of  SidoQ,  Caria's  priocesi,  and  the  rest, 

X  held  a  council ;  they  concorrM  to  fight. 

And  by  one  effort  terminate  the  war. 

All  but  the  queen,  from  whose  ingenuous  mouth 

Will  I,  though  differing,  faithfully  relate 

Each  argument,  each  word—'  Mardonius,  tell 

The  king.'  she  said,  *  what  peril  I  foresee 

From  this  attempt;  his  ships  defeated  leave 

His  host  endanger'd ;  ever  bold,  the  Greeks 

Are  desperate  now ;  the  want  of  sustenance 

Will  soon  disperse  them  to  their  several  homes; 

The  8ea*s  entire  dominion  to  the  king 

Will  then  be  left;  whole  armies 4hen  embarkM 

Through  inlets  free  may  pour  on  Pelops'  isle. 

Whose  coast  I  newly  have  en>lor*d  witli  care. 

Mardonius,  thou  art  eager;  do  qpt  trust 

In  multitude;  full  many  in  the  fleet 

Are  false,  are  cowards.     Let  our  sovereign  shun 

Precipitation ;  short  delay  at  least 

Is  safe;  a  naval  combat  lost,  is  bane*.'^ 

"  A  greater  bane  delay,'*  Argestes  here ; 
Who  reading  artful  in  the  royal  eye 
Determination  for  a  naval  fight. 
His  malice  thus  on  Artemif^ia  vents : 

**  My  liege  forgets  that  Caria's  queen  derives 
Her  blood  from  Grecian  fountains;  is  it  strange 
She  should  confine  thy  formidable  hand, 
And  so  preserve  her  lundred  ?*'— Stem  the  king: 

**  Though  I  reject  her  counsel  to  forbear 
The  fight,  none  better  will  that  fight  sustain 
Than  she,  whose  zeal,  fidelity  approved. 
And  valour,  none  can  equal  but  the  son 
Of  Gobryas.    Go,  Murdonius,  see  the  fleet 
Prepared  by  morning;  let  Argestes  bum 
The  citadel  and  temples ;  I  confer 
On  him  that  ofllce.'*— Utt'ring  this,  he  tum'd 
Apart;  forlorn  Argestes  hence  presag'd 
Declme  of  regal  favour,  cent'ring  all 
In  Gobrya^s  son,  who  fiercely  thus  pursu'd : 

*'  Thou  hear'st  the  king ;  now  hear  a  soldier's 
tone: 
Of  old  I  know  thee  slanderer  of  worth ; 
And  I,  distinguished  by  a  late  success. 
To  envious  eyes  no  welcome  guest  return. 
Thou  canst  traduce  the  absent,  whom  thy  tongue 
Would  flatter  present.    Not  in  Susa's  court. 
Amid  the  soft  security  of  peace. 
We  languish  now;  great  Xerxes  on  the  stage 
Of  glorkms  war,  amid  the  din  of  arms. 
Can  hear  thy  coz'ning  artifice  no  more. 
Ob,  that  he  ne*er  had  listened  !  Asia's  lord. 
When  to  a  Tyrian  trafficer  demean'd. 
He  bartered  fbr  his  glory.    By  my  sword, 
Leonidas,  preferring  fame  to  sway 
O'er  proffer'd  Greece,  was  noble !  What  thy  part. 
Who  tamely  proff'ring  wast  with  soom  dismissed  ? 
Go,  bum  the  fiuies !  Destmction  is  thy  joy." 

He  said,  departing  swiftly ;  on  his  way 


Psyttalia  nam'd,  pofsess;  er^  long  the  Ibes 
Against  her  craggy  border  may  be  driven; 
Let  spoils  and  captives  signalize  thy  zeal.' 
Thou,  Artamanes,  must  attend  him  Qiere, 
Nor  let  me  want  intelligence.    Farewell !" 

This  mandate  giv'n,  the  active  chief  proceeds 
With  steps  impatient  to  Phaleroo's  port. 


BOOK  V. 


Tilt  Son  was  set ;  Autarctus  and  his  band. 
In  haste  collected,  through  nocturnal  shades 
To  small  Psyttalia  passM  a  narrow  fnth. 

As  on  a  desert  forest,  where  at  night 
A  branching  oak  some  traveller  hath  climb*d 
To  couch  securely ;  if  the  trank  beset 
By  famish'd  wolves  in  herd,  who  thirst  for  blood. 
Pale  mom  discovers  to  his  waking  sight. 
His  hair  in  terrour  bristles,  pants  his  breast 
In  doubt  of  safety ;  thus  Aurora  show'd 
The  unexpected  gloam  of  Persian  arms. 
Which  fill'd  Psyttalia,  while  the  Attic  strand* 
With  numbers  equal  to  its  sandy  stores 
Was  cnver'd,  and  Phaleron's  road  with  masts, 
A  floating  forest,  crowded  like  the  pines. 
Majestic  daughters  of  the  Pontic  woods. 
Fair  j^thens  bumM  in  sight;  embodied  smoka 
Rosejnountaioous,  emitting  pillar'd  flames. 
Whose  umber'd  light  the  newly-dawning  Sim 
But  half  eclips'd.     At  intervals  are  heard 
The  hollow  sound  of  columns  prostrate  laid. 
The  crash  of  levell'd  walls,  of  sinking  roofs 
In  massy  ruin.    Consternation  cold 
Benumbs  the  Greek  spectators,  all  aghast 
Except  th*  Athenians,  whose  unshaken  minds 
To  this  expected  fate  resigned  their  homes 
For  inde}>endence.    Gigantean  rang'd 
From  ship  to  ship  Despair;  she  drives  ashore 
The  timid  leaders,  changing  late  resolves 
For  gen'rous  combat  into  base  retreat. 
To  seek  the  shelter  of  their  native  ports 
They  clamour  loud ;  the  admiral  convenes 
A  council ;  him  Themistocles  address'd : 

'*  Now  Eurybiades,  to  whose  command 
I  voluntary  yielded,  from  thy  charge. 
Not  less  for  Athens  than  for  gen'ral  Greece, 
I  claim  a  righteous  and  heroic  part. 
The  promised  fight  in  these  auspicious  straits. 
Which,  rendVing  vain  the  multitude  of  foes, 
Assujre  success.     But  separate  this  fleet, 
A  hundred  openings  may  barbarians  choose 
To  Pelops*  region ;  not  on  ev'ry  spot 
An  isthmian  wall  is  plac'd.     Depriv'd  of  all* 
If  to  your  succour  we  Athenians  lose 
All  claim,  ye  Greeks,  be  valiant  for  younelres  ! 
See  Attica  in  flames,  the  temples  raz'd. 
The  tombs  defac'd,  the  venerable  dust 
Of  our  forefothers  scatter'd  in  the  wind! 
Would  you  avoid  calamities  like  these. 
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Too  pttieiit  Spartan,  nay  to  dictate  here, 
Who  cannot  tell  os  they  posaew  a  borne  } 
For  Attica  in  flamet,  her  temples  raz*d. 
Her  tombs  disfignr'd,  for  th'  ignoble  doit 
Of  thy  fbrefathers  scattered  in  the  wind, 
ThoQ  low-bom  son  of  Neocles,  most  Greece 
Her  welfare  hazard  on  a  single  day. 
Which,  unsuccessfal,  endless  miu  brings  V* 

deander  heard,  Troezene's  youthful  chief; 
Warm  was  bis  boaom,  eloquent  his  tongue, 
Stroog-nenr*d  his  limbs,  well  exercis*d  in  anus ; 
Preventing  thus  Tbemtstocles,  he  spake : 

<*  Though  blood,  Corinthian,  be  of  noblest  dye, 
Base-4M>m  the  soul  when  Folly  is  her  sire. 
Absurdity  and  malice  no  reply 
Deserve  from  thee,  Athenian !  thee,  more  wise. 
More  valiant,  more  distinguished  in  thyself 
Than  all  the  vaunted  progeny  of  gods. 
Did  you  not  mourn,  ye  deities,  to  see 
A  nation,  you  created  with  their  soil. 
Forsake  that  ancient  land  ?  or  not  admire 
Your  greatest  work,  the  conduct  of  that  man. 
Who  such  a  race  from  such  endearing  homes. 
Wives,  husbands,  elders,  infuits,  maidens,  yonthi, 
In  genVous  quest  of  liboty  could  lead  ? 
Do  you  not  took  indignant  down  to  l^ear 
Sech  venomous  reproaches  on  his  worth, 
A  wrong  to  Oreece  ?  Her  sarkrar  him  I  call, 
As  yet,  I  trust,  his  dictates  will  prevail." 

While  he  declaimed,  Tbemtstocles,  who  scom'd 
The  insolent  Corinthian,  sat  and  scann'd 
The  kwks  of  all ;  his  penetrating  sight 
Cooki  read  the  thoughts  of  men ;  the  migor  part 
He  Bsw  averse  to  battle,  Sparta's  chief 
Uncertaro,  cold,  and  sknr.    Affecting  here 
Decisive  looks,  and  scorn  of  more  debate. 
Thus  brief  he  dos'd :  «  Athenians  stiU  possess 
A  city  buoyant  on  two  hundred  keels. 
ThoQ,  admiral  of  Sparta,  frame  thy  choice ; 
Fight,  and  Athenians  shall  thy  arm  sustain ; 
B^reat,  Athenians  shall  retreat  to  shores 
Which  bid  them  welcome,  to  Hesperian  shores. 
For  them  by  ancient  oracles  reserv'd, 
Safe  from  insulting  foes,  from  false  allies. 
And  Bleotherian  Jove  will  Mess  their  flight: 
So  said  your  own  Leonidas,  who  died 
For  public  welfkre.    You  that  glorious  death 
May  render,  Spartans,  fruitless  in  yourselves.** 

This  laid,  he  left  the  council';  not  to  fly, 
Bot  with  his  wonted  policy  compel 
The  Greeks  to  bnttle.    At  a  secret  cove 
He  held  m  constant  readmess  a  skiii^ 
In  Pernan  colours  mask'd ;  he  there  embark'd 
The  most  entrusted  of  his  household,  charg'd 
With  these  instmctions:  **  Now  retnm  my  love, 
Siciaos,  bom  a  Persian,  of  my  house 
Kot  u  a  slave  long  habitant,  but  friend, 
My  chikiren's  tutor,  in  my  trust  supreme, 
TV)  Xerxes*  navy  sail ;  acoost  her  chief 
In  words  like  these—*  Themistocles,  who  leads 
Athenian  squadrons,  is  the  monarch*s  friend, 
^PpqpvMbytbisinteHigence;  the  Greeks 
n  consternation  shortly  will  resolve 
To  separate  and  fly ;  let  Asia's  fleet 
[jw  numbers  round  in  diligence  extend, 
■JJ^ng  cv'ry  passage ;  then,  oonfus*d, 
^i»  whole  confrderated  force  of  Greece 
Will  sooner  yield  than  flght,  and  Xerxes  dote 
^  «ce  10  neiSkws  a-war*.**— He  ceas'd. 

MeaawkUe  the  conncil  wasted  preciont  hourSf 


Till  Enrybiadei,  at  length  alarB>a 

Lest  all  th»  Athenians  should  retjneat  inoew*d, 

Pbstpon'd  the  issue  to  th'  enauinf  day. 

Themistocles,  retiring  to  his  tent. 
There  found  his  wife ;  his  stratagem  on  wings 
Of  execution,  left  his  mmd  serene; 
Relaxed  in  thought,  he  trifled  with  his  boy. 
Young  chiM,  who  playful  on  the  mother's  lap^ 
Soon  as  of  Xerxes  earnest  she  inquir'd. 
With  frowning  graces  on  his  brow  of  down, 
Clencb'd  fast  his  infisnt  hands.   The  dame  punuest 

"  O  that  the  Greeks  would  emulate  tbis  child. 
Clench  fut  their  weapons,  and  oonfroi^  the  foe  I 
Did  we  abandon  our  paternal  homes, 
Our  nuptial  chambers,  from  the  cradle  snatch 
Our  helpless  babes  ?  Did  tender  maideiv  join 
Unanimous  the  cry,  «  Eoibark,  embark 
For  Salamis  and  freedom  !*  to  behold 
The  men  debating  (so  the  Attic  wives 
Are  told)  uncertain  if  to  flght  or  serve  ? 
Who  are  the  cowards,  rather  traitors,  say  ? 
We  will  alsail  them,  as  the  Trojan  dames 
Did  Polymestor,  royal  thiet,  who  broke 
The  holiest  ties  for  gold.*'— "  Take  comibit,  tovet 
All  shall  be  well,**  Themistocles  replied. 

"  Yes,  I  in  thee  have  comfort,'*  she  proceeds; 
"  Thou  canst  devise  some  artiflce  to  urge 
£v*n  dastards  on ;  Sicinus  thou  hast  sent, 
I  ask  not  whither.**— In  a  smile  her  lord : 

"  With  thy  permisskm,  then,  the  guds  remain 
My  confidents:  to  ease  thee,  I  proclaim 
This  boy  the  first  of  Greeks;  he  governs  thee, 
Thou  me,  I  Athens;  who  shall  govern  Greece, 
As  I  am  sure  to  circumvent  the  foes. 
Retiring,  seek  the  town;  oonsde  the  dames ; 
Thy  husband  never  was  so  high  in  hope.'* 

She  pleas'd,  departing,  spsike:  *•  To  govern  that 
Requires  an  art  which  never  woman  knew. 
Nor  man;  most  artful,  thou  oontrollest  all. 
Yet  caU'st,  nay  often  seem*st,  thyself  controlFd.*' 

She  distant,  thus  he  meditates  alone: 
"  True,  when  I  seem  oontroU'd  by  others  most. 
Then  most  aasur*d  my  enterprise  succeeds. 

0  lib*raJ  Nature !  science,  aru  acquired, 

1  little  value;  while  thy  light  supplies 
Profuse  invention,  let  capricious  chance 
With  obstacles  and  dangers  gird  me  round, 

I  can  sunnount  them  all ;  nor  peace,  nor  war. 
Nor  all  the  swift  vicissitudes  of  time, 
E*er  gave  emergency  a  birth  too  strong 
For  me  to  govern.    On  this  crisis  hangs 
My  fiituro  greatness;  whether  joy  or  grief 
ShaU  close  the  te?in  of  being,  none  foreknow  ^ 
My  penetrating  spirit  I  will  trust 
Thus  far  prophetic;  for  a  time,  at  least, 
I  win  possess  authority  and  pow'r 
To  fix  a  name  enduring  like  the  Sun.** 

Thus,  m  his  own  strong  faculties  secnfs^ 
To  rest  he  tranquil  sunk,  and  slept  till  dawn ; 
Then  early  rose.    Advancing  from  theshoaa, 
A  manly  figure  he  observes,  the  face 
Wrapt  in  a  mantle ;  as  dividing  clouds 
Reveal  th'  unmuffled  Skm,  the  mantle  cast 
Aside  discovers  the  miyestic  front 
Of  Aristides,  who  the  silence  breaks  r 

**  Dissensions  past,  aM  puerile  and  vain. 
Now  to  forget,  and  noMy  strive  who  best 
Shall  serve  his  country,' Aristides  warns 
His  ancient  foe  Themistocles.     I  hear 
Thou  giv*st  the  best  of  eouncila,  which  the  Oreshs. 
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Reject,  through  mean  tolicitnde  to  fly ; 

Weak  men  !  throughout  these  narrow  seas  the  foe 

Is  stationM  now,  preventing  all  escape." 

Themistocles,  though  covetous  of  fame, 
Though  envying  pow'r  in  others,  was  not  bred 
lu  horrid  deserts,  not  with  savage  milk 
Of  tigers  nnrs*d,  nor  bore  a  ruthless  heart 

He  thus  replied :  "  With  gratitude  this  foe 
Accepts  thy  welcome  news,  thy  profler'd  aid, 
Tliy  noble  challenge  $  in  this  glorious  race 
Be  all  our  strife  each  other  to  surpass. 
First  know  my  inmost  secrets ;  if  the  straits 
Are  all  invested  with  barbarian  ships. 
The  act  is  mine;  of  our  intended  flight 
I  through  Sictnus  have  appris'd  the  foes ; 
Of  hi*  success  thee  messenger  I  hail.** 

The  exile  then:  "  Such  policy  denotes 
Themistocles;  I  praise,  the  Greeks  have  cause 
To  bless,  thy  ^conduct ;  teach  me  now  what  task 
I  can  achieve;  to  labour,  to  advise 
With  thee  commanding,  solely  to  enjoy 
The  secret  pleasure  of  preserving  Greece, 
Is  my  pursuit;  the  glory  all  be  thine.*' 
:    **  Before  the  council  show  that  honour'd  face," 
Rejoins  the  chief;  **  report  thy  tidings  there. 
To  preparation  for  immediate  fight 
JBxbort;  such  notice  they  would  slight  in  me. 
In  thee  all  men  believe.**— This  said,  they  mov'd. 

Them  on  their  way  Myronides  approached, 
Xanthippus,  Cimoo,  .Sschylns,  and  all 
The  captains,  fixing  reverential  eyes 
*  On  Aristides ;  this  the  wary  son 
Of  Neocles  remarked ;  he  gains  the  town 
Of  Salamis,  the  council  there  is  met; 
To  them  th*  illustrious  exile  he  presents. 
At  whose  appearance  all  th*  assembly  rise, 
Save  Adimantus;  fast  by  ^nvy  bound, 
He  sits  morose ;  illibVal  then  the  word. 
As  Aristides  was  in  act  to  speak. 
Thus  takes:  <*  fioeotia,  Attica  redncM, 
llie  Dorians,  Locrians,  you  already  know ; 
To  me  this  mom  intelligence  arriv'd. 
That  Tbespia,  that  Platea  were  in  flames. 
All  Phocis  conqoer*d  ;  thus  alone  of  Greece 
The  isle  of  Pelops  unsubdu'd  remains. 
For  what  is  lost,  ye  Grecians,  must  we  face 
Such  mightier  numbers,  while  barbarian  hate 
Lurks  in  Ps3rtta1ia,  watching  for  the  wrecks 
Of  our  defeated  navy  }  Shall  we  pause 
Now  at  the  isthmus  with  united  force 
To  save  a  precious  remnant  ?  Landing  there. 
Your  sailors  turn  to  soldiers,  oars  to  spears ; 
The  only  bulwark  you  have  left,*  defend.'^ 

Then  Aristides :  '*  Ignominious  flight 
Necessity  forbids;  iEgma's  shore 
Last  night  I  left ;  horn  knowledge  I  report 
The  hostile  navy  bars  at  either  mouth 
The  narraw  strait  between  Psvttalia's  isle 


'*  Is  there  in  Greece  who  doubts  that  righteomf 
tongue. 
Save  Adimantus  ?  To  suspect  the  truth 
Of  that  illustrious  exile,  were  to  prove 
Ourselves  both  false  and  timid.     But  enough 
Of  altercation ;  from  the  fleet  I  ccMne, 
The  words  of  Aristides  I  confirm ; 
Prepare  to  fight;  no  passage  have  our  ships 
But  through  embattled  foes.'' — The  council  rose. 

In  this  tremendous  season  thronging  round 
Th*  accomplished  son  of  Neocles,  Uieir  hopes 
In  his  unerring  conduct  all  repose. 
Thus  on  Olympus  round  their  father  Jove 
The  deities  collected,  when  the  war 
Of  Earth's  gigantic  offspring  menac'd  Heav*!!, 
In  his  omnipotence  of  arm  and  mind 
Confiding.     Eurybiades,  supreme 
In  title,  ev*ry  leader  speeds  to  act 
What  great  Themistocles  suggests ;  himself. 
In  all  expedients  copious,  seeks  his  wife. 
Whom  he  accosts,  encircled  where  she  stood 
With  Attic  dames:  **  Timothea,  now  rejoice! 
The  Greeks  will  fight;  to  morrow's  Sun  will  give 
A  glorious  day  of  liberty  to  Greec*. 
Assemble  thou  the  women ;  let  the  dawn 
Behold  you  spread  the  Salaminian  beach; 
In  your  selected  ornaments  attir'd. 
As  when  superb  processions  to  the  gods 
Your  presence  graces;  with  your  children  stand 
Encompassed ;  cull  your  fairest  daughters,  range 
Them  in  the  front;  alluring  be  their  dress. 
Their  beauties  half  discover  d,  half  conceard  $ 
As  when  you  practise  on  a  lover's  eye. 
Through  that  soft  portal  to  invade  the  heart; 
So  shall  the  faithful  husband  from  his  wifiB 
Cratch  fire,  the  father  from  his  blooming  race. 
The  youthful  warrior  from  the  maid  he  loves : 
Your  looks  will  sharpen  our  vindictive  swordsi** 
In  all  the  grace  of  pdish'd  Athens  thus  ' 

His  charge  pronouncing,  with  a  kind  embrace 
He  quits  her  bosom,  nor  th'  encircling  dames 
Without  respectful  admonition  leaves 
To  aid  his  consort    Orateftil  in  itself 
A  task  she  soon  begins,  which  pleases  more 
As  pleasing  him.    A  meadow  fresh  in  green. 
Between  the  sea^beat  margin  and  the  walls. 
Which  bore  the  island's  celebrated  name. 
Extended  large;  there  oft  the  Attic  fair 
In  bevies  met;  Themistocles  the  ground 
To  them  allotted,  that  communion  soft. 
Or  pastime,  sweetly  cheating,  might  relieve 
The  sad  remembrance  of  their  native  homes. 
Here  at  Tlmothea*s  summons  they  convenM 
In  multitude  beyond  the  daisies,  strewn 
7*hick  o'er  the  verdure  from  the  lap  of  S{>rin^, 
When  most  profuse.    The  wives,  the  mothers  here 
Of  present  heroes,  there  in  bud  are  seea 
The  ^iture  mothers  of  immortal  sons. 
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Am  when  npeib  prbceaiiant  to  the  gods 

Yoorpreflence  graces;  hut  ye  future  brides. 

Now  maids,  let  all  th'  allurement  of  atUre 

Enhance  your  beauties  to  th*  c»iamoor*d  eye: 

So  from  the  face  he  lores  shall  ev'ry  youth 

Catch  fire,  with  animating  passion  look 

On  her,  and  conquer.    Tlius  Cecropia's  maids, 

Who  Idft  their  country  rather  than  abide 

Impure  compulsion  to  barbarian  beds. 

Or  ply  the  foreign  loom  with  servile  hands. 

Shall  live  to  see  their  hymeneal  mom ; 

BleS8*d  in  heroic  husbands,  shall  transmit 

To  late  posterity  the  Attic  name. 

And  yon,  whose  exemplary  steps  began 

Our  glorious  emigration,  you  shall  see 

Your  lords,  your  sons,  in  triumph  to  your  homes 

Return,  ye  matrons" — ^"  Or  with  them  will  die. 

If  fortune  frown,**  Laodice  aloud ; 

**  For  this  I  hold  a  poniard;  ere  endure 

A  Persian  yoke,  will  pierce  this  female  heart'' 

Enthusiastic  ardour  seems  to  change 
TheiT  sex;  with  manlike  firmness  all  consent 
To  maet  Timothea  ^ere  by  eariy  dawn 
In  chosen  raiment,  and  wiUi  weapons  arm'd. 
As  chance  should  furnish.    Thus  Timothea  sway'd. 
The  emulator  of  her  husband's  art. 
But  De*er  beyond  immaculate  intent ; 
At  her  suggestion  hiterpos'd  her  friend 
I^odice,  the  consort  young  and  faAr 
Of  bold  Aminias,  train*d  by  naval  Mars, 
From  the  same  bed  with  .^Khylns  deriv*d« 

TrcBzene's  leader,  passing  by,  admir*cl 
The  gen*rous  flame,  but  secretly  ve}oic*d 
In  Ariphilia  at  Calanria  safe ; 
He  to  thy  tent,  Tbemistocles,*was  bound. 
Thee  to  Sicinus  listening,  just  retum*d 
From  his  successful  course.  Oleander  fbund. 
Thee  of  thy  dear  Timothea  first  informed, 
While  thon  didst  smile  applause.     The  youth 
pursued : 

''  From  Aristides  I  deputed  come ; 
He  will  adventure  from  Psyttalia*8  isle 
This  night  to  chase  the  (be,  if  thou  concur 
In  help  and  counsel :  bands  of  Attic  youth. 
Superfluous  force  excluded  finom  the  fleet. 
With  ready  arms  the  enterprise  demand ; 
Them,  with  his  troop,  Oilean  Medon  joins.'* 

*'  A  noble  Grecian,  sage,  experietfc'd,  brave," 
Returns  the  chief;  <*  my  answer  is  concise: 
Sictaos,  fly  !  their  pmnaces  and  skifb 
Command  th'  Athenian  vessels  to  supply 
At  Aristides'  call;  th>  attempt  is  wise, 
becoming  such  a  soldier ;  thou  remain 
With  him,  to  bring  me  tidings  of  success." 

Swift  as  a  stone  from  Balearic  slings, 
Sicinus  hastens  to  th'  Athenian  fleet ; 
Oeander  light  th*  important  order  bean 
To  Aristides,  whose  exalted  voice 
Collects  the  bandmg  jrouth.    So  gen'rous  hounds 
The  huntsman's  call  obe^;  with  ringing  peals 
Their  throats  in  tune  delight  Aurora's  ear ; 
They  pant  impatient  for  the  scented  field. 
Devour  in  thought  the  victims  of  their  speed, 
Vor  dread  the  rav*nous  wolf,  nor  tusky  boar. 
Nor  lion,  king  of  beasts.    The  exile  foels 
Returning  warmth,  like  some  neglected  steed 
Of  uoblest  temper,  finom  his  won^  haunts 
Who  kmg  hath  languish'd  in  the  lazy  stall; 
Caird  forth,  h^  paws,  he  snufb  th'  enliv'ning  air^ 
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he  proffers  in  a  cheerful  neigh 


To  scour  the  vale,  to  monnt  the  shelving  hill. 
Or  dash  from  thickets  close  the  sprinkling  dew. 

He  thus  to  Medon :  *<  Of  PiytuUa's  shore 
That  eastern  fiat  contains  the  Persian  chief, 
Known  by  hissundatd;  with  four  thousand  youths 
Make  thy  impression  there;  the  western  end 
Our  foes  neglect,  a  high  and  craggy  part; 
But  Nature  there  through  perforated  rock 
Hath  left  a  passage,  wiUi  its  mouth  8bov4  ^ 

Conceal'd  in  bushes;  this,  to  me  well  known, 
I  will  possess;  thence  rusliing,  will  surround 
The  unsuspecting  Persian.    J>irkness  falls; 
Let  all  embark ;  at  midnight  ply  the  oar." 

They  hear  and  march ;  allotted  seats  they  take 
Aboard  the  skiflk  Sicinus  had  prepar'd. 
Impatient  waiting,  hot  impatience  keeps 
Her  peace.    The  second  watch  is  now  elaps'd. 
That  baneful  season,  mark'd  m  legends  old. 
When  death-controlling  sorcery  compelPd 
Unwilling  spirits  back  to  mortal  clay 
Entomb'd,  when  dire  Thessalian  charmers  call'd 
Down  from  her  orb  the  pallid  queen  of  night. 
And  Hell*s  tremendous  avenues  unclos'd ; 
To  Asia's  mothers  now  of  real  bane, 
Who  soon  must  wail  ten  thousand  slaughtered  soos^ 
The  boats  in  order  move ;  fiill-fac'd  the  Moon 
Extends  the  shadows  of  a  thousand  masts 
Across  the  mirror  of  cerulean  floods, 
Which  feel  no  ruffling  wind.    A  western  course 
With  his  division  Aristides  steers. 
The  Locrian  eastward ;  by  whose  dashing  oars 
A  guard  is  roos'd,  not  timely  to  obstruct 
His  flrm  descent,  yet  ready  on  the  strand 
To  give  him  battle.    Medon's  spear  by  fate 
Is  wielded ;  L(x;rians  and  Athenians  sweep 
The  foes  before  them ;  numbers  fVesh  maintain 
Unceasing  conflict,  till  on  ev'ry  side 
His  reinforcement  Aristides  pours. 
And  turns  the  fight  to  carnage :  by  his  arm 
Befoto  a  tent  of  stately  structure  sinks 
Autarctus  brave  in  death.    The  twilight  breaks 
On  heaps  of  slaughter ;  not  a  Persian  lives 
But  Artamanes,  ftx>goi  whose  youthful  brow 
The  beaver  sever'd  by  th'  auspicious  steel 
Of  Medon,  show'd  a  well-remember'd  fece ; 
The  Locrian  swift  embrac'd  him,  and  began; 

*'  Deserve  my  kindness  by  some  grateful  news 
Of  Melibceus  and  the  Delphian  priest ; 
Tfot  .£schylus  in  pity  shall  exceed  , 

My  care  in  this  thy  second  captive  state." 

His  grateful  newsfthe  Persian  thus  repeats: 
**  NicflBa,  fort  of  Locris,  them  contains; 
Though  pris^ioers,  happy  in  the  guardian  care 
Of  Artemisia.    What  disastrous  sight  I 
Autarctus  there  lies  prostrate  in  his  blood. 
Oh,  I  must  throw  me  at  the  rictor's  feet !" 

He  went,  by  Medon  introduc'd  to  kneel ; 
Forbid  by  Aristides,  he  began : 

"  My  own  compassion  to  solicit  yours. 
Without  disgrace  might  bend  a  satrap's  knee  ; 
I  have  a  tale  of  sorrow  to  unfold. 
Might  soften  hearts  less  humaniz'd  and  just 
Than  yours,  O  gen'rous  Grecians  !  In  that  tent 
The  widow'd  wifo  of  this  late  envied  prince, 
Yourg,  royal  matron — twenty  annual  Suna 
She  hath  not  told—three  infants.**»Attheta  woidf 
The  righteous  man  of  Athens  stays  to  hear 
No  more;  he  gains  the  tent,  he  enters,  views 
Sandauce,  silent  in  majestic  woe. 
With  her  three  children  in  their  eMtem  v^stt 
H 
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Of  gettisandgold;  Hfbamty  ferbids 
To  interrupt  Uie  tilence  of  ber  giief ; 
ftcinu%  waiting  nigh,  he  thus  ei^ins : 

"  Then,  bom  a  Persian,  from  a  ghastly  stage 
Of- massacre  and  terroar  these  transport 
To  thy  own  lord,  Themistocles;  the  qx>ils 
Are  his,  not  mme.    Could  words  of  comfort  heal 
Calamity  thos  sudden  and  severe, 
I  would  instract  thy  tongue ;  but  mute  respect 
Is  all  thy  pow'r  can  give,  or  she  receive. 
Apprise  the  gen'ral  that  Psyttalia's  coaat 
I  will  maintain  with  Medon,  from  the  wrecks 
To  save  our  friends,  our  enemies  destroy." 

He  then  withdraws;  Athenians  he  cofflmands 
Aotarctus'  body  to  remove  from  sight; 
When  her  pavilion  now  Sandauce  leaves, 
PreccJded  by  Sicinns.    On  the  ground 
She  bends  her  aspect,  Bot  a  tear  the  dropa 
To  ease  her  swelling  heart;  by  eunuchs  ]ed> 
Her  infants  foNow;  while  a  troop  of  slaves^ 
Whh  folded  arms  across  their  heaving  brsastSy 
The  sad  procession  dose.    To  Medon  here 
Spake Artamanes:  "O humane!  permit 
Me  to  attend  this  princess,  and  console 
At  least,  companion  of  her  woes,  bewail 
A  royal  woman  from  Darius  sphmg." 

Him  not  a  moment  now  his  friend  detains; 
At  this  aflfectiog  season  he  defers 
Inaniry  more  of  Melibcsus,  known 
Safo  in  Nicsea ;  Persia's  youth  departs ; 
The  moanifttl  train  for  Salamis  embark. 


BOOK  VI. 


Bright  pow'r,  Whose  presence  wakens  on  the  face 

Of  Nature  all  her  beauties,  gilds  the  floods. 

The  crags  and  forests,  vine^lad  hills  and  fields. 

Where  Ceres,  Pan,  and  Bacchus  in  thy  beams 

Rejoice  ;  O  Sun  !  thou  o'er  Athenian  tow'rs, 

The  citaidel  and  fanes  in  rain  huge. 

Dost  rismg  now  iUmnh^te  a  scene 

More  new,  more  wondrous,  to  thy  piercing  ejCf 

Than  ever  time  disclo8*d.    Phaleroo's  wave 

Presents  three  thousand  barks  in  pendants  rich ; 

Spectators,  clustering  like  Hymettiao  bees. 

Hang  ou  the  burdened  shrouds,  the  bending  yards. 

The  reeling  masts ;  the  whole  Cecropian  strand. 

Far  as  Eleusis,  seat  of  mystic  rites, 

Is  throng'd  with  millions,  male  and  female  race 

Of  Asia  and  of  Libya,  rank'd  on  foot. 

On  horses,  camels,  cars.    Ailgaleos  tall, 

Half  down  his  long  declivity  where  spreads 

A  mossy  level,  on  a  tlurone  of  gold 

Displays'  the  king  environ'd  by  his  court 

In  oriental  pomp;  the  hill  behind. 

By  warriors  covered,  like  some  trophy  huge. 

Ascends  in  varied  arms  and  banners  clad ; 

Below  the  monarch's  feet  tb'  immortal  guard, 

IJne  under  line,  erect  their  gaudy  spears; 

Th*  arrangement,  shelving  downward  to  the  beach. 


Six  hundred  braxcn  l^aks  of  tow'r4ika  fhipt^ 
Unwieldy  bulks ;  the  gently-swelling  soil 
Of  Salamis,  rich  island,  bounds  the  view. 
Along  her  silver-sanded  verge  array'd. 
The  men  at  arms  exalt  their  naval  spears 
Of  length  terrific.    All  the  tender  sex, 
Rank'd  by  Timothea,  from  a  green  ascent 
Look  down  m  beauteous  order  on  thett  sires. 
Their  husbands,  lovers,  brothers,  sons,  prepar'd 
To  mount  the  rolling  deck.    The  younger  damet 
In  bridal  robes  are  clad ;  tiie  matrons  sage 
In  solemn  raiment,  woru-on  sacred  days; 
Bot  white  in  vesture  like  their  OMudeo  breasts. 
Where  Zephyr  plays,  uplifting  with  his  breath 
The  loosely-waving  folds,  a  chosen  line 
Of  AtU«  graces  in  the  front  is  plaCd ; 
From  each  foir  head  the  tresses  fiill,  entwin'd 
With  newly-gather'd  flowrets;  chaplets  gay 
The  snowy  hand  sustains;  the  native  curls, 
O'ersbading  half,  augment  their  pow'rful  charms  j 
While  Venus,  tempered  by  Minerva,  fills 
Their  eyes  with«rdour,  pointing  ev*ry  glance 
To  animate,  not  soften.     From  on  high 
Her  large  controlling  orbs  Timothea  roHs, 
Surpassing  all  in  stature,  not  unlike 
In  majesty  of  shape  the  wife  of  Jove, 
Presiding  o'er  the  empyreal  fair. 
Below,  her  consort  m  resplendent  arms 
Stands  near  an  altar;  there  the  victim  bleeds. 
The  entrails  bnm ;  the  forvent  priest  invokes 
Hie  Eleotherian  pow'rs.     Sicinus  eomes, 
Sandauce  follows ;  and  in  siinyptiioos  vests. 
Like  infhnt  Castor  and  his  brother  fisir. 
Two  bojrs ;  a  girl  like  Hdeii,  ere  she  threw 
Delicious  poison  from  her  fatal  ejres. 
But  tripp'd  in  blameless  childhood  o'er  the  mesids 
Of  sweet  Amyclse,  her  maternal  seat : 
Nor  less  with  beauty  was  Sandauce  grac'd 
Than  Helen's  mother,  Leda,  who  enthrali'd 
Th'  Olympian  god.    A  starting  look  the  priest 
Cast  on  the  children ;  eager  by  the  hand 
Themistocles  he  grasp'd,  and  thus  aloud  .* 

*'  Accept  this  omen!  At  th'  auspicious  sight 
Of  thess  young  captives,  finom  the  ofTring  burst 
Unwonted  light;  Fate's  volume  is  unroU'd, 
Where  victory  is  written  in  their  blood. 
To  Bacchus,  styl'd  Devourer,  «)  this  isle. 
Amid  surrounding  gloom,  a  temple  hoar 
By  time  remains;  to  Bacchus  I  devote 
These  splendid  victims;  while  his  altar  smokes. 
With  added  force  thy  prow  shall  pierce  the  foe. 
And  conquest  sit  triumphant  on  thy  mast." 

So  spake  relig^s  lips;  the  people  heard. 
Believing  heard: — <*  To  Bacchus,  Bacchus  give 
The  splendid  victims !"  hoarse  acclaim  resounds. 
Myronides,  Xanthippus,  Cimoa  good. 
Brave  .£schylus,  each  leader  is  unmann'd 
By  honour,  save  the  cool,  sagacious  son 
Of  Neodes.    The  prophet  he  accosts : 

**  Wise,  Eu^Jhrantides,  are  thy  holy  words! 
To  that  propitious  god  these  children  besur ; 
Due  time  apply  from  each  barbarian  stain 
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Ifikt  Miobe  Jut  dMOginfr  into  Hom, 

Ere  yet  sad  moisture  bad  a  passage  ftmnd 

To  flow,  the  emblem  of  maternal  grief: 

At  length  tbe  rigoor  of  her  tender  Umba 

DissoKiBg,  Aftamaues  bears  away 

Her  fiiiotiog  burden,  while  th'  inhuman  seer 

To  slaughter  leads  her  in&nts.     Ev'ry  ey^ 

Od  them  is  tum'd.    Themistocles,  unmarked 

By  others,  beckoning  draws  Sicinus  nigh, 

In  secret  thus  commiaion'd :  "  Choose  a  band 

FfOBB  my  entrusted  menials;  swift  overtake, 

like  an  assistant  join  this  holy  man ; 

Not  dead,  but  tiTing,  shall  these  infimt  heads 

Arail  tbe  Grecians.    When  tbe  direftil  grore^ 

Impenetrably  dark*knng,  black  with  night. 

That  antiquated  seat  of  horrid  rites. 

You  reach,  bid  Euphrantides,  in  my  name, 

This  impious,  fruitless  homicide  forbear; 

If  be  refuse,  his  saTage  zeal  restrain 

Byforce."~This  said,  his  disencumbered  thoughts 

For  iiwtanr  fight  prepare ;  with  nsatchless  art 

To  rouse  the  tend'rest  passions  of  tbe  soul 

In  aid  of  duty,  from  the  altar's  height, 

His  voice  persnasiTe,  audible,  and  smooth. 

To  battle  thus  his  countrymen  inflanes : 

"  Ye  pious  sons  of  Athens,  on  that  sk)pe 
Behold  your  mothers !  husbands,  Others,  sea 
Your  Wiyeii  and  race !  before  such  ol^ects  dear, 
Soch  precious  Kves  defending,  you  m|ist  wield 
Tbe  pond'nms  naval  fpear;  ye  gallant  yoiMs, 
iMk  on  those  lorely  maids,  your  destined  brides, 
Who  of  their  pride  have  disarrayed  the  meads 
To  bhid  your  temples  with  triumphal  wreaths  ; 
Gsn  yon  do  leas  than  conouer  in  their  sight. 
Or,  coqqner'd,  perish  ?  Women  ne*er  desenr*d 
So  much  from  men ;  yet  what  their  present  claim } 
That  by  your  prowess  their  maternal  seat 
"Hiey  may  revisit;  that  Cecropia's  gates 
May  yield  them  entrance  to  their  own  abodes^ 
There  meritorious  to  reside  in  peace. 
Who  cheerful,  who  magnanimous,  those  homes 
To  hostile  fiames,  their  timder  limbs  resign*d 
To  all  the  hardships  of  this  crowded  spot, 
For  preservation  of  tbe  Attic  name, 
Laws,  rites,  and  nmnners.    Do  your  women  ask 
Too'much,  along  their  native  streets  to  move 
With  grateful  chaplets  (or  Minerva's  shrine, 
To  view  th*  anguet  Acropolis  again. 
And  iir  processMm  celebrate  your  deeds  ? 
Ye  men  of  Athena  i  shall  those  blooming  bods 
Of  innocence  and  beauty,  who  disclose 
Their  snowy  chamM  by  chastity  reserv'd 
^  your  embmoes,  shall  those  spotless  maids 
Abide  compulsion  to  barbarian  beds  ? 
Their  Atdc  arts  and  talents  be  debased 
Iq  P»iian  bondage  ^  Shall  Cephissian  bai^ 
CallirhoS's  fountain,  and  Oissus  pure, 
Shall  sweet  Hyinettus  never  hear  again 
Their  graceful  step  rebounding  from  the  turf. 
With  you 'companions  in  tbe  choral  danoe, 
£aamour*d  youths,  who  court  their  nuptial  hands  ?" 

A  geifna  ptean  tntereepts  his  voice; 
On  ringing  shields  the  spears  in  eadenee  beat ; 
While  notes  more  soft,  but,  issued  from  sack  hps. 
Far  more  inspiring,  to  the  martial  song 
tbnumber*d  daughters  of  Cecropia  yna* 
Such  interraptioa  pleasM  tbe  artliil  chief. 
Who  said  no  mote.    Descending,  swift  he  caught 
The  favourable  moment;  he  embark'd, 
AU  ardent  feUoWd ;  oa  bit  dtek  co^sn'd, 


Myrooides,  XabtbippiiB,  Qmoitk  Md» 
Amiiias)  iEsehylus,  he  thns  exhorts  s 

"  My  brave  associates,  publish  o*er  tlie  fleet; 
That  I  have  won  tbe  Asiaa  Greeks^  whom  force 
Not  choice  agamst  us  ranges,  to  retain      [blood.** 
Their  weapons  sbeathM,  untingM  with  kindred 

Not  less  magnanimous,  and  more  infiam'd, 
Mardonius  too  ascends  the  stately,  deck 
Of  Artabignes ;  there  each  leader,  call'd 
To  hear  the  royal  mandate,  he  addressed : 

**  Behold  your  king,  eneIos*d  by  watchful  tcribet. 
Unfolding  volumes  like  the  rolls  of  Fate ! 
The  brave,  the  fearful,  characterM  will  stand 
By  name,  by  lineage  there;  his  searchmg  eye 
Will  note  your  actions,  to  dispense  rewards 
Of  wealth  and  rank,  or  punishment  and'shama 
IrreVbcahly  doom.    But  see  a  spoil 
Beyond  the  power  of  Xerxes  to  bestow. 
By  your  own  prowess  singly  to  be  won, 
Those  beauteous  women;  emblems  th^  of  Greece^ 
Show  what  a  coantiy  jrou  are  come  to  share. 
Can  victory  be  doubtful  in  this  cause  ? 
Who  ean  be  slow  when  riches,  honours,  fame. 
His  sov'reign's  smile,  and  beauty,  are  the  prise  ? 
Now  tift  the  sigttal  for  immediate  fight." 

He  spake  applauded ;  in  his  rapid  Aitt 
Was  wafted  back  to  Xerxes,  who  enthroned 
High  on  .£galeos  anxious  sat  to  view 
A  seesM  which  Nature  never  3ret  display'd. 
Nor  fianey  f<^'d.    The  theatre  was  Qreaoe, 
Mankind  speotaton;  equal  to^hat  stage 
Themistocles,  great  actor!  by  the  pow'r 
Of  fiction  present  in  his  teeming  soul. 
Blends  confidence  with  courage,  on  the  Greski 
Imposing  firm  belief  in  heavily  aid. 

'*  I  see,  I  see  divine  Eleusis  shoot 
A  spiry  fiame  auspicious  towVds  the  fleet. 
I  see  the  blessed  ^cidas ;  the  ghosts 
Of  TelamoQ  and  Peleus,  Ajax  there. 
There  bright  Achilles  buoyant  on  the  gale. 
Stretch  fiom  iEghia  their  propitious  hands. 
I  see  a  woman!  It  is  Pallasi  Hark ! 
She  calls !  How  long^  insensate  men,  your  ptowt 
Win  you  keep  back,  and  victory  suspend ?'' 

He  gives  tbe  signal.    With  impetuous  heat 
Of  zeal  and  valour,  urging  sails  and  oars, 
Th'  Atheoiaas  dash  the  waters,  which  distnrb'd^ 
Combine  their  murmur  with  umramber'd  shouts  ; 
The  gallies  rush  along  like  gliding  clouds, 
That  utter  hollow  thunder  as  they  sweep 
A  distant  ridge  of  hills.    The  crowded  lines 
Of  Xerxes'  navy,  in  tbe  straits  confuTd, 
Through  their  own  weight  add  multitude  ill  steer'd. 
Are  piere*d  by  diifrentsquadroas,  which  their  ohieft^ 
Each  with  his  tribe,  to  dreadfbl  onsdt  led. 
Th*  unerring  skill  of  Pallas  seem'd  to  form, 
Then  guide  8ieir  just  arrangement    None  surpamM 
Tbeefibrtboldof^Mshylus;  two  ships 
Of  large  construction,  boast  of  naval  Tyrt, 
His  well-directed  beak,  o*erlaid  with  brass. 
Transpierces;  Attic  Neptune  whelms  his  floods 
0*er  efth^  found*ring  bulk.    Three  moie,  by  flight 
Wrecked  on  Psyttalia,  yield  their  victim  ctfews 
To  Aristides ;  vigilant  and  dire 
AgaimA  the  ravager  Of  Greece  he  stood. 
Like  that  Hesperian  dragon;  wakeftd  gaaid 
To  Atlantean  fruit.    Th'  intrepid  son 
Of  Neocles,  disdaimag  meaner  spoil 
Than  Asia^  king-bom  admiral,  with  sails 
Outspread4a'fNib'nB9  hnites,  mMf  sINrd 
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By  Ariabignes*  tmhiof  u  he  p«tt*d    . 

The  triple  tire  of  oars ;  then  grappling,  poor'd 

His  fierce  aBsailantu  on  the  splendid  poop. 

To  this  attack  the  gallant  prince  opposed 

His  royal  person  ;  three  Athenians  bleed 

Beneath  him ;  but  Themistocles  he  meets. 

Seed  of  Darins,  Ariabignes  fidls 

In  Xerxes*  Tiew,  by  that  unrivaird  chief 

Whose  arm,  whose  conduct.  Destiny  that  day 

Ol>ey*d,  while  Fortune  steady  on  her  wheel 

Looked  smiling  down.    The  regal  flag  descends, 

The  democratic  standard  is  oprear*d,  ^ 

Where- that  proud  name  of  Eleutheria  shines 

In  characters  of  silver.    Xerxes  feels 

A  thrilling  honour,  such  as  pientM  the  soul 

Of  pale  Bdshazzar,  last  on  Ninus*  throne, 

When  in  the  pleasures  of  his  festive  board 

He  saw  the  hand  portentous  on  the  wall 

Of  Babylon's  high  palace  write  his  doom. 

With  great  Assyrians  downfall.    Caria's  queen 

Not  long  continues  in  a  distant  "post. 

Where  b1ood*stain*d  billows  on  her  active  oars 

Bash  thick-adhering  ibam  ;  tremendous  sight 

To  Adimantus,  who  before  her  flies 

With  his  dismay'd  Corinthians !  She  suspends 

Pursuit ;  her  sovereign's  banner  to  redeem 

Advances  $  furious  in  her  passage  sends 

Two  ships  to  perish  in  the  green  abyss 

With  all  their  numbers ;  this  her  sov'reign  seea, 

Exclaiming  loud,  "  My  women  fight  like  men. 

The  men  like  women.'*    Fruitless  yet  her  skill, 

Her  courage  vain  ;.  Themistocles  was  there ; 

Glicians,  Cyprians  shunn'd  his  tow'ring  flag 

On  Ariabignes*  mast.    The  efforts  joint 

Of  gallant  Trcezen  and  iEgina  broke 

Th*  Egyptian  line,  whose  chief-commandiHg  deck 

Presents  a  warrior  to  Qeander's  eye, 

A  warrior  bright  in  gold,  for  valour  more 

Conspicuous  still  than  radiancy  of  arms. 

Cleander  him  assails ;  now  froiat  to  front. 

Each  on  his  grappled  gunnel  firm  maintains 

A  fight  still  dubious,  when  their  pomted  beaks 

Auxiliar  .£schylus  and  Gmon  strike 

Deep  in  the  hoatile  ship,  whose  found Ving  weight. 

Swift  from  her  grapples  loosenM  by  the  shock, 

Th'  afiiighted  master  on  Psyttalia  drives 

A  prey  to  Medon.    Then  tb*  Egyptians  fly, 

Phoenicians,  fam'd  on  oriental  waves. 

Resign  the  day.    Mironides  in  chase, 

Xanthippus,  Cimon,  bold  Aminias  gor'd 

The  shattered  planksr;  the  undefended  decks 

Ran  purple.    Boist'rous  hurricanes,  which  sweep 

In  blasts  unknown  to  European  climes 

The  wes^m  world  remote,  had  Nature  calPd 

Their  furies  hither,  so  with  wrecks  and  dead 

Had  strewn  the  floods,  disfigmr'd  thus  the  strands. 

Behold  Cleander  frMn  achievements  high 
Bears  down  with  all  TroezeneV  conquering  line 
On  Artemisia :  yet  she  stops  awhile, 
In  pious  care  to  save  the  floating  corse 
Of  Ariabignes ;  this  performed,  retreats; 
With  her  last  eflbrt  whelming,  as  she  steerM, 


The  eastern  straits,  whereloose  PamphyDans  spread 

A  timid  canvass,  Hellespontine  Greeks, 

lonians,  Dorians,  and  ^lians  reared 

Unwilling  standards.     A  Phoenician  crew. 

Cast  on  the  strand,  approach  th*  imperial  throne. 

Accusing  these  of  treachery.     By  chance 

A  bold  Ionian,  active  in  the  fight. 

To  Xerxes  true,  that  mbment  in  his  ken 

Bears  down  an  Attic  ship.— Aloud  the  king: 

"  Scribes,  write  the  name  of  that  Ionic  chief. 
His  town,  his  lineage.  G  oards,  surround  these  slares. 
Who,  fugitive  themselves,  traduce  the  brave ; 
Cut  oflF  their  heads :"  the  order  is  perfbrm'd. 
A  favoured  lord,  expressing  in  his  look 
A  sign  of  pity,  to  partake  their  doom 
The  tyrant  wild  commands.    Argestes'  heart 
Admits  a  secret  joy  at  Persia's  foil ; 
He  trusts  that,  blind  by  fear,  th'  uncertain  prince 
To  him  his  wonted  fkvour  would  restore. 
Would  crush  Mardonius,  author  of  the  war. 
Beneath  his  royal  vengeance ;  or  that  chief. 
By  adverse  ftite  oppressed,  his  sway  resign. 
But  as  the  winds  or  thunders  never  shook 
Deep-rooted  iEtna,  nor  the  pregnant  clouds 
Discharged  a  flood  extinguishing  his  fires. 
Which  inexhausted  boil  the  surging  mass 
Of  fumy  sttlphmr;  so  this  grim  event 
Shook  not  Mardonius,  in  whose  bosom  gkm'd 
His  courage  still  unquench'd,  demising  Chance 
With  all  her  band  of  evils.     In  himself 
Collected,  on  calamity  he  founds 
A  new,  heroic  structure  in  his  mind, 
A  plan  of  glory  forms  to  conquer  Greece 
By  bis  own  prowess,  or  by  death  atone 
For  his  unprosp'rous  counsels.    Xerxes  now. 
Amid  the  wrecks  and  slaughter  in  his  sight. 
Distracted  vents  his  disappointed  pride: 

"  Have  I  not  severed  from  the  side  of  Thrace 
Mount  Athos?  bridg'd  the  Hellespont  ?  Go,  fill 
Yon  sea ;  construct  a  causeway  broad  and  firm  ; 
As  o^er  a  plain  my  army  shall  advance 
To  overwhelm  th>  Athenians  in  their  isle." 

He  rises  ;  back  to  Athens  he  repairs. 
Sequcster*d,  languid,  him  Mardonius  finds, 
DeKv'ring  bold  this  soldierly  address: 

"  Be  not  discouraged,  sov^ign  of  the  wortd  ! 
Not  oars,  not  sails  and  timber,  can  decide 
Thy  enterprise  sublime.     In  shifting  strife. 
By  winds  and  billows  governed,  may  contend 
The  sons  of  trafiic ;  on  the  soHd  plain 
The  gen'rous  steed  and  soldier;  they  akme 
Thy  glory  must  establish,  where  no  swell 
Of  fickle  floods,  nor  breath  of  casual  gales. 
Assist  the  skilful  coward,  and  control. 
By  Nature*s  wanton  but  resistless  might. 
The  brave  man's  arm.     Unaided  by  her  hmnd^ 
Not  one  of  these  light  mariners  will  face 
Thy  regal  presence  at  the  isthmian  fence 
To  that  small  part  of  yet  unconquer*d  Greece 
The  land  of  Pelops.    Seek  the  Spartans  there  ; 
There  let  the  slain  Leonidas  revive     ' 
With  all  his  warriors  whom  thy  pow*r  destroyed  i 
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Th'  imp^rml  ftandmrd,  and  repair  the  shame 

Of  that  QoeerUin  ilatt*riog  naral  flag, 

Tlie  sport  of  viods.**    The  monaiteh's  look  betray'd 

Hiat  to  expose  his  person  was  the  least 

Of  his  rtsolves.    Mardonhis  pierc'd  his  thoughts^ 

And  thus  in  maoly  policy  pursued : 

'*  If  Susa,  tons*  ibrlom,  at  length  may  claim 
The  royal  presence ;  if  the  gracious  thought 
Of  his  return  inspire  my  sov*reigfk's  breast 
Throughout  his  empire  to  rekindle  joy ; 
l^  no  dishonour  on  thy  Persians  fisll. 
Thy  Modes  ;  not  they  accomplices  in  flight 
With  vile  Egyptians,  with  aiiotans  base, 
Famphjrlians,  Cyprians.     Let  not  Greece  deride 
A  baffled  eSait  in  a  gallai^  race 
Who  under  Cyras  triumph'd,  whom  to  fiune 
Dtrins  led,  and  thou  with  recent  wreaths, 

0  conqueror  of  Athens!  bast  adom'd. 

Since  they  are  blameleas,  though  thy  will  decree 
"Hiy  own  return,  and  wisely  would  secure 
Superfluous  miiliovi  in  their  native  homes. 
Before  chill  Winter  in  his  barren  arms 
Coostrain  the  genial  Earth  ;  yet  leave  behind 
But  thirty  myriads  of  selected  bands 
To  my  command,  I  pledge  my  head  that  Greece 
Shall  soon  be  Persia's  vaseaL"    Xerxes,  pleas'd. 
Concealing  yet  that  pleasure,  artful  thus: 

**  Deliberation  to  tNy  counsel  dne 
Sktil  be  devoted;"  call  the  Carian  queen. 

She  then  was  Imnded;  through  Cecropia*s  streets 
A  soleom  bier  she  IbUow'd,  where  the  cone 
Of  Ariabignes  lay.     Mardonius  met. 
And  thus  addressed  her :  **  Meritorious  dame, 
Of  all  the  myriads  whom  retreat  hath  sav'd, 
Hafl!  crown'd  with  honour!  Xerxes  through  my 

voice 
Beqoires  thy  counsel  to  decide  on  mine. 

1  add  no  more ;  thy  wisdom,  candour,  faith 
I  trust:  without  a  murmur  will  subinit 

To  thy  decision,  but  to  thine  alone. 
^^7  care  shall  tend  that  clay,  among  the  dead 
T*eHtope  the  only  glorious.'* — She  departs. 
He  seeks  the  Magi,  greeted  in  these  words : 

**  Receive  this  body,  all  whi<^  now  remains 
Of  Ariabignes ;  let  no  dirge  deplore 
lUm  as  unhappy  ;  Hortmiazes  smiles 
On  such  a  d^th ;  your  lamentations  vent 
On  human  nature,  humbled  and  debased 
By  cowards,  traitors,  who  snnriv'd  this  day, 
Ne'er  to  outlhre  their  shame.    Ye  vet'ran  bands 
Of  Medes  and  PersianB,  who  surround  m  tears 
These  honoured  relics ;  warriors  who  subdued 
The  banks  of  Nile,  where  Hyperanthes  fought, 
AndUte  with  me  through  Maoedon  and  Thrace 
Swept  like  a  whirlwind;  change  your  grief  to 

To  CQofideuce  that,  unresisted  still, 
You  on  the  plain  reoov*ring  what  by  sea 
» loit,  avenging  this  illustrious  dead, 
™a  this  enthraird  metropolis  of  Greece 
»all  carry  devasUtion,  sword,  and  flamea 
To  Lacedflemon,  now  your  only  fbe." 

The  native  Medes  and  Persians  at  his  words 
Are  ftr*d,  m^strength,  in  courage,  not  unlike 
^f  brave  commander,  who  Hi  soom  beheld 
Th' inferior  herds  of  nations.    Now  the  Son 
^ows  on  the  ocean.    To  his  tent  retire* 
AUrdonius;  stenily  in  his  wounded  soul 
The  late  di^^race  of  Xerxes  he  revolves, 
Yet  soothes  his  imguifh  by  enliv*qing  hope 


Of  glory.    3I1U8  the  tawny  king  of  beasts. 

Who  o'er  Numidian  wastes  hath  Idst  a  day 

In  fruitless  chase,  of  wonted  food  deprived, 

Growls  m  his  den ;  but  meditates  a  range, 

£nlarg*d  and^ceaseless,  through  unbounded  woods. 

To  glut  his  empty  maw.    Her  charge  performed. 

Before  him  sudden  Artemisia  stands. 

As  Cjmthia  steps  unveil'd  from  sable  clonds 

On  some  benighted  traveller,  who  beats 

A  path  untried,  but  persevering  firm 

With  undlminish'd  vigour,  well'deserves  \ 

Her  succoring  light, — the  queen  in  cheering  smites 

Accosts  the  hero :  "  I  have  seen  the  king, 

Have  heard  thy  counsel,  have  approved,  confirm'd. 

Thy  spirit,  son  of  Gobryas,  I  applaud. 

Thou,  not  discourag'd  by  our  foul  defeat, 

From  this  unwieldy  multitude  the  brave 

Wouldst  separate,  and  boldly  at  their  head 

Thy  life  adventure.    Xerxes  may  assume 

A  doubtful  aspect    Counsel  given  by  thee, 

By  me  approved,  Argestes  may  oppose 

With  all  his  malice.    Only  thou  suppress 

The  fiery  sparks  which  animate  thy  blood  ; 

In  patience  wait ;  thy  dictates  will  prevail. 

Our  common  vengeance  too  that  traitor  feel, 

Whom  I  saw  lurk  ng  near  the  king's  retreat 

Farewell/'-'She  leaves  him  happy  in  her  voice 

Of  approbation,  happier  in  her  eye, 

Which  spoke  fi>r  his  prosperity  a  wish ; 

11iat  eye,  enlightening  her  majestic  face 

With  added  lustre,  from  his  gratefbl  eente 

Of  her  transceodent  talents  thus  applied 

To  his  behoof.    His  manly  boeom  feels. 

Beyond  a  veneration  of  her  worth. 

Beyond  a  friendship  to  her  firiendship  due, 

D^ire  of  her  society  in  war. 

Perhaps  in  peace.    Participated  thoughts 

With  her,  united  counsels,  he  esteems 

A  gain  to  both.     His  high-aspiring  soul 

Eiyoys  the  thought,  nor  entertains  a  shade 

Of  jealousy  or  envy  at  her  fkme. 

He  ruminates:  observing  her  advice, 
"  I  shall  succeed.''    Then  starting^" Earth  and 

Heaven  ! 
Where  is  Masistius !  Oh,  ungen'rons  heart ! 
Which  on  the  scent  of  its  ambitious  chase 
Forgot  that  best  of  counsellors  and  guides. 
Friend  of  my  infant,  youthful,  manly  age! 
If  he  be  lost !  ~Oh,  omhious  the  thought  1 
Masistius  ioft ! — ^My  fortune,  h(^>e8,  and'joys, 
My  virtues  are  no  more  !** — He  rushes  wild 
Abroad  ;  commands  a  general  search  ;^  himself 
Down  to  the  port  precipitates  his  course. 

The  son  of  Gobryas  and  the  Carian  queen 
Were  thus  removed.    Argestes  in  that  hour 
Obtained  access  to  Xerxes.    Cold  with  fear. 
By  fortune  tam'd,  tormented  still  by  pride^ 
Th'  uncertain  king  to  him  their  counsel  told ; 
When  thus  Argestes,  feigning  wonder,  spake: 

**  Dost  thou  appoint  Mardonius  kmg  in  Greeee? 
O  liberal  prince !  what  servant  hi  thy  train 
Would  not  confront  all  danger  to  possess 
An  empire,  which  the  Hellespont  alone 
Will  bound  ?  Already  Macedonia'^  lord. 
Young  Alexander,  all  the  Thracian  chiefs, 
Like  bumble  vassals,  to  Mardonius  bend. 
Why  should  the  king  himself  not  conquer  Greece, 
Now  more  than  half  reduc*d  ?   Complete  the  work 
Appoint;  choke  the  Salaminian  floods ; 
Overwhelm  th'  Athenians  in  their  tslew  and  roigii  t 
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Thyielf  tapMme.*'  The  mostfeh  itaiti,  and  wild 
Id  look,  commands  Argeitet  to  purtne 
Th'  impracticable  toil  with  aU  the  boat ; 
Then,  ttretcVd  ah»g,  m  Tain  lolicitt  teit 
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MtAimMi  whita  Venus  from  her  Colian  dooa. 
Which  o*er  Phaleron  caat  a  holy  thade. 
Beheld  the  shattered  deei  of  Xerxet  driv'n 
To  refuse  there  precariouf ;  from  pursuit 
BecaU'd,  the  Greeks,  obsenrant  of  their  lawi^ 
Applied  their  pious  labour  to  collect 
Their  flomtiog  dead,  and  send  with  honours  due 
Such  glorious  manes  to  the  blest  abodes. 
With  artful  assiduity  inmain*d 
Themistocles  presiding,  so  to  court 
Beligion^s  fisTOur.     From  the  solemn  toil, 
Accomplish*d  now,  to  SaUminian  strands 
He  veers ;  the  slain  are  landed ;  then  his  deck 
Himself  forsakes.    As  Neptune,  when  the  winds, 
His  ministers  of  anger  to  overwhelm 
The  pride  of  daring  mortals,  have  fulfilPd 
His  stem  behests,  and  shook  the  vast  profound. 
At  length  oomposing  his  a£Aicted  reign. 
Serene  from  sated  Tengeance  seeks  the  arms 
Of  Amphitrite,  wetching  his  return 
With  soft  impatience  in  bar  placid  grot 
Amidst  encircling  Nereids ;  so  the  chief 
To  h'ls  Timothea  in  triumphant  pace 
Advances.    She  that  day  had  never  left 
The  beach;  surrounded  by  Athenian  fair, 
She  rushes  forward  to  his  wish*d  embrace. 
He  stops ;  defiPd  by  slaughter,  robs  his  heart 
Of  such  delights,  and  elegantly  thus: 

"  O  all-siupassing  woman,  do  not  dye 
That  lovely  bosom  in  barbarian  gore ; 
The  blood  of  Ariabignes,  not  my  own, 
Encrusts  thy  husband's  cuirass,**  She  replies: 

*<  Since  not  thy  €»wn,  but  hostile  crimson  stains 
Thy  manly  ehest,  Timothea  will  partake 
The  honourable  dye.    O  man  divine ! 
Thus  for  the  public  with  a  public  kiss 
Thee  I  salute,  thee  saviour  of  all  Gteeoe, 
Thee  scourge  of  Asia  $  thus  will  ev'ry  wife 
Her  husband  ;  sisters,  daugl^ters  thus  enfold 
Their  brothers,  sires ;  their  fender  hands  like  mine, 
like  mine  their  panting  breasts,  in  transport  bear 
These  glorious  marks  of  victory.    Behold 
Those  damsels  pure,  whose  [maidenly  reserve 
Forbids  such  rapture:  they  in  smHes,  in  teaif 
Of  gratitude  and  gladness,  on  the  heads 
Of  gallant  youths  triumphal  garlands  place.** 

Laodice  is  nigh  $  she  qiiits  th'  embrace 
Of  her  Aminias,  and  accosts  the  chief: 

*'  Think*st  thou,  O  son  of  Neocles,  the 


To  night  bn  ««dded.*'    This  the  gen**a1  voice 
Confirms  a  law.    Ifis  winning  words  dispersed 
Hi*  obediant  fair;  each  warrior  in  the  deep 
Immers'd  his  limbs,  while  Pbobe^  argent  wbaeb 
Their  trade  pursotng  through  undouded  ddca. 
Diffuse  around  serenity  and  light. 

To  his  Timothea*s  mansion  soon  repair*d 
Themistocles ;  Sicinns  there  he  found, 
Who  earnest  thus  addressed  him :  **  Thrice  1  hail 
My  lord  victorious ;  firom  thy  servant's  lipa 
Now  hear  a  tale  to  melt  the  stoniest  hearts 
Of  all  but  Eophrantides,  yet  with  joy 
Reward  coaipassian.— To  the  saUe  grove. 
Where  yew  and  cypress  veil'd  the  hoary 
Of  homicidal  Bacchus,  swift  I  led 
My  choice  companions ;.  to  the  seer  I  told 
Thy  pleasure ;  he  mdignant  heard,  and  foroM 
The  victims  forward  to  the  fone  ahhorr'd. 
I  folkiw'd  careful,  stiU  in  patient  hope 
That  he,  though  skyw,  woold  nnoompellM  i 
To  thy  commaoding  will ;  we  enter'd  all ; 
Sandance  there  at  length  her  silence  broke. 
Whom  from  her  infants  none  so  fell  to  part. 

*<  *  O  house  of  great  Darius !  where  will  efid 
Thy  woes  ?  How  many  of  thy  sons  are  fell'n  ! 
Sad  Ariana,  sacrifice  to  love  I 
Thou  sleep'st ;  thy  wretched  sister  lives  to  ae« 
Her  children  bntcber*d*.--O0  the  pavement  damp 
She  threw  her  limbs,  she  clasp*d  her  lovely  habea  i 
They  shudd'ring  view  Sandauce  in  distress  ; 
Too  young  to  know  their  danger,  they  bewail 
Their  mother,  not  themselves.    The  captiva  yonUi, 
Still  sadubus  and  tender,  from  the  spot. 
Where  as  in  shackles  of  deqpair  she  lay, 
EssayVl  in  vain  to  raise  her.    Now  the  seer. 
Who  in  my  look  determination  saw. 
Approached  the  loathsome  idol,  fowl  by  ajftt. 
Id  f^ll  presumption  utt'ring  thus  his  wrath  s 

" '  These  vicCiaBs,  Bacchus,  did  my  voice  4evote 
To  thy  neglected  akar;  of  thy  spoil 
Themialooles  defhiuds  thee ;  on  his  head 
Let  fell  thy  vengeance,  not  on  mine,  stem  god  l** 

'*  This  heard,  the  willing  captives  I  ffeniQw*4 
From  that  grim  seat  of  terrour  to  these  walle 
Of  hospitality.**    Sicinns  dos'd, 
When  Anstidea  entered.    ««  Hail,"  b«  lud, 
<*  Well  bast  thou  done,  Tbemistocks!  bebda 
Me  come  attendant  en  illustrious  dead. 
Whom  on  Psyttalia  cast  I  bring  to  share 
The  pnbli<^  funeral  honours."-— *<  I  salute 
Thee  too,''  the  sen  of  Neocles  returns ; 
"  Our  noble  strife  to  serve  the  public  best 
We  both  have  well  commeno'd.    Prepare  thee  nov 
To  give  thy  counsel  on  my  new  defrioe 
For  better  servioe  still.    Onr  cUmate  holde 
All  Asia  now,  her  princes,  wealth,  and  arssa; 
I  can  detain  her,  till  ooneumhig  time 
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WUrk  do  tho«  disie  tad  buiy  in  the  waTos. 
Farewell!  my  pott  demaodf  me.    Since  tueir  foil, 
I  bfTe  obaQTvM  the  enemies  emplo3r'd 
!■  wild  attempts  to  fill  the  strait  profound 
Between  Piyttalia  and  th*  Athenian  shore.*' 

He  gone,  these  thoughts  Themistocles^revoTvet: 
*'  I  will  adopt  hb  connsel,  safe  for  Greece, 
Nor  less  for  me;  his  banishment  prolonged 
Will  discontent  the  people,  and  repeal'd 
Place  him  commander  in  th*  Athenian  camp 
To  rival  me.     Discouraging  the  war 
B^  land,  confining  to  the  sea  our  strength, 
I  shaH  seenre  preeminence."    From  thought 
To  action  tnmM,  Sicinns  he  bespake : 

**  Before  my  presence  all  the  captites  bring." 
As  Bacchus,  not  devonrer,  in  a  smile 
Of  besT'nly  sweetness,  proffier'd  soli  relief 
To  Ariadne,  when  forlorn  she  sat. 
Her  fote  deploring  on  the  Naxian  rock ; 
So  gracious,  so  oonsolmg  were  the  looks 
Themistooiea  assom'd,  in  soothing  phrase 
Accostiog  thus  Sandauce :  <*  Thou  shaH  prore. 
So  shaU  thy  royal  house,  afflicted  fair ! 
A  eordial  ftriend  in  me.    Sictnus,  haste ; 
Equip  the  bark  which  eastern  eolours  dress, 
Thst,  ere  the  Moon  forsake  her  lucid  path, 
Thou  mayst  transport  this  princess  lo  the  king. 
Her  infiint  train,  and  this  ingenuous  youth. 
With  my  best  greetings.    Sa  v,  the  Athenian  chief, 
Tbenistocles,  these  pledges  of  his  truth 
And  friendship  sends;  them  rescued  I  restore, 
Him  nest  will  save.    His  Hellespontine  bridge 
The  Greeks  vindictive  menace  to  destroy. 
An  enterprise  of  horroor ;  this  my  pow*r, 
My  dictates  singly  can  and  shall  impede. 
Till  be  m  safety  hath  regamM  his  throne.*' 

Sandauce  aoswera:  «« O  thou  gen*rons  Greek, 
To  thee,  to  thine,  may  Fortune  ne'er  be  cold. 
Bat  I,  partaker  of  imperial  pomp, 
la  esse,  m  safety  nortur*d,  who  have  deem*d 
My  state  above  the  sorrows  whidh  torment 
Inferior  mortals,  when  my  soni  reflects 
On  this  new  lesson  by  misfortune  taught, 
Heaects  how  lately  on  a  idd  of  blood. 
Young  ss  I  am,  I  saw  my  hniband  foil. 
My  children  doom'd  to  sacrifice,  m3rself 
To  endless  bondage,  had  not  Heav>n  achieved 
This  marvel  of  compassion  in  a  foe, 
h  (0  forgive  me !)  I  suspect  the  lot 
Of  all,  ev»n  thine.    O  prosp'rons,  godlike  man, 
May  Hocnmasea  from  thy  head  avert 
Vidsntttdes  like  mme !  may  envious  Fate 
wer  bfmg  Saadatice's  gratitude  to  proof! 
Tbou  never  want  the  pity  thou  hast  shown  !*• 
^  She  oeas'd;  she  wept    When  Aitamanes  spake 
**  Her  debt  Sandauce  can  dischaige  alone 
By  gratefol  tears ;  but  I  can  promise  more, 
u  Ptefsian  thraldom  lies  a  beauteous  Greek, 
^'d  Amarantha,  Delphian  Tioson's  child  ; 
For  that  bright  maid's  redemption  I  am  pledged 
To*  her  aAicted  sire.    Thy  goodness  showefd 
On  this  exeellmg  princess,  shall  augment 
My  zeal  the  obligation  to  repay 
^Amarantha's  freedom;  till  that  honr 
Of  retribution  to  thy  virtues  comes. 
We  will  proclaim  them ;  nations  shall  admire 
TTjwnwodes,  and  eVry  heart  abhor 
tthuman  Euphrantides.*'    Now  rettlm'd 
«««■;  him  they  folkm'd.    On  her  breast 
«^  Iwtly  oiotfaar  huth'd  her  female  habe ; 


Bnt  eold  with  horrour  at  reoMmbrance  deep 
Of  her  unmatch'd  calamities  that  day. 
She  feebly  iklter*d  o'er  the  sandy  beach ; 
While  Artamanes  led  in  either  hand 
The  tripping  boys.    TTiemistocles  remained 
In  these  refiections,  flowing  from  this  proof 
Of  Fortuned  changes :  "  Few  in  Athens  long 
Sustain  their  greatness— but  to  muse  on  ills 
Before  they  come,  both  time  and  thought  1  waste  $ 
Content  at  present  that  esteem  procur*d, 
By  this  fair  Persian,  in  her  brother's  ooart. 
May  prove  a  gam."    Tiroothea  now  approached ; 
His  hand  afl^Bctioaate  she  press^  and  spake: 

"  How  sodden  thou  my  hospitable  cares 
Of  their  endearing  object  hast  depriv*d ! 
In  woe  how  gracefol  is  that  eastern  dame  1 
How  yonag  a  mother !  On  a  widow*d  bed 
How  early  cast  by  Fortune !  Thou  hast  sent 
Sicinus  with  her ;  ever-watehfril  man. 
Some  new  contrivance  thou  dost  bring  to  birth ; 
Thou  8mil*st  in  silenee  ;  listen  then  to  me. 
Since  Aristides  on  this  isle  hath  sllown 
That  fliee  rever'd,  when  banish'd,  his  recall 
The  men  of  Athens,  nay  the  women  wish. 
This  by  Aminias  to  th'  assembled  tribes, 
Laodice  informs  me,  will  be  mov'd; 
In  this  expect  Myronides  the  brave, 
Xanthippus,  CioKm,  £scbyhis  will  join.  *  '— 
'*  So  will  thy  husband,"  interpos'd  the  chiefs 
I  will  forestall  them,  not  to  others  leave 
Such  merit  with  our  people." — She  rcjjoin'd: 

"  All  will  applaud  thee.    Now,  my  anxious  lord. 
The  second  watch  its  measure  hath  consum'd ; 
The  Moon  descends,  the  sprightly  birds  are  still; 
Dead  sleep  hath  laid  the  soldier  on  his  shield ; 
The  active  sailor  slumbers ;  all  forget 
The  hardships,  rage,  and  tumoh  of  the  day ; 
All  but  thyself  reposing.    Shall  that  mind 
Continue  ranging  o'er  the  field  of  thought. 
In  pregnancy  exhaustless,  till  the  lark 
Salute  the  day-spring  with  his  early  song  ? 
Till  thou  unresting,  unrefresh*d,  resume 
The  statesman's  troubles,  and  the  soldier's  toils  } 
Be  counseH'd ;  oft  the  thunder-bearing  god 
To  Juno  listens;  thou  my  voice  obey." 

He  hears ;  serene  conducu  her  to  repose. 
As  Jove  on  Ida,  by  Satumia  charm'd, 
Confessed  a  rapture  never  folt  before. 
While  lucid  dew  of  odours  finom  a  cloud 
Of  gold  distiird  aiound  him ;  from  the  turf 
BeMath  his  feet  while  hyacinths  upsprung. 
The  unctuous  lotos,  and  the  crocus  gay. 
To  grace  his  secret  tabernacle  there 
Of  love  celestial;  so  the  Attic  chief 
To  his  Timothea,  in  her  chamber  pure. 
With  bridal  honours  deck'd,  psrfbm'd  with  Aow'ri, 
Wbate'er  the  meads  of  Salamis  supplied. 
His  tender  flame  in  winning  language  breath'd  v 

**  Whoe'er  had  whispar'd  on  our  nuptial  daf 
That  I  should  view  thee,  in  a  time  ramota 
From  that  sweet  era,  with  superior  joy, 
I  should  have  held  him  ignorant  of  love. 
What  is  the  cause,  Thnothea,  that  I  feel 
My  bosom  pierc'd  by  transpoit  yet  unknown  I 
That  eastern  fair,  deKver'd  from  distress. 
Appearing  then  the  foirest  of  her  sex, 
Tbou  doat  exceed."    Timothea  smiling  spake : 

*<  O  thou  artificer  of  sweetest  wiles, 
Woaldst  thou  seduce  bm  into  vain  belief. 
That  I  oced  SmO*,.*  JwttW^^^-^gle 


104 


GLOVER'S  POEMS. 


But  woaldsi  thoa  know,  my  husband,''  (lolenui 

here 
She  modulates  her  accents)  **  wouldst  thou.knoir 
Why  thou  survey'st  me  with  uncommon  joy  ? 
It  is  the  conscience  of  a  noble  deed, 
Of  gather*d  trophies  never  matchM  before. 
Creates  this  change.    The  perils  of  this  day  . 
Were  new  to  Athens,  to  thy  race,  and  me ; 
Thy  sword  hath  rescued  all,  increas'd  thy  fame. 
Thy  heart  exalted  ;  with  increased  delight. 
Through  that  bright  medium  of  a  happy  mind. 
Thou  look'st  on  ev'ry  object— sure  on  me 
Not  less  than  others."    Artless  were  these  words, 
By  Nature  prompted,  Nature's  noblest  fire. 

They  ceas'd  discourse.    Her  loftiness  of  mind. 
His  valour,  talents,  policy,  to  love 
Subside.    Perhaps  the  first  of  human  pairs. 
Who  in  the  blest  Assyrian  garden  met, 
Were  not  more  happy  m  their  first  embrace. 
Than  fair  Timothea  and  her  conquering  lord ! 

A  pleasing  stillness  on  the  water  sleeps ; 
The  land  is  hush'd ;  from  either  host  proceeds 
No  sound,  no  murmur.    With  his  precious  charge 
EmbarkM,  Sicinus  gently  steers  along; 
The  dip  of  oars  in  unison  awake 
Without  alarming  silence ;  while  the  Moon, 
From  her  descending,  horizontal  car, 
Shoots  lambent  silver  on  the  humid  blades 
Which  leave  the  curling  flood.     On  carpets  soft 
Sandauce's  babes  devoid  of  sorrow  lie. 
In  sweet  oblivious  innocence  composed 
To  smiling  slumber.    But  the  mother's  breast 
Admits  no  consolation ;  when  they  skim 
Ps3rttalia*s  frith,  at  memory  severe 
Of  that  disast'rous  isle,  she  sadden  sinks 
A  lifeless*  image  in  the  watchful  arms 
Of  Artamanes,  who  had  studied  well 
Her  sorrows,  knew  each  tender  thought  and  care. 
Humanity  his  tutor.    Swift  he  calls 
Sidous :  "  Friendly  pilot,  stay  thy  course ; 
We  must  not  leave  Autarctus  in  his  gore 
Behind,  lest  grief  incurable  reside 
In'this  fair  breast,  periiaps  eternal  shade 
In  these  exttnguish'd  eyes."    Sicinus  feels 
A  sympathizing  pain,  of  Persian  stoek 
Himself  a  branch,  in  Attic  soil  matur'd ; 
He  stops  the  bark  and  lands.    The  Asian  tents 
Were.stiH  erect,  whence  Aristides  comes     - 
In  steel  accoutred,  to  salute  the  dawn. 
Then  breakmg.    Him  Sicinns  humbly  greets. 
Requests,  obtains  the  body,  which  conveyM 
On  board  hecarefiil  on  the  deck  bespreads 
With  canvass  new.    Impelled  by  active  strokes 
Of  oars  resumed,  the  bounding  vessel  gains 
Phaleron's  haven.    Artemisia  there, 
Whose  vigilance,  augmented  by  defeat, 
Had  kenn'd  the  bark  while  distant,  now  armta 
Her  further  progress ;  but  no  sooner  hears 
The  sad  intelligenoe  Sicinus  gives, 


The  queen  conducts  Sandance  and  bef  traio. 
The  princess  thus  to  him  amaz'd  began: 

'*  A  widow'd  sister,  late  a.wretched  slave. 
With  these  three  orphans  just  redeem^  from  desth, 
Sandauce  greets  her  brother ;  but  her  tongue 
Would  be  disloyal  to  obtrude  her  tale. 
Her  tedious  tale  of  sorrows  on  his  ear. 
The  preservation  of  her  king  demands 
His  first  attention ;  that  attention  grant  ^ 

To  him  who  comes  deputed  by  a  Greek, 
Thy  friend,  my  guardian,  saviour  of  these  babes; 
Oh,  listen !  thy  salvation  from  his  lips 
Receive."    Fast  bound  by  terrour  was  the  mouth 
Of  Xerxes.— Then  Sicinus:  **  He  who  ranka 
Among  the  Greeks  superior  in  command. 
In  talents,  prudence,  policy,  and  arms, 
Themistocles,  these  pledges  of  bis  truth 
And  friendship  sends ;  them  rescued  be  restores; 
Thee  next  will  save.    Thy  Hellcspontine  bridge 
The  Greeks  vindictive  menace  to  destroy ; 
An  enterprise  of  horrour,  which  his  pow'r. 
His  dictates  singly  can  and  will  impede. 
Till  thou  in  safety  hast  regain*d  thy  throne.** 

All  from  his  presence  straight  the  king  commands* 
Save  Artemisia ;  her  in  broken  tones 
Addresses :  "  C^een  of  Caria,  singly  wise 
Among  my  council,  pity,  not  upbraid 
Thy  master,  suffering  by  his  rash  neglect 
Of  thy  sage  voice  unutterable  pangs.*' 

He  paus*d  in  torture.    Prudent,  she  replied : 
"  Without  a  cause  the  lord  of  nations  droops  ; 
Mardonius  well  hath  counsell'd  thy  retreat^ 
Who  undertakes  to  finish,  what  his  sword 
Hath  well  begun  through  Macedon  and  Thraoe, 
This  mighty  war.    Thy  servant  may  succeed; 
In  whose  behalf?  His  master's:  thpu  wilt  r6ap 
His  fruits  of  glory;  if  Mardonius  fkil. 
He  the  disgrace.    Thy  march  commence  by  dawn; 
Appoint  the  fleet's  departure  swift  this  night. 
To  guard  with  force  collected  and'repflur*d 
The  Hellespontine  bridge;  with  grace  accept 
The  profieFd  service  of  th'  Athenian  chief; 
Load  his  r.etuming  messenger  with  gifts 
Of  royal  price,  and,  O  my  gracious  lord ! 
Fraternal  kindness  on  Sandauce  showV. 
Her  gallant  lord  hath  perished  in  thy  cause. 
Herself  been  menac'd  by  a  barb'rous  priest 
To  see  her  children  sacrificed;  a  doom 
Themistocles  withstood,  and  set  them  free.'* 

As  when  a  timid  child  perdeives  a  cloud 
Obscure  the  sky,  and  hears  the  thunder's  peal. 
He  weeps,  he  trembles,  but  the  cloud  dispersed. 
The  clamour  ceasing,  and  the  Sun  restored. 
His  wonted  sport  resumes,  forgetting  fear; 
So  changed  the  monarch.     <*  Artemisia,  go," 
He  said ;  "  the  satraps  instantly  convene; 
Th'  Athenian  messenger,  Argestes*  son. 
Again  before  us  with  Sandauce  call ; 
Ne'er  will  I  deviate  from  thv  counsels  more.** 
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Of  DelpltiaD'KBMige,  AAarantha  nain'd; 

H^  I  demand  of  Xerxes,  that  my  hand 

A  captive  dau^ter  to  a  tender  sire 

Majr  render- back;  from  bondage  free  bis  head, 

Now  in  Nicsea,  and  thus  far  my  debt 

Of  gratitude  discharge."     (n  transport  here, 

AdmiHng  such  perfection  of  the  heart. 

Spake  Artaiiianes:  "  Ever  live  the  king  ! 

liiere  is  a  captive  whom  the  prineess  nam'd—- "   ' 

"Fly  thou  in  search  of  thb  requested  slave. 
Sod  of  Argestes,'*  interrupts  the  king; 
**  Let  none  withhold  her  from  Sandauce^s  powV. 
The  female  train  before  the  cumb*rous  host 
Shall  move  by  dawn  for  Thessaly,  their  join 
The  rest  of  Asians  dames  behind  us  left 
On  our  late  march ;  the  guard,  ten  thousand  horse. 
Thou,  Artamanes,  shalt  command.'*^He  said ; 
They  all  retir'd.    A  pensive  grief  overcasts 
Sandauce,  movingr  with  her  children  slow, 
By  slaves  attended,  to  the  vacant  tent 
Aotarctus  late  possessed.    Argestes'  son 
Observes  her  anguish,  penetrates  her  thoughts,  ' 
In  guarded  words  then  proffers  this  relief: 

**  O  fkinst  princess,  whose  external  form 
But  half  displays  thy  excellence  of  mhid, 
Wilt  thou  forgive  thy  servant,  if  he  feels 
With  thee  a  present  sorrow,  which  the  heart . 
Forbids  the  tongue  to  name  ?  Sandauce,  trust 
My  pious  service,  and  those  thoughts  compose.*' 

She,  weeping,  looks  assent ;  he  speeds  away. 
But  meets  the  body  of  Autarctus  borne 
By  Artemisia's  soldiers.    She  at  first. 
With  care  conceal'd,  had  order*d  from  the  bark 
His  prrcioas  relics ;  these  the  noble  youth 
With  equal  care  delivers  to  that  skill. 
Which  with  Sabean  gums,  and  scented  growths 
Of  Ueds'd  Arabia,  purifies  the  clay 
Depriv'd  of  Kfe,  and  Tiroe*s  consuming  breath 
Bejiels.    A  regal  car  he  next  provides, 
In  full  apparel  of  funereal  pomp. 


BOOK  VIIL 

T^  satraps  now',  and  leaders,  at  the  call 

Of  Artemisia,  were  collected  round 

Their  monarch.    Seated  on  his  throne,  he  spake: 

*'  Ye  princes,  satraps,  heed  our  fix'd  decree. 
Our  native  Asia  wants  her  king ;  by  mom 
To  Susa  we  return,  but  leave  behind, 
la  Greece,  Mardonius,  and  a  chosen  host 
Of  thirty  myriads.    With  command  supreme^ 
With  our  imperial  equipage  and  state. 
Him  we  invest ;  to  him  submission  pay 
As  to  our  presence.     A  rtemisia,  bear 
Our  sov'reign  pleasure  to  the  naval  chiefe. 
That  all  abandon,  ere  the  dawn  return, 
Fhaleron's  port,  and  hoist  their  sails  to  guard 
The  Hellespont.    But  thou,  entrusted  queen. 
Thy  own  tned  squadron  to  Spercheos  bring ; 
Wbaice  thou  must  waft  to  Ephesus  a  charge 
Of  high  import,  the  children  of  thy  king." 

He  ceas'd.  A  stranger,  cas'd  in  steel,  approach'd. 
In  look  ferocious,  limbs  and  shape  robust. 
Of  stature  huge ;  the  satraps  look'd  amaz'd. 
As  were  til*  immortals,  when,  th'  Olympian  steep 
Ascending,  grim  Briareus  first  produc'd 
His  mquntain-bolk,  and  spread  his  hundred  hands, 
AoxUiary  to.  Jo? e.    The  warrior  ftood^ 


Unbending,  far  as  nature  would  permit. 
His  rugged  brow ;  when,  crouching  to  the  kfaig, 
•*  O  Xerxes,  live  for  ever,"  he  began : 
**  I  am  Eubcean  Demouax,  the  primee 
Of  Oreus  late,  who  earth  and  water  sent. 
Acknowledging  thy  empire;  from  my  throne 
By  curs'd  Themistocles  expell'd,  1  join'd 
Thy  shelt'ring  fleet ;  at  Salamis  I  fought 
An  aid  of  troops  and  treasure  can  replace 
Me  thy  true  vassal,  who  will  soon  reduce 
The  granary  of  Athens  to  thy  sway,  , 

Euboea,  fertile,  populous,  and  rich." 

The  mobarch  thus:    «  A^ardonius,  thou  hast 
heeuxl; 
Begin  to  use  thy  plenitude  of  power ; 
Reject  or  favour  at  thy  will  this  pray'r." 

Mardonius  then :  ««  My  sov'reign  liege,  the  tnsth 
Flows  from  his  lips;  twelve  thousand  dfthy  host 
With  Mindarus  commanding,  and  of  gold 
A  hundred  talents,  would  be  well  bestow'd 
On  this  important  Greek."    The  king  asMnts ; 
He  rises ;  all  disperse.    Mardonius  now 
Aocosts  the  queen,  descending  to  the  port': 

"  Alas  !  how  uncontrollable  the  will 
Of  Xerxes  !  must  thou  leave  me  ?  Since  the  day 
Of  Salamis,  my  best  belov'd  of  friends, 
Masistius,  whether  by  the  waves  devour'd, 
Or  slain,  or  captive,  to  my  search  is  lost. 
Foe  to  inaction,  though  oompoB*d  and  wise. 
Of  courage  prone  to  perilous  attempts. 
He  would  embark;  permitted  by  the  king. 
Against  my  warm  reO^onstrance  would  partake 
The  naval  conflict    Drooping,  while  I  doubt 
His  preservation,  must  I  further  lose 
Thy  fellowship,  auspicious,  generous  queen ! 
Yet  stop,  a  moment  listen.    On  the  march 
To  Athens  first,  reposing  in  a  cave, 
I  had  a  dream,  perhaps  a  vision  saw, 
To  me  presaging  glory —but  success  / 

Was  wrapped  in  clouded  mystery.    My  heart 
Teems  with  ill-boding  thoughts,  yet  shall  not  faint; 
At  least  impart  thy  wishes  ere  thou  sail'st. 
Thy  last  instructions !  Fortunate  thy  voice, 
Benign  to  roe;  repeat  one  parting  strain ! 
If  I  successful  to  thy  presence  bring 
The  palms  of  conquest,  say,  aocotnplish'd  queen. 
Thou  #ilt  accept  them  with  a  gracious  hand ; 
If  unsuccessful  I  the  forfeit  pay 
Of  this  frail  being,  as  becomes  the  brave. 
Say,  thou  wilt  praise  Mardonius."  Sage  and  grave 
She  aos.vers:  "  First,  despair  not  to  regain 
The  good  Masistius ;  at  the  worst  endure 
That  common  lot,  the  death  of  dearest  friends, 
With  patience;  long  thy  courage  I  have  praisd. 
Now  moderate  the  flame  against  a  foe 
Not  less  discreet  than  discipiin'd  and  bold ; 
Nor  let  the  gloom  of  supentition  a#e 
Thy  noble  ardour.    On  the  sharpest  sword. 
The  strongest  arm,  on  prudence,  martial  skill, 
Not  dreams  and  visions,  looks  the  goddess  Fame. 
If  Artemisia's  wishes  can  avail,  .     ^ 

Be  sure  to  prosper,  prosp'ring  here  to  soar 
Above  the  flight  of  Cyrus."— She  departs. 
Behind  her,  like  the  sinking  globe  of  day. 
She  leaves  a  trail  of  radiance  on  his  soul ; 
But,  to  protect  him  from  returning  shade. 
Her  light  should  ne'er  forsake  him,  never  set 

O'er  generous  cares  not  thus  Argestes  broods: 
Within  his  tent  he  mediutes  conceal'd ; 
B,  «r»„Ua,  pride  tonn«|^  tt^,^^ 
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^o  soothe  be^  paagt :  'M  lee  ny  po^'r  cclips'd ; 
MardoDiof  govenis.    Fofir'r,  tboa  fleeting  gleam^ 
Thee  I  possess  bo  kmger ;  why  regret. 
When  Amaraatha's  beauty  can  exchange 
Thy  thorns  for  IiImb  }  To  my  own  domaiB 
I  will  tsansport  her ;  Sipylns  hath  flow*!! 
To  drop  peHnmes  in  Amarantba's  walk ; 
Pactolus,  Hennus,  By  subjected  streams, 
Shall  furnish  gold ;  her  gems  shall  India  send 
To  deck  that  fbrm»  and  I  in  pleasure's  folds 
Forget  ambition,  stranger  to  the  peace 
Which  honour  yields.'*    libidinons  in  thought, 
The  statesman  thus  would  cheat  his  balBed  pride; 
Accurs'd  of  men !  who  borrowM  from  one  vice 
His  med'cine  for  another  (both  deform 
His  ravag'd  boaon  in  alternate  strife) 
^agitioos  parent !  dvalliog  in  knre 
His  eldest  boea !  pcepost'roas  passioa,  big 
With  borrour !  while  the  jronngest,  lor'd  by  al!^ 
By  Xerxes  fovour'd,  to  Mardoi^aa  dear. 
He  held  in  detesUtkm  for  hts  worth. 
Nor  knew  the  comfort  of  a  virtoons  child. 

With  dHTrent  thoughtathat  sleepless  yOnth  em- 
The  night,  serenely  hafqpy  in  the  charge     [ploy'd 
Hamaaity  imposed*     Before  the  dawn 
His  band  is  ann*d,  Sandauce  in  her  car, 
Among  innumerable  fair  the  chief 
In  state  and  woe.    Tears  trickle  at  the  sight 
Of  great  AUtarctus  in  his  fun*ral  pomp 
Down  ev'ry  cheek ;  a  solemn  sadness  reigns ; 
So  oft  Aufura,  saUe-snited,  leads 
A  train  of  clouds,  dissolving  as  they  pass 
In  silent  showers.    Through  Attica's  waste  fields. 
Through  half  Bcsotia,  ere  Jib  evening  clos'd. 
The  second  sun  conducts  them  to  the  gates 
Of  ancient  Thebes.    They  enter;  they  ascend 
The  citadel ;  they  find  commanding  there. 
New  from  the  mins  of  unpeopled  towns. 
Fierce  Mithridates.    With  a  kind  embrace, 
To  him  the  gentle  Artamanes  thus : 

'*  Hail !  brother:  twice  a  captive  since  we  last 
At  Delphi  parted,  I  would  gladly  know 
Thy  fortune.   Tell  me,  where  that  beauteous  maid. 
Whom  thou  didst  carry  ftY>m  the  Delphian  walls  ?" 

The  grim  barbarian  spoiler,  quick  reply'd  : 
^'  CnrsM  be  her  name,  her  beauty,  which  could  melt 
A  heart  like  mine !  Accurs'd  my  father's  lust, 
Which  seiz'd  my  captive !  Guarded  by  a  troop 
^  Of  jaaloua  eunuchs,  and  attendants  arm'd, 
'  Her  ia  this  citadel  he  still  detains. 
If  I  resign  her,  may  Platam's  tow'rs. 
May  Tbeapia's  hostile  walls,  by  me  overthrown, 
A  second  Ume«to  brave  me  rise  from  dust" 

**  Oh  !  oubecoming  strife,**  the  brother  cry'd, 
*'  Which  startles  Nature !  Thanks  to  HeavYi,  the  kmg 
Hath  now  decked  Amarantha's  fote ; 
Her  to  his  royal  sister  be  hath  giv'n, 


This  said,  tbay  parted.    Mithridates  held 

The  town ;  hii  brother's  squadrons  lay  encamp'd 

Without  the  waUs.    The  citadel  oontiin*d 

A  fone  of  JcaM,  there  Sandauce  rests. 

To  (Edipus  devoted  w^  a  dome. 

Which  Artamaaes  enter'd,  while  his  heart 

Ran  cold,  and  shudder'd  at  a  brother  foil. 

And  treach'rona  sire,  competitors  in  love; 

Abominable  strife  !  His  eyes  he  oast 

O'er  all  the  straetnre.  Halted  by  the  gleama 

Of  tapers  blue  attending ;  he  surve3r8, . 

Inaculptur'd  round,  the  horrours  which  befol 

The  house  of  JLaius ;  there  th*  ill-iieited  son 

His  fotber  slays ;  incestuous  there  ascends 

His  mother's  chamber ;  daughters  he  begets^ 

His  sisters,  sons  bis  brothers ;  blameless  he, 

A  mao  of  vhrtoea  by  despair  oppress'd. 

Rends  forth  his  ejrciwUs,  on  tlie  pavement  dash'd. 

There  sev*n  dire  captains,  leagu'd  by  horrid  oaths 

Which  startled  Heav'n,  are  figured;  down  to  Hell 

Amphiaraus  on  his  aaartial  car, 

TbrpQgh  Earth's  dividing  entrails,  there  deacendA; 

Here  ^paaeas,  blaspheming  Jove,  expires 

Amid  vindictive  lightnings;  mangled  thera, 

Eteocles  and  Fdynices  foU, 

Each  other's  victim  to  fraternal  hate. 

Full  of  these  hideous  images  the  youth 

Recliaes  distnrb'd,  unvisited  by  sleep. 

Till  awftil  aridnight;  broken  slumber  adds 

To  his  disqfaiet     In  a  thriUiag  dream 

The  eyeless  ghost  of  (Edipus  ascendr; 

The  vacant  sockets,  where  the  oibs  of  sight 

Once  beam'd,  are  bleeding  fresh ;  a  Stygian  pall 

Infolds  the  withered,  pale,  sepulchral  form  ; 

The  arms  are  stretch'd  abroad :  **  For  ever  Thebes 

Mast  tfaoa  to  honour  be  the  guilty  stage  I" 

it  said,  and  vanish  *d.    By  the  phantom  wak'd. 

Or  by  a  sadden  clash  of  mingling  swords. 

With  shrieks  and  tumult,  Artamanes  rose, 

Unsheath'd  his  sabre,  grip'd  his  target  fost,  ' 

And  issued  swift    Before  his  startled  eyes 

A  beauteous  woman,  of  miotic  form. 

In  garb  disorder'd,  and  with  ringlets  fall'n* 

Sustains  aloft  a  poniard  newly  drawn    . 

From  Mithridates*  heart,  who,  sinking,  breathes 

His  last  beneath  her  foet    So  Phcsbe  pierc'd  • 

Orion ;  so  the  groaning  Earth  receiv'd 

His  giant  bulk,  which  msolently  dar'd 

Attempt  that  child  immaculate  of  Jove 

With  violence  of  love.    Now  i^ke  the  fair : 

**  If  to  defiead  her  chastity  and  fame 
Becomes  a  woman,  self  approv'd  at  least 
T  stand,  great  Timon's  daughter,  from  a  line 
Heroic  sprung,  in  holy  Delphi  born ; 
If  to  have  slain  a  ruffian  be  a  crime 
Among  the  Persians,  give  me  instant  deaths 
Such  as  becomes  my  dignity  and  sex." 
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SdidtatiOM,  threttiiini^,  gifti  she  tptirn'd, 
While  I  adiiiir*d :  sare  virtue  hath  a  raj 
To  strike  the  meanest  eye.    To  uif  ht  his  ton 
AsaiPd  oar  dvetlinf^;  with  107  fellow  slaTet, 
All  batcher*d,  I  defended  longf  my  charge, 
By  Mithridates  from  the  mansion  forc'd ; 
Ite*  chastity  the  noble  maid  hath  sav'd. 
Her  poniard  stretch'd  the  ravisher  in  blood." 

To  Artamanes,  weeping  o'er  the  corse, 
Saiidaoc«  then :  "  To  thy  consoling  words 
I  oft  have  listened,  listen  thou  to  mine : 
Ybrgrre  the  maid ;  illustrious  is  her  deed 
For  erery  maid  to  imitate.    With  me, 
Come  Amarantha ;  thou  art  mine;  not  loof 
Shalt  so  continue ;  at  Nic»a's  fort 
I  will  restore  thee  to  a  joyful  sire, 
And  both  to  freedom."    Morning  breaks ;  the  can, 
TIm  troops  attend  ;  the  royal  dame  renews 
Her  pfugtcsb ;  seated  at  her  footstool  weeps, 
In  speechless  gratHiide,  the  Delphian  fair. 

IB^  pabKc  duty  Artamanes  rous*d. 
Hot  Umg  remaina.    This  last  farewell  he  sighs: 

*' Oh T  early  fall'n!  Oh!  cut Arom  proudest hc^es! 
Thee»  Hoffomazes,  may  a  brother's  tears 
Fsr  him  propitiate !  he  bath  none  to  shed. 
These  sileiit  ruins  to  oor  fitther  show. 
Thou  fiutbfnl  eunuch.    May  he  feel  Kke  me !" 

His  steed  he  mounts,  tmd  rapidly  o'ertak^ 
Hm  s^tadroBS,  op'oing  on  Cadmean  plains. 

Now  Anaarantha  Hf^s  her  gratefU  head. 
Intent  to  speak ;  but,  heavy  on  the  front 
Of  her  protectress,  heavier  m  her  breast 
Sat  griefs  each  sense  devouriog,  and  her  frame 
Enfeeblins ;  which,  too  delicately  wrought. 
Endures  not  ev^  remembrance  of  distress 
So  new,  so  strange  in  her  exalted  state. 
To  youth  untry'd  by  evils.    She  forgets 
Her  late  benignant  act,  till  chance  directs 
Her  eye  to  Amarantha ;  when  her  heart, 
Sooth'd  hy  the  conscience  of  a  gen*n>as  deed. 
Her  fm^ed  cheeks  relnmmes  with  a  smile. 

Then  spake  the  prudent  virgin :  *«  Persian  queen, 
(Sure  socfc  thou  art)  what  marveHons  event 
Gave  thee  a  knowledge  of  my  she,  his  place 
Of  residence,  and  my  disastrous  fete  ? 
Sense  of  thy  goodness,  from  my  breast  would  chase 
The  memory  of  troubles,  if,  alas ! 
I  did  not  see  thy  countenance  o'ercast 
If  thou  repent  thee,  of  thy  fhvoui^  deem 
Me  undeserving,  send  me  to  abide 
The  pnnnhment  ordainM  by  Persian  laws; 
But  if  thy  sorrows  are  thy  own,  unniix*d 
With  my  misfortunes,  let  assiduous  zeal,    ' 
Let  tenderest  service  of  my  grateful  hand. 
Strive  to  relieve  the  burdens  which  oppress 
My  beoe&etress."    In  the  captive's  hand 
Ssndanoe  drops  her  own ;  in  sighs  replies : 
••  O  !  by  thy  aspect  of  sapenor  mould 


Her  fbrtnne  promis'd.    In  Ssndanee^  train 

A  husband  followed  on  his  fan'ral  bier ; 

Her  fleeting  hue  a  sickly  paleness  taints, 

Which  Artamanes  with  a  sad'ning  eye 

Observes,  portent  of  malady.    Now  rose 

The  eighth  sad  mom,  revealing  to  their  sight 

Nicsea^s  neighboring  gate.    Sandauce  then 

To  Artamanes :  **  Tkke  this  virtuous  maid; 

To  her  my  promise,  to  her  father  thine 

Fulfill ;  conduct  her.    Amarantha  dear. 

Prom  thee  I  part,  rejoicing  in  thy  joy ; 

Amid  thy  comforts  in  a  sire's  embrace. 

Or  Miss  more  tender  with  a  destined  spouse. 

Forget  not  me.    Autarchus  near  the  tomb  « 

Of  Ariana  by  these  widow'd  hands 

Deposited** She  stops ;  the  weaken'd  pow'n 

Of  heath  relax,  nor  furnish  sound  to  grief: 
Mute  too  is  Delphi's  maid.    The  Persian  youth. 
To  leave  a  moment  in  her  sick'ning  state 
The  princess,  feels  a  struggle,  but  resolves 
ki  rapid  haste  her  mandate  to  obey. 

Nicxa^s  gate  he  entere ;  Timon  soon 
He  finds :  "  Receive  thy  daughter,"  swift  he  spake  ; 
«*  Receive  thy  freedom  from  the  bounteous  hand 
Of  Xerxes'  sister;  but  a  short  farewell 
My  urgent  cares  allow  ;  to  set  thee  free 
At  thy  own  time  I  hasten  to  emoin 
The  chief  commander  here."    He  said,  and  tum*d 
Precipitate  away,  unheard,  unmark'd 
By  Timon,  who  no  other  voice  nor  form 
Than  Araarantha's  heeds.     In  Carian  steel 
Now  Meliboeus  from  the  gymnic  school. 
Where  he  was  daily  exercised  in  arms, 
Approach'd ;  to  him  in  transport  Timon  spake : 

"  Behold  my  daughter !  "—Instant  from  the  port 
Appears  Aronces,  who  proclaims  the  news 
Of  Artemisia  landed.    She  had  left 
Phaleron;  station'd  in  the  Malian  bay. 
She  waiu  the  king's  arrival,  not  remote 
Now  with  his  army;  all  advance  to  meet 
The  Carian  queen;  when  sudden  clouds  of  dust 
The  sky  envelop ;  loud  the  hollow  sound 
Of  trampling  hoofs  is  heard.    The  portal  passM 
By  Artamanes  fac'd  the  southern  Sun ; 
An  entrance  eastward  rudely  is  possessed 
By  Caspian  horsemen,  in  the  hairy  skins 
Of  goats  all  horrid ;  round  their  brawny  loins 
From  shaggy  belts  keen  cimeters  depend; 
Well-fumish'd  onivers  rattle  on  their  back8» 
Now  fifty  grim-tac'd  savages  dismount 
To  seize  on  Amarantha.    Then  his  arm 
New-train'd  to  battle  Meliboeus  proves  ; 
With  native  strength,  agiUty,  aad  fire. 
He  springs,  confronts  the  Caspians;  from  the  first 
He  lops  the  ruffian  ^and ;  by  diCrent  wounds 
Five  more  lie  proitratt.    As  a  vessel  new. 
Compact,  and  strong,  impcttuous  firom  the  dock 
In  her  first  lanch  divides  the  troubled  wav^s. 
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The  nuptial  banquet,  and  hit  fiair  espoused 

With  violation  menaced.     Bnt  the  eye 

Of  Amarantha  mark'd  th'  unequal  fight; 

Her  poniard  drawn,  the  only  succour  left, 

^he  holds  intrepid,  resolute  on  death. 

No  second  thraldom  ;  when  th*  auspicious  sight 

Of  Caria's"  queen  revives  her  fainting  hoj^es. 

Stem  Artemisia,  rapid  on  the  call 
Of  vigilant  Aronces,  now  approach 'd 
In  awful  tone  the  Caspians:  **  Sheath  your  blades. 
Ye  fierce  in  look,  not  courage,  or  this  arm 
(Her  falchion  here  she  waves)  shall  hide  these  streets 
With  your  vile  carrion.     Despicable  herd 
Of  rebels,  led  by  what  presumptuous  fiend 
Dare  you  invade  a  fortress  of  your  king, 
£v'n  in  my  presence,  he  perhaps  in  sight?" 

They  hear  J  they  pause.    Enclosed  by  thickening 
In  multitude  confiding,  urg*d'  b^  lust,        [guards. 
Which  lends  a  courage  new,  Argestes  fell. 
Inciting  loud  his  ruffians  to  persist, 
Strikes  her  indignant  eye.  What  wrath,  what  hopes 
Of  just,  of  long-sought  vengeance  swell  her  breast! 
As  when  the  mother  of  a  lion  brood. 
From  wonted  chase  returning,  sees  a  wolf 
Or  treach'rous  tiger  stealing  towards  her  den, 
Who  in  her  absence  would  securely  prey 
On  her  defenceless  whelps,  her  eyeballs  roll 
In  fire,  she  rushes  on  th'  insidious  foe 
With  fangs  resistless ;  he  contends  in  vain, 
His  chest  she  rends  asunder,  and  his  heart 
Devours  unsated ;  so  incensed  the  queen, 
Begirt  by  Carians  terrible  in  war, 
To«ach  barbarian  terrible  who  saw 
Their  high  exploits  on  Salaminian  waves. 
Rushed  on  Argestes ;  Meliboeus  brave 
March'd  by  her  side  a  second,  whom  the  god 
Of  arms  might  rank  among  his  foremost  sons. 
The  Caspians  shrunk ;  by  desperation  bold. 
The  satrap  spurrM  his  courser  on  the  queen, 
And  whiH'd  a  javelin  shiv'ring  on  her  shield ; 
She  on  the  forehead  smote  the  restiff  horse. 
Who,  rearing,  hurl'd  his  rider  to  the  ground, 
Tbe^i  points  her  dreadful  weapon  tow'rds  the  breast 
Of  her  detested  foe,  intent  to  pierce 
The  traitorous  heart.     This  invocation  first 
She  solemn  utters :  "  Manes  of  the  brave  ! 
W^iom  he  devoted  on  the  Malian  fields    . 
Unpitied  victims  of  his  hate  to  me. 
To  yon,  my  subjects,  this  malignant  head 
I  immolate.     Hence,  satrap,  once  the  chief 
In  pow'r  and  state,  in  vice  and  falsehood  chief. 
Seek  Rhadamanthus ;  tell  him,  while  he  frowns 
On  his  tribunal,  Themis  to  my  hand 
Her  sword  resign'd  to  cut  thy  treason  short*' 

Her  vengeance  levels  now  the  mortal  blow. 
When  dignity  restrains  her.    **  Rise,'*  she  said. 


Bright  Amarantha,  where  she  stands  beset 

By  Caspians,  strangers  to  their  leader's  fate. 

Persisting  still  in  pertinacious  strife 

Against  Aronces,  and  her  manly  sire; 

Then  swift  as  sulph'rous  ether,  when  its  flame 

Divides  a  knotted  oak  or  cleaves  a  towV, 

Flies  on  the  ruffians :  **  Do  ye  lift,"  he  cries, 

**  Your  bands  profane  against  the  destin'd  queen 

Of  Macedon  ?*'  a  carnage  wjde  he  spreads 

Beneath  his  trampling  steed  and  pondYous  blade. 

Dismounting  victor,  he  unclasps  his  heljn. 

Her  dear  betroth'd  to  Amarantha  shows 

In  Alexander,  Macedonians  king. 

Ne'er  yet  so  comely,  so  endearing  look'd 

A  lover ;  rescu*d  from  barbarian  spoil 

She  meets  his  arms,  while  Timrjo  weeps  in  joy. 

With  Meliboeus,  from  a  stage  of  blood, 
The  Carian  queen  approacb'd,  while  thus  the  kio{^ 
His  fervent  soul  was  opening :   "  Oh  !  my  love. 
My  Amarantha !  my  affianc'd  love ! 
I  feel,  but  cannot  paint,  my  sorrows  past, 
My  present  joys.    The  day,  the  appointed  day 
To  solemnize  our  nuptial  rites  was  nigh, 
I  left  my  kingdom,  flew  to  Delphi's  walls; 
Thou  wast  Bot  there.   What  horrour,  when  I  beard 
Hiou  wast  a  captive !  by  what  barbarous  hand 
None  could  inform  me ;  thence  fh)m  march  to  march 
I  track'd  the  Persians ;  tidings  of  thy  fate 
No  tongue  could  tell ;  through  AtticA  I  rang'd» 
Bceotia,  Phocis,  Doris ;  Locris  still 
Was  left  to  search.    Disconsolate  I  join'd 
The  royal  camp  last  evening ;  there  I  beard 
Of  Mithridates  by  thy  virtne  slain ; 
At  Thebes,  of  curs'd  Argestes,  who  bad  faeld- 
Thee  prisoner  there ;  of  thy  departure  tbeooa 
With  kind  Sandauce  to  Nicea's  fort; 
Bnt  further  told,  that  base  Argestes  led 
The  Caspian  horee  forerunners  of  the  host; 
Alarm'd,  my  troop  I  gathered,  I  pursu'd. 
Am  come  to  save  thee,  nor  one  hour  withhold 
The  full  protection  of  my  nuptial  band." 

Th'  illustrious  virgin  answered  in  a  sigh : 
"  O  Alexander,  I  am  thine,  thou  mine 
By  sacred  vows ;  yet  thou  a  foe  to  Greece  !* 

Then  Artemisia :  **  Noble  maid,  I  praise 
That  zeal  for  Greece,  thy  countiy ;  but  fbibear 
At  this  momentous  crisis  to  combine 
lliy  preservation  with  a  public  care ; 
Thou  need*8t  protection  both  of  rank  and  pow'r. 
Few  can  resist  the  lustre  of  thy  form, 
Which,  left  unguarded  through  the  lawless  course 
Of  war,  might  light  in  others,  leas  deprav'd  > 
Than  foul  Argestes  and  his  barb'rous  son. 
New  flames  to  burst  in  violence  again.*' 

She  ceases ;  Timdn  ratifies  her  words. 
A  mother's  office  now  the  queen  performs 
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Bat  heaved  by  zephyrt,  ^lazM  the  pebbled  shore; 

^lien  Caria'is  princess,  visiting  the  beach 

With  Haliartus,  and  her  son  belov*d, 

Her  bosom  thos  discloe'd :  **  O  brother !  fHend 

lo  danger  tried,  not  yet  are  Asians  woet 

Complete ;  to  Greece  new  trophies  I  forbode. 

Oh !  soon  transported  o'er  these  hostile  wafei, 

May  Artemisia  rest  her  wearied  head 

At  length  in  peace,  and  thoa,  so  late  redeemed, 

With  her  parUke  the  blessing !  Ah !  thy  looks 

Reject  the  proffer — yet  some  rer'rence  bear 

To  Artemisia,  some  fraternal  love. 

Uow  shall  I  plead  ?  wilt  haughty  Greece  admit 

Thee  to  her  honours,  thee  hi  humblest  sta'e, 

Though  meriting  the  highest,  known  ib  long  ? 

Halkmrnasaos,  an  illustrious  town. 

Among  her  noblest  citizens  will  rank 

The  son  avowM  uf  Lygdamis.    O  cast 

A  kindred  eye  on  this  my  orphan  boy  1 

Who  must  become  his  guardian,  who  supply 

My  care,  should  Fate  precipitate  my  doom?" 

Tears  down  the  beard  of  Haliartus  flow*d« 
Aflticted,  though  determinVl.    On  his  hand 
Leander  hung ;  the  captivating  mien 
Of  Meliboeus  had  at  once  allured 
The  tender  youth  to  entertain  belief 
In  old  Aronoes,  when  he  first  proclaim'd 
The  swain  true  son  of  Lygdamis.    These  words 
From  Haliartos  broke :  *'  Thy  birth,  thy  name, 
Thy  virtues,  queen,  I  rev'rence ;  of  thy  blood 
Acknowledg'd,  more  ennobled  in  thy  praise, 
I  feel  my  elevation ;  but  thy  ear 
Approving  lend.    Three  suns  are  now  elaps'd 
Smce  gen*rous  Medon,  by  a  faithful  month, 
Convey*d  bis  promise  to  redeem  my  head, 
ExchangM  for  splendid  captives,  by  his  arm 
In  fight  acquired ;  I  hourly  watch  to  hail 
His  peaceful  ma^  perhaps  yon  distant  keel 
Contains  his  person.     To  forsake  this  friend. 
Whose  kindness  bless'd  my  former  humble  state, 
Friend  of  my  childhood,  youth,  and  ripen'd  years, 
Would  be  an  act,  O  thou  of  purest  f^me. 
To  plonge  thy  brother  in  the  lowest  depth 
Of  human  bareness,  baseness  of  the  mind, 
Thy  loDg-lost  brother,  found  too  soon  a  stain 
To  Ly^dsimis  and  thee.'*    Conclud'mg  here, 
He  eyes  the  vessel  bounding  to  the  port. 
With  branches  green  of  olive  on  her  head, 
Ber  poop,  and  mast;  the  Carian  sailors  hail 
The  lair,  pacific  signaL    On  the  beach 
The  warrior  leaps,  when  Haliartus  cries, 
**  I  see  my  patron  •"  with  expanded  arms 
FTies  to  embrace  him.    Medon  stops,  and  speaks : 

**  In  splendid  mail  is  Melibceus  cas'd  ? 
Are  these  not  Persian  standards  fijring  round  ? 
Art  thou  enroll'd  an  enemy  to  Greece?*' 

•*  No,"  mterpoe'd  the  queen,  "  behold  him  free. 
To  thee,  to  Greece  unchang*d,  in  arms  my  gift; 
He  is  my  brother,  brother  to  the  queen 

r\^  ^-     ■       —         ■mm       t  % ..    •  ■      .      .  .      -    I 


These  arms ;  will  perish  there  before  thy  Ibai, 
If  such  my  fate ;  if  victor  in  thy  ranks, 
Hang  in  thy  mansion  my  reposing  shield, 
There  make  my  home.     Yet  often  will  I  court 
Thy  welcome,  princess,  on  the  Carian  shore 
To  worship  still  thy  virtue,  on  thy  son 
Still  pour  the  blessings  of  parmtal  love.'' 

The  Carian  queen  subjoins :  '<  I  roust  approve^ 
To  such  clear  honour  yield  ;  bring  Timon,  call 
The  king;  time  presses,  we  must  all  depart; 
A  sacked  Delphian  too  finom  bondage  fVeed 
Thou  Shalt  receive,  O  Medon."    Swift  the  chief 
To  disembark  his  captives  gave  command ; 
Five  was  their  number ;  one  beyond  the  rest 
hi  stature  tower'd,  his  armour  was  unspoird, 
Hiousrh  rich  in  burpish'd  gold,  emboss'd  with  gems 
Of  starry.light ;  his  dignity  and  form' 
The  victors  rev'renc'd.    Medon  to  the  queen : 

**  These  Aristides,  at  my  efforts  pleas'd, 
Gave  to  my  choice  firom  numbers ;  an  exchange 
For  Melibceus  and  the  Delphian  priest 
These  I  design*d  ;  my  friends  thy  bounty  frees  ; 
Take  these  unransomM  fhnn  a  grateftil  hand." 

"  O  lib'ral  man!"  the  Carian  princess  here: 
**  Thou  dost  produce  Masistius ;  virtuous  lord ! 
How  will  Mardonius  in  thy  sight  rejoice. 
How  lift  his  hopes !"  To  her  Masistius  bow*d. 
To  Medon  spake :  **  O  Grecian  !  if  a  thought 
To  die  thy  debtor  could  debase  my  soul,  ' 

I  should  deserve  till  death  all  human  woes. 
Demand,  obtain ;  to  Asia  I  am  dear, 
Lov'd  by  Mardonius,  honoured  by  the  king, 
I  cannot  ask  what  either  would  refuse 
To  him  who  gave  me  liberty  and  life." 

*'  Thou  canst,"  rejoins  the  chief,  **  obtain  a  grace 
To  me  of  precious  worth,  to  Xerxes  none ; 
Nor  golden  st6res  nor  gems  attract  my  eye ; 
I  have  a  sister,  dearer  than  the  mines 
Of  Ind,  or  wealth  of  Susa,  who  resides 
A  priestess  pure,  on  that  CEtiean  ridge 
Which  ovenooks  Thermopylae,  her  name 
Melissa ;  there  an  ancient  fane  is  plac*d. 
No  splendid  seat  oracular,  enrich'd 
By  proud  donations,  but  a  mossy  pile. 
Where  ev'ry  Grecian  hath  from  age  to  age 
Ador*d  the  Muses.     Dft  thy  hand  to  swear. 
Thou  wilt  implore  of  Xerxes  a  decree. 
Irrevocable  like  a  Median  law. 
Forbidding  all  to  climb  that  holy  crag." 

To  him  Masistius:  *<  Not  the  Delianlsle, 
By  Persians  held  inviolate  of  old. 
Shall  boast  of  safety  like  Melissa^s  hill ; 
For  my  performance,  lo !  I  lift  my  hand 
To  Horomazes.    Thou,  retum'd,  salute 
Athenian  Aristides  in  my  name ; 
From  me,  his  captive  in  that  direful  hour 
Of  carnage  round  Psyttalia^s  bloody  strand. 
Say,  that  my  thankful  tongue  will  never  cease 
Extolling  his  beneficence  and  thine. 
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Deploring  tbee,  diy  child,  whHe  other  Greeks, 
Erecting  brilliant  trophies,  have  obtained 
Eternal  praite.    Thee,  Amaranthai  (bund, 
Thee  wedded,  happy  in  thjr  choice  and  mine, 
I  quit,  my  tarnish'd  honours  to  retrieve." 

She  then :  **  In  him,  a  huf band,  I  avow 
Felicity  unstain*d ;  in  him,  ally 
To  Persia's  tyrant,  I  am  left  unblessed. 
Malignant  fortune  still  pursues  thy  child; 
Before  me  holds  a  oonsort  and  a  sire 
In  adverse  ranks  contending.*'    He  rejoins: 

**  I  know  thee,  daughter,  like  the  manliest  Greek 
The  wrongs  of  Greece  resenting,  but  thy  heart 
Keep  in  subjection  to  a  tender  spouse 
Of  constancy  approved,  whose  honse  with  mine. 
From  eldest  times,  by  mutual  tokens  pass'd. 
In  sacred  hospitality  is  Ihik'd.     - 
Thy  pow'r  of  beauty  never  for  thyself 
Employ,  be  all  compliance ;  use  that  charm. 
As  kind  occasion  whispers,  in  behalf 
Of  Greece  al6ne ;  by  counsel  sweetly  breath*d. 
Diffuse  remembniBoe  of  his  Grecian  Uood 
Through  Alexander's  heart"    While  these  con- 


Apait,  the  keels  are  lanch'd ;  now  all  embark; 
Aboard  his  vessel  Medon  leads  the  son 
Of  Lygdamis  with  Timon ;  on  her  own 
Imperial  deck-th'  attentive  queen  disposM 
The  Macedonian  with  his  beauteous  bride, 
And  Persians  freed  by  Medon,  chief  of  these 
Masistius  merits  her  peculiar  care ; 
Confined,  Argestes  trembles  at  his  doom 
From  Xerxes'  ir^     Akmg  thy  rocky -verge, 
Thermopyte,  with  sails  and  shrouds  relaxed, 
Smooth  glide  the  Carian  gallies  through  a  calm, 
Which  o'er  the  Malian  surfkce  sleeps  unmov'd. 
Unless  by  measfir'd  strokes  of  sounding  oars. 
Or  foam-besilver'd  prows.    A  royal  gtmrd. 
Preceding  Xerxes,  through  that  dreaded  past 
Were  then  advancing,  not  in  ordered  pomp^ 
As  on  his  march  to  Athens;  now  behind 
The  regal  chariot  panic  fear  impelPd 
On  its  encumber'd  wheeb  disorderM  throngs, 
Ai  if  Leonidas  had  ris^  and  shook 
The  snaky  shield  of  Gorgon,  or  his  sword, 
Stain'd  with  PftyttaKan  havoc,  o'er  their  heads 
The  living  arm  of  Aristides  wav'd. 
On  sight  of  (Eta,  Carinas  queen  relates 
To  her  illuntrious  passengers  the  deeds 
Which  sigmiliz'd  that  rock,  nor  leaves  mitold 
The  fate  of  Teribasus,  nor  the  wound 
Of  Ariana,  victims  both  to  love. 

Now,  where  Spercbeos  fhHn  his  spumy  jaws 
A  tribute  large  delivers  to  the  bay, 
They  land ;  Mardenitn,  passing  ttmYds  a  teat 
Mapifioent,  erected  for  the  king, 


Possess  her  laws,  her  fV«0dom,  with  incrttsa 
Of  rich  d^minioo."    Artemisia  then  : 

**  Behold,  the  king  of  Maoedon,  his  wife 
In  Amaranlthsu**    WondVing  at  her  form. 
Exclaims  the  Persian  hero ;  *<  Of  one  crima 
I  now  acquit  Argestes  and  his  son ; 
What  ioe  of  virtue  could  resist  that  fhce !" 

Again  the  queen :  **  For  other  crimes  my  ship 
Det^ns  Argestes ;  him  before  the  king 
To  charge,  immediate  audience  we  demand.** 

Mardonius  guides  them  to  the  royal  tent. 
With  half  his  Chiefs  the  monarch  anxious  satt 
His  swift  departure  by  the  break  of  dawn 
Arranging.    Amaraotha,  in  her  shape 
A  deity,  anumg  them  sudden  spreads 
A  blaze  of  beauty,  like  the  Sun  at  nooa 
In  dazzling  state  am'idst  an  ether  Use 
Of  torrid  climates :  admiration  loud 
Wounds  her  offended  ear.     She  thus  began : 

**  What  you  admire,  ye  Persians,  O  that  ^eav^i 
Had  iBofer  coaferr'd !  the  cause  of  woe  to  me. 
Of  guilt  in  others;  then  a  maiden  hand 
Had  ne'er  been  dipped  in  slaughter,  nor  these  eyes 
Surveyed  the  pavement  of  Nicssa  strewn 
With  subjects  made  rebellious  by  my  fate. 
Thy  subjects,  monarch.    With  a  Caspian  taroop 
Argestes  forc'd  thy  castle  me  to  seize, 
Th'  affianced  brid^  of  Macedonia's  king. 
Me,  to  Sandauce  giv'n  a  royal  boon. 
Me,  then  in  freedom  by  the  gracious  will 
Of  thy  imperial  sister.     Help,  unhop'd. 
From  Artemisia,  from  my  husband  came ; 
Me  they  preserv'd,  Argestes  pris'ner  bring 
To  undergo  thy  justice."    Caria's  queen 
With  Macedon's  indignant  prince  confirm 
This  accusation.    On  his  own  retreat 
Secure  to  Susa,  Xerxes  all  uitent, 
Turns  to  Mardonius:  '<  Thou  be  judges"  be  aaid  ; 
•*  Take  to  thyself  the  forfeits  of  this  crime." 

**  The  king  commands  his  servant  shall  be  jadge,** 
Mardonids  answered ;  **  chief  among  my  fbea 
Hath  been  Argestes,  therefore  must  not  die 
By  my  decree.     Let  Cyra,  fort  remote 
On  laxartes,  hide  his  banish'd  head ; 
That  care  to  Artemisia  I  commit ; 
His  satrapy,  his  treasure,  and  domain. 
To  Artamanes,  his  remaining  son, 
Thy  meritorious  vaasal,  I  oniain.*' 

Thii  judgment  pass'd,  a  murmur  nigh  the  teat* 
Denouncing  an  ambassador,  is  heard ; 
Ambassador  of  Sparta.    Soon  appears 
The  manly  firame  of  Aemnt^us  bold. 
Surpassing  all  his  countrymen  in  arms. 
An  Ephorus  in  office,  function  high ; 
Whot:e  jealous  vigilance  imprisoned  kings 
Ui^ust,  or  impious,  or  assuming  pow'r 
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I  win  ftec6pt*  The  HioimmpoIi  to  Ut  cheek 
A  Bhew  of  laughter  calls;  awhile  is  mute; 
Then,  breaking  alenoe,  to  Mardonios  points. 

"  They  shall  receive  tb*  atoneoMot  they  deserve 
From  him :  thon  bear^st,  Mardonins."    Then,  with 

looks 
Ofsoern  and  menace:  '<  Yes,"  the  Spartan  said* 
'*  Thee  I  accept  my  Tictim  to  appease 
Uonidas;*'  disdainful  then  his  loot 
He  turns  away,  nor  fears  tb'  unnumberHl  guard. 

Meantime  the  royal  progeny  is  brought 
To  Artemisia ;  urgent  time  tequircs. 
Their  father's  fears  the  embarkation  press 
For  Ephesus  that  night    Them  down  the  beach 
Mtrdonius  follows,  and  the  Carian  queen 
In  secret  thus  addiresscs :  *<  Didst  thou  mark 
That  Spartan's  threatening  words  and  haughty  mien } 
Aq  oracle  suggested  this  demand. 
Strange  and  mysterious.    On  the  martial  field 
Him  I  can  single  from  Laconian  ranks. 
Audacious  challenger !  but  something  more 
Behind  the  veil  of  Destiny  may  hirk 
Voseeu  by  me."    *'  Mardomns,"  she  replied ; 
Look  only  where  no  mystery  can  lurk. 
On  ev^ry  manly  duty ;  nothing  dark 
O'erihades  the  track  of  Viitue ;  plain  her  path; 
But  Superstitioii  chosen  ibr  a  guide, 
Misleadstbe  best  and  wisest.    Think  no  more 
Of  this,  an  object  like  that  passing  cloud 
Before  the  Moon,  who  shortly  will  unfold 
Her  wonted  brightness.    Prudent  thy  design 
To  gain  th*  Athenians ;  to  that  noble  race 
Be  large  in  proffers,  in  |jbrformance  true; 
Purchase  but  their  neutrality,  thy  sword 
Will,  in  despite  of  oracles,  reduce 
The  rest  of  Greece."    This  utter'd,  she  embarks. 

He  seeks  h»  tent,  and  finds  Masistius  there. 
Whose  honour,  noindful  of  a  promise  pledged. 
Requests  protection  for  Melissa's  fane. 

Him  in  his  arms  the  son  of  Gobrias  clasp'd, 
ThusftjTvent  answVing  :  **  Xerxes  will  renew 
His  rapid  march  to  morrow ;  pow'r  supreme  . 
He  leaves  with  me,  which  insUnt  shall  be  urged 
To  reader  firm  the  promise  of  my  firiend. 
Nov  lead  thy  ooiinsel  on  the  copious  roll 
Of  Asians  host;  assist  me  to  select 
ihtt  thirty  myriads  giv*n  to  my  command." 

T-  f  sat  till   day-spring ;    then  the  camp  is 
moved; 
Tbeo  Amaranths,  from  her  husband's  tent 
Ascends  a  car,  and  traverses  the  vale. 
By  fluent  crystal  of  Spercheos  lav'd, 
1*0  join  Sandauce.    On  her  way  she  meets 
Artuchus,  guardism  of  the  Persian  fair; 
'Hie  satrap  gazes.  Courtesy  entranc'd 
Forgets  awhile  her  function.    Thus,  at  lepgth, 
He  greets  the  q«een :  "  Fair  stranger,  who  dost  rise 
A  second  day-spring  to  th'  astonished  eye. 
Accept  my  service;  whither  tends  thy  courM? 
Whom  dost  thonaeek  ?  and  gracious  tell  thy  name." 

hi  rosy  bfavhes,  like  Aurora  still. 
She  graceful  thus:  «  Of  Macedonia's  king 
i  sn  th'  eqMiua'4;  ny  patroness  I  seek, 
Ssadauce,  issue  of  th'  imperial  house." 

Artuchus  answered :  *'  YestarnooB  beheld 
Her  languid  steps  approach  this  vale  of  woe. 
"JTIiou,  beauteous  pnaoeas,  to  Sandaoce  known, 
TV»  mast  have  heard  of  Ariana's  £ite; 
Swidauce  now  is  Bionrning  at  her  to«b> 
A  giave  preparing  for  Autacctnt  shun. 


Ill 

Mayst  thou  SMpend  despttr !  Net  distant  flowt 
The  Fount  of  Sorrow,  so  we  styl'd  the  placa^ 
Frequented  oft  by  Ariana's  grief; 
There  oft  her  head  disconsolate  she  hong 
To  feed  incessant  anguish,  ne'er  disclos'd 
Unless  in  sighing  whispers  to  the  stream ; 
Her  last  aibode  is  there.    The  myrtles  shed 
Their  odours  round,  the  virgin  roses  bloom; 
1  there  have  caus'd  a  monument  to  rise. 
That  pnsmg  strangers  may  her  name  revere. 
And  weep  her  fortune;  horn  her  early  grave 
May  learn,  how  Heav'n  is  jealous  of  its  boons, 
Not  long  to  flourish,  where  they  most  excel. 
A  mai4>le  mansion  new  erected  nigh 
Her  faithful  slaves  inhabit ;  who  attune 
To  thrill'mg  lutes  a  daily  fon'ral  song." 
He  leads,  he  stops.    On  gently-moving'  air 
Sweet  measures  glide ;  this  melancholy  dirge. 
To  melting  chordb>  by  sorrow  touch'd,  is  heird. 

'*  Cropp*d  is  the  rose  of  beauty  in  her  bud. 
Bright  virtdees  purest  mansion  is  defoc'd ; 
like  Mithra's  beams  her  silken  tresses  shone 
In  lustro  gentle  as  a  vernal  raofn ; 
Her  eye  reveaPd  the  beauties  of  ber  mind ; 
The  slave,  the  captive,  in  her  light  r^oic'd. 

*'  Lament,  ye  daughters  of  Choaspes,  wail, 
Ye  Cissian  BMids,  your  paragon  is  lost ! 

^'  Once  like  the  fresh-blown  IHy  in  the  vale. 
In  Susa  foir,  in  radiancy  of  bloom 
like  summer  glowing,  till  consuming  love 
Deform'd  her  graces;  then  her  hue  she  chang'd 
To  lilies  pining  in  decay,  but  kept 
The  smile  of  kindness  on  her  wasted  cheek. 

**  Lament,  ye  daughter!  of  Choaspes,  wail. 
Ye  Cissian  maiib,  your  parage^  is  lost ! 

"  O  ray  of  wisdom,  eye  of  virtue,  form*d 
To  spread  superior  light,  the  dazaling  brand 
Of  love  malign  obscured  thy  eagle  sight; 
Thy  viul  flames  aro  vanisb'd,  ours  remain. 
As  lamps  to  endless  mourning  in  thy  tomb. 
Till  we  rejoin  thee  hn  a  land  of  bliss. 

**  Lament,  ye  daughters  of  Choaspes,  wail. 
Ye  Cissiim  maids,  your  paragon  is  lost!" 
'  The  song  concludes.    Sandauce  from  a  bank 
Of  turf  i]^nrise3,  resting  on  her  slaves ; 
A  pallid  visage,  and  a  fainting  step, 
She  bringfs  before  the  sepulchre,  and  spake: 

**  O  Ariana!  listen  from  thy  tomb. 
To  me  in  woe  thy  sister,  as  in  blood  I 
By  difiPrentforttraes  both  were  doomed  to  waste 
An  early  bloom  in  sorrow ;  O  admit 
Auterctoa  first  a  neighbour  to  thy  clay. 
Me  next,  who  feel  my  vilal  thread  unwind* 
O  Haav*!!!  my  humble  spirit  would  submit 

To  thy  aflUcting  hand but  ev'ry  fount 

Of  health  is  dry'd ;  my  frame  enfeebled  sinks 
Bedeath  its  trial.    When  the  inhuman  priest 
Condemned  my  children  to  bis  cruel  knifo, 
The  freeii^g  sheers  of  Fate  that  moment  cut 
My  heartstrings;  never  have  they  heai'd  again; 
Decay'd  and  wither^  ia  the  flower  of  life. 
My  strength  deserts  my  pstienoe:  tender  friends 
Provide  another  fravn."*-^*  Forwhesn?"    bnnts 


Emathia's  queen,  and  threw  her  clasping  arms 
Around  the  princess;  whose discolour'd  hue 
In  warm  aflfection  flushes  at  the  sight 
Of  Amarantha,  as  a  languid  rese. 
Shrunk  by  the  rigour  of  noetmnal  (ros^ 
Aarink  rtrivinf  at  the  tepid  r^ys  t 
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Of  wmtry  Pboebot,  gloira.    "  For  me,"  she  ligh'd, 
**  For  me,  that  bed  of  endless  rest  is  made. 
Com'st  thou,  neglectful  of  thy  nuptial  Uiss, 
To  poor  Sandauce't  burial !  soon  the  hour, 
When  of  the  Sun  these  sickly  eyes  must  Uke 
Their  last  farewell,  may  call  thy  friendly  hand 
To  close  their  curtains  in  eternal*  night  !*' 

These  words  the  Grecian  fair,  in  sorrow  try*d. 
In  constancy  unshaken,  swift  returned : 

**  Thou  Shalt  not  die,  avoid  this  mournful  spot. 
Thou  hast  accomplish'd  all  thy  duty  here; 
Let  other  duties,  wak'ning  in  thy  breast, 
Strive  with  despair ;  transported  in  my  arms, 
To  Alexander's  capital  resort 
Thon  Shalt  not  die ;  returning  health,  allur'd 
By  Amarantha*fr  love  and  tender  care. 
Again  shall  bless  her  patroness,  renew 
Her  youth  in  bloom,  in  vigour,  ne'er  to  leave 
Her  infants  doubly  orphans.^'    At  their  name 
The  princess  faints,  too  sensitive  a  plant. 
Which  on  the  lightest  touch  contracts  the  leaves, 
And  seems  td  wither  in  the  fold  of  death. 
Her  lovely  weight  Artnchus  to  his  tent 
Conveys;  a  litter  gentle,  as  it  moves. 
Receives  her  soon ;  her  children  by  her  ade. 
In  Macedonian  chariots  are  disposM, 
Her  female  slaves  and  eunuchs.     Now  appears 
Emathia's  prince  to  guard  his  matchless  bride; 
In  arms  complete,  resembling  Mars,  he  rules 
The  fiery  courser.     Artamanes  swift 
This  royal  mandate  to  Artuchns  bears: 

"  The  king,  O  satrap,  hath  begun  his  march  j 
Delay  not  thine  with  all  thy  precious  charge." 

To  Artamanes  then,  the  Grecian  queen : 
'*  Let  me  request  thee  in  Sandauce's  name 
To  visit  yonder  fbnnt,  of  sorrow  call'd. 
There  see  th*  unfinishM  obsequies  performed. 
To  great  Autarctus  due.     Her  languid  head 
With  me  awhile  at  ^Egas  will  repose. 
My  consort's  royal  seat;  and,  gentle  youth. 
If  justice  whisper  to  thy  feeling  heart. 
That  well  I  sar'd  my  innocence  and  fame. 
Thou  wilt  be  welcome  to  the  fgssan  baU." 

This  said,  die  mounts  her  chariot;  notunplen'd, 
He  to  accomplish  her  command  proceeds. 

Artuchus  now  coodncts  the  female  train. 
Unhappy  victims  of  ambition !  These, 
A  prey  to  famine,  to  congealing  blasts 
From  cold  Olympus,  from  Bisaltic  hills, 
And  Rhodope,  snow-vested,  were  condenm'd, 
With  that  iunuDserable  host  in  flight 
Unfbrm'd,  unfhmish'd,  scatter'd,  to  partake 
Of  miseries  surpassing  Katare*s  help. 
On  Earth's  unwholaome  lap  their  tender  limbs 
To  couch,  to  feed  on  grass,  on  bitter  leaves. 
On  noisome  hark  of  trees,  and  swell  the  scene 
Between  ^>ercheoe  and  the  distant  shores 
Of  Helle^pontine  Sestos:  real  scene 
Of  death,  beyond  the  massacre  denounced 
By  that  stem  angel  in  the  prophet's  dream. 
When  were  assembled  ev'ry  fiJwl  of  prey 
From  all  the  regions  of  the  peopled  air, 
At  Heavu's  dread  call,  to  buiquet  oo  the  flesh 
Of  princes,  captains,  and  of  mighty  men. 


BOOK  X. 
Now  is  the  season,  when  Vertumnus  leads 
Pomona's  glowing  charms  through  ripen'd  groret 


Of  ruddy  fruitage;  now  the  kwden  vine 
Invites  the  gath'ring  hand,  which  treasores  joy 
For  hoary  Winter  in  his  turn  to  smile. 
An  eastern  course  before  autunmal  gales 
To  Epbesns  the  Carian  gallies  bend; 
While  Medon  coasts  by  Locris,  and  deplores 
Her  state  of  thraldom.     Thrice  Aurora  shows 
Her  placid  face  ;  devourpr  of  mankind, 
The  sea,  curls  lightly  in  fallacious  calms; 
To  Medon  then  the  wary  master  thus : 

'*  My  chief,  the  dang'rous  eqninox  is  near, 
Whose  stormy  breath  each  prudent  sailor  shuns, 
Secure  in  harbour;  turbulent  these  straits 
Between  Eubcea  and  the  Locrian  shore ; 
Fate  lurks  in  eddies,  threatens  from  the  rocks ; 
The  continent  is  hostile;  we  must  stretch 
Across  the  passage  to  Eubcea's  isle. 
There  wait  in  safety  till  the  season  rude 
Us  wonted  violence  hath  spent."    The  chief 
Replies :  "  An  island,  Atalante  nam'd, 
Pussess'd  by  Locrians,  rises  in  tby  view; 
There  first  thy  shelter  seek ;  perhaps  the  foe 
Hath  left  that  firagment  of  my  native  state 
Yet  undestroy*d."    Th'  obedient  nidder  guides, 
The  oars  impel  the  well-directed  keel 
Safe  through  an  inlet  op'ning  to  a  cove 
Fenc'd  rouad  by  rising  land.     At  once  the  sight, 
Caught  by  a  lucid  aperture  of  rock. 
Strays  up  the  island  ;  whence  a  living  stream, 
Profuse  and  swift  beneath  a  native  arch, 
Repels  encumbering  sands.  A  slender  skiff", ' 
Lanch'd  from  the  ship,  pervades  the  sounding  vault; 
With  his  companions  Medon  bounds  ashore, 
Addrcssiug  Timon :  **  Delphian  guest,  these  steps, 
Rude  hewn,  attain  the  summit  of  this  rock; 
Thence  o'er  the  island  may  our  wary  ken, 
By' some  sure  sign,  discover  if  we  tread 
A  friendly  soil,  or  hostile."    They  ascend. 
The  topmost  peak  was  cbiselPd  to  display 
Marine  Palasmon,  colossean  form. 
In  art  not  specious.    Melicertes  once. 
Him  Ino,  flying  from  th'  infuriate  sword 
Of  Athamas  her  husband,  down  a  cliflf. 
Distracted  mothei*  with  herself  immers'd 
In  ocean's  salt-abyss.     Their  mortal  state 
Neptunian  pity  to  immortal  chang'd ; 
From  Ino  she  became  Leucothea,  chief 
Among  the  nymphs  of  Tethys;  he  that  god 
Benign,  presiding  o*er  the  trauqnil  poit, 
Palsemon,  yielding  refuge  to  the  toils 
Of  mariners  sea-worn.    One  mighty  palm 
LeanM  on  a  rudder,  high  the  other  held 
A  globe  of  light,  far  shooting  through  the  dark. 
In  rays  auspicious  to  nocturnal  keels, 
\Vhich  plough  the  vex'd  Euripus.     Fair  below, 
Her  cap  of  verdure  Atalante  spreads. 
Small  as  a  region,  as  a  pasture  laige. 
In  gentle  hollows  vary'd,  gentle  swells. 
All  intersected  by  unnumbered  tufts 
Of  trees  fruit-laden.    Bord'ring  on  the  straits, 
Rich  Locris,  wide  Bceotia,  lift  their  woods, 
Their  hills  by  Ceres  lov'd,  and  cities  iam'd; 
Here  Opus,  there  Tanagra;  Delium  shows 
Her  proud  Phoebean  edifice,  her  port 
Capacious  Aulis,  whence  a  thousand  barks 
With  Agamemnon  sail'd;  a  lengtheo'd  range 
Eubcea's  riva]  opulence  oppos'd. 
Queen  of  that  frith ;  superi)  the  structures  rise 
Of  Oreus,  Cbalcis,  and  the  ruins  vast 
Of  sad  Eretria,  by  Darius  crusbU 
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The  Locrian  tttMnJotflt  the  figmr'd  god : 
**  Still  doit  Uknl  stand,  Palsmoii,  to  procUim 
Oaeui  hospitality  of  old. 
Which  caiT*d  thae  here  conspioiKmSy  to  befnend 
The  sailor  night-perplex'd?  Thoo  only  sign 
Left  of  Oilean  greatness !  wrappM  in  woe 
Is  that  distingoishM  house  !  barbaiians  fill 
H«r  inmost  chambers !  O  propitious  god ! 
If  yet  some  remnant  of  the  Locrian  state 
Thou  dost  protect  on  Atalant^'s  shore. 
Before  I  leave  her  shall  thy  image  smoke 
With  Attest  victims  !^  Timoo  quick  subjoins: 

"  I  see  no  hostile  trace* ;  numftrous  hinds 
Along  the  meadows  tend  their  flocks  and  heids; 
liet  m,  descending,  and  the  crested  helm. 
The  ^ear,  and  shield,  committiog  to  our  train. 
In  peaceful  guise  salute  a  peaceful  laud." 

I^iey  hear,  approving;  lightly  back  they  speedy 
Dnann'd,  they  follow  an  inviting  path. 
Which  cots  a  shelving  green.    In  sportive  laugh, 
Before  the  threshold  of  a  dwdling  nigh, 
Appear  young  children ;  qoickning  then  his  pace, 
**  O  Haliartus,*'  Medon  cries,  "  I  see 
My  brother's  ofl&pring !"  lliey  their  uncle  knew, 
Anxmd  him  flock'd,  annoondng  his  approach 
In  screams  of  joy :  their  sire,  Leontetn,  came. 

is  Leda's  nKnrtal  son  in  Pluto's  vale 
Beoeiv'd  his  brother  Pollux,  who,  firom  Jove 
Deriv'd,  immortal,  left  theTealms  of  day,        ^ 
And  half  his  own  divmity  resignM, 
His  dear-lov*d  Castor  to  redeem  from  death; 
So  rttsh*d  Laosiieiis  into  Medon's  arms. 
Thus  ott'ring  loud  his  transport:  •*  Dost  thou  oome 
Tome  and  these  a  saviour!  When  that  cloud 
Of  dire  invasion  overcast  our  land, 
For  sev'n  defenctdem  infimts  what  remained  ? 
What  for  a  tender  mother?  Instantflight 
^*r«serT'd  ns;  still  we  unmolested  breathe 
loAtalant^S  others  like  ourselves 
Bssorted  hiUier;  barren  winter  soon 
Will  blast  the  scanty  produce  of  this  isle, 
Hleliunme  waste  our  numbers ;  or,  by  want 
^>o<DpeU*d,  this  precious  renmant  of  thy  friends, 
These  rismg  pillars  of  th'  Oilean  bouse 
Mut  yield  to  Xerxes— but  the  gods  have  sent 
b  fliee  a  guardian."— '<  Summon  all  our  fnends,'* 
Hated  Medon  ansurers  5  ••  ev'ry  want 
ShsU  be  suppIyVly  their  valoor  in  return 
u all!  claim."    Meantime,  like  watchful  beet 
To  gotni  th'  invaded  hive,  from  ev'ry  part 
The  islanders  assemble;  but  the  name 
Of  Medon,  once  divnig'd,  supprenes  fear. 
And  vond'ring  gladness  to  his  presence  briogf 
1^  Bombera.    He,  rrtnemb'ring  such  a  scene 
^  in  Calauria,  where  afflieted  throngs 
^^  his  righteous  friend  of  Athens  press'd  ; 
I^  in  that  tender  circumstance  himself 
Anoog  his  Locrians,  conscious  too  of  means 
J^nmigate  their  snffVings,  melts  in  tears 
Ofw.    '«0  countrymen  bdov*d!>' he  cries, 

I  low  apolaud  my  forecast,  which  secur'd 
P^vholeOileaa  treasures;  sale  they  lie 
At  Lsoedcmon,  whence  expect  relief 
In  tuU  abundance  on  your  wants  to  flow. 
Amid  bis  country's  ruias  Medon  still 
*^  bles  the  gods;  by  your  auspicious  aid» 
5^^  ™y  1»P«  discovered,  1  may  bring 
'^feeble standard  to  the  Grecian  camp, 
wS"v^****^  now  triumphant  6*er  the  waves» 

VOLX*****  ph»lMx  in  the  field  complMei 


The  overthrow  of  Asia,  and  restoral 
Dejected  Locris."    So  to  Israel's  sons. 
Their  little  ones  and  wives,  by  deathfiil  thirst 
Amid  the  parching  wilderness  oppressed. 
Their  legislator,  with  bin  lifted  rod, 
Coaeoling  qpake,  who,  Heav'n  entrusted,  knew 
One  stroke  would  open  watry  veins  of  rock. 
And  preservation  from  a  flinty  bed 
Draw  copious  down.    «*  Leonteus,  lead  the  way," 
Resum*d  his  brother:  <*  vers'd  in  arms,  my  yojuthy 
My  prime,  are  strangers  to  the  nuptial  tie  j 
Yet,  in  thy  bliss  delighting,  I  would  greet 
A  sister,  auth'ress  of  this  blooming  troop.'* 

With  all  the  clustering  children  at  his  side 
He  pass*d  the  threshold,  and  their  mother  hailM. 

Now  o*er  their  heads  the  equinoctial  gusts 
Begin  to  chase  the  clouds;  by  tcmpi^ts  torn. 
The  hoarse  Eoripus  sends  a  distant  sound. 
Twelve  days  are  spent  in  sweet  domestic  joy; 
Serenity  returns.    The  master  warns; 
Departmg  Medon  reascends  the  bark, 
Whose  rudder  stems  the  celebrated  frith, 
Where  twice  sev'n  times  the  Sun  and  stars  behoUf 
Reciprocating  floods.    Three  days  are  pass'd 
When  Suniuny  Attic  promontory,  shades 
The  resting  sail;  Belbina  thence  they  seek 
By  mom*s  new  glance,  and  reach  at  dewy  eve* 
Athenian  too  Belbina  yields  a  port 
To  night-o*ertaken  sailors  in  their  course 
Between  Cecropia  and  Troezene's  walls. 
A  squadron  there  is  moor'd;  Cleander  there. 
Now  ev'ry  public  duty  well  discharg'd 
Dismiss*d  him  glorious  to  his  native  roof. 
Was  disembarked.    Contemplating  in  thoughit 
His  Ariphilia,  for  the  day's  return 
He  languish'd;  ev*ry  Nereid  he  invok'd 
To  speed  his  keel.    Him  Medon,  landing,  greets  jf 
TowhomOeander:  <<  On  Caluria  first 
We  interchang'd  embraces;  now  accept 
A  salutation  doubly  warm,  O  chief ! 
By  Aristides  priz'd,  his  second  bold 
In  high  exploit^  which  signalise  an  isle 
Obscure  before,  Psyttalia;  be  my  guest 
This  night  at  least**    He  said;  they  pass'd  aboard 
With  Haliartus  and  the  Delphian  safer. 
A  genVous  meal  concluded.    Medon  spake : 

*'  TVoBzenian  chief,  now  give  the  mind  repast| 
I  have  been  absent  long ;  when  first  the  flight 
Of  Asia's  host  and  shattered  fleet  wsa  known, 
FIrom  Salamis  I  hoisted  sail.    To  hear 
Of  Aristides  and  the  Uurell'd  son 
Of  Neodes,  to  hear  of  all  the  brave. 
Whose  high  achievements  consecrate  that  day^ 
Prom  thy  narratkm  would  delight  my  soul." 
aeander  then  began:  "  To  council  call'd 
By  Eurybiades,  the  leading  Greeks 
Awhile  debated,  if  their  fleet  combin'd 
Should  sail  to  break  the  Hellespontine  bridge  > 
This  be  oppos'd;  I  readily  had  join'd 
Th*  Athenian  people,  eager  by  themselves 
Without  auxUiar  Grecians,  to  pursue 
Hie  arrogant  invader;  butthetrib^ 
In  farm  assembled,  with  dissuasive  words 
Themistocles  thus  cool'd.    *  I  oft  have  seen, 
Have  oftner  heard,  that  vanouish'd  men,  constrain'4 
By  desperation,  hare  their  Urn  repair'd 
In  fight  renew'd.    Repelling  such  a  cloud 
Of  enemies  from  Gitece,  contented  rest; 
The  pow'r  0^  gods  and  herpes,  not  our  own, 
Achiev'd  the  d«ed;  pnnue  not  thote  who  fly,      t 
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Resort  to  Athem;  fn  tbflir  oM  abodes 
Replace  your  womea,  socfa  obsequious  wives, 
^uch  daughters ;  reinstate  your  native  walls. 
Rebuild  your  niin'd  mansions;  sow  your  fields. 
Prevent  a  dearth ;  by  early  spring  unfurl 
Your  active  sails,  then  shake  the  eastern  shores.' 
He  last  propos'd,  that  exiles  be  recallM. 

**  Loud  acclamations  rose ;  the  honour'd  name 
Of  Aristides  thunder'd  on  the  beach." 

**  O  wise  Athenians!"  Medon  cordial  here: 
*'  O  happy  man,  whose  happiness  is  plac'd 
In  virtuous  actions !  happiest  now  a  scope 
Is  giv^  unbounded  to  thy  band  and  heart  1 
Proceed  Cleander."    He  his  tale  renews: 

'*  Th*  Athenians  lanch  their  gf  Nies,  all  embark 
With  Aristides,  chosen  to  that  charge. 
I  set  my  ready  canvass  to  perform 
The  last  kind  office,  from  C^lauria*s  isle 
And  Troezen*8  walls  to  waft  thehr  wives  and  race. 
Left  in  our  trust     Meantime  the  diff'rent  chiefs 
Meet  on  the  isthmus,  summon*d  to  decide 
Who  best  had  served  the  public,  who  might  claim 
The  highest  honours.     Every  leader  names 
Himself  the  first,  but  all  concurrent  own 
Tbemistocles  the  second.     Envy  still 
Prevails ;  without  decision  they  disperse. 
Each  to  his  home.    Themistocles,  incens'd. 
In  eager  quest  of  honours  justly  due. 
Withheld  unjustly,  not  to  Athens  bends 
His  hastening  step,  but  Sparta.* — Medon  here: 
**  Not  so  would  Aristides— but  forgive 
My  interrupting  voice."    The  youth  pursues : 

**  In  Athens  him  I  join*d,  a  people  found. 
Whom  Fortune  never  by  her  frown  depressed. 
Nor  satisfled  with  favour.    Active  ail. 
Laborious,  cheerful,  they  persist  in  toil. 
To  heave  the  hills  of  ruin  from  their  streets, 
Without  repining  at  their  present  loss. 
Intent  on  fhture  greatness,  to  be  rais'd 
On  persevering  fortitude :  the  word 
Of  Aristides  guides.    Amidst  a  scene 
Of  desolation,  decency  provides 
The  funeral  pomp  for  those  illustrioas  slain 
At  Salamis ;  th'  InsculpturM  tomb  T  saw 
Preparing;  they  already  have  ordain'd 
A  distant  day  to  solemnize  the  rites; 
The  mouth  of  Aristides  they  decree 
To  celebrate  the  valiant,  who  have  died  ^ 

For  Athens.    While  Themistocles  accepts 
A  foreign  praise  in  Sparta,  olive  crowns, 
A  car  selected  from  the  public  store, 
A  guard,  three  hundred  citizens  high-rank'd. 
Him  through  their  tracts  are  chosen  to  attend. 
Excess  of  rev'rence,  by  that  rigid  state 
Ne'er  shown  before.    To  small  Troezene^s  walh 
To  morrow  I  return  with  less  renown. 
With  less  desert,  perhaps  to  purer  bliis. 
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**  I  am  ompofthy  of  that  praise,*'  in  antles 
Subjoins  the  Loerum;    **  but  tfaon  know'st,  mj 

firiend, 
I  have  a  brother,  of  a  oopioas  stream 
The  soai)ce»  he,  call'd  to  battle^  shaH  maiatain 
Oilean  fame^    QeaaKier,  I  am  booad 
To  Lacedemon;  treasure  there  I  left. 
Which,  well  exchai^d  for  Nature'^  foodlii]  gifb^ 
I  would  tnuBiport  to  Atalanti's  slmse, 
Seat  of  that  brother,  who,  Leonteua  nam'd. 
With  brave  companions  there  m  reftige  lies, 
A  future  aid  to  Greece."    A  listening  ear 
Oleander  yields,  while  Medon*s  lips  unwind 
The  varied  series  of  events  befoll'n 
Himself  aad  Timon,  Amarantha  £ur, 
The  Carian  queen,  and  Melibceus  chang'd 
To  Haliartas.    **  By  th'  immortal  gods 
We  will  not  sep'rate,"  fervent  cries  the  3rou[^  I 
**  My  Ariphilia,  who  is  wise  and  good, 
Wdl  entertain  society  like  yours. 
As  .Ethiopia,  in  Maranian  song, 
Receives  to  pure  and  hospitable  roofo 
Her  visitants  from  HeaVn.    Let  jrouth  adviie. 
Not  mexperienc'd,  but  o'er  land  and  sea 
To  early  action  trahi'd ;  retaining  all 
Yournanrative  heart-piercing,  I  perceive 
Your  wants,  and  feel  impatieBce  to  befriend  ; 
My  lightest  keel  to  Salamis  shaH  bear 
Thy  orders,  Timon,  for  the  Delphian  barks. 
There  left  behind  3rou,  in  TroezenelB  port 
To  join  you  ^raight."    His  eonnsel  they  acc^t. 

The  Moon  is  rising,  Salamis  not  for; 
The  will  of  Timon  to  his  Delphian  train 
Is  swilHy  home.    The  squadron  next  proceeds^ 
Passing  Trcezene  by,  whose  gen'rous  chief 
Accompanies  to  shore  hie  Locrian  guest 
At  Cynosunu    **  Spartal^  is  this  port,** 
He  said ;  **  with  fifty  followers  speed  thj  wmy  ; 
Commit  no  treasure  to  the  foithleas  winds ; 
By  land  return  to  find  thy  ready  barks,^  [sails 

Well-fill'd  fimn  Trcezen^s  stores."    Tbieypttrt;  b« 
To  joyful  welcome  on  his  native  shores. 

When  now,  unveiKng  slowly,  as  she  roUs, 
Her  brother's  light  the  Moon  reflected  full. 
Auspicious  period  for  connubial  rites. 
Prom  Lacedsemon  hast'aing,  Medon  gains 
Troezene's  ramparts ;  him  Oleander  chone 
His  paran3mtph  to  lead  the  bridal  steps 
Of  Ariphilia.    To  Cda«ria*s  verge 
He  passM ;  beneath  a  nuptial  chaplet  gay 
He  wore  his  crisped  hair;  of  purest  white 
A  tunic  wrapp'd  his  sinewy  dwst  and  loi»s; 
A  glowing  mantle,  new  in  Tyrian  dye, 
Pell  down  his  shoulders.     Up  the  shelving  lawn 
The  high  Neptunian  strocture  he  attains. 
Where  with  her  parents  Ariphilia  waits 
Aair'd  in  roses  like  her  hwe,  herself 
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**  My  patron  god,  from  SAlamb  I  come, 
One  of  thy  naval  spins,  erecting  there 
Thy  recent  trophies;  let  me  hence  ccnvey 
With  thy  cottcurreut  smile  this  precions  prize, 
Thy  sacerdotal  virgin.    I  return 
To  thee  a  pions  votary,  to  her 
A  constant  lover;  on  thy  servants  poor 
Thy  naptial  blessing.    Yet,  earth-shaking  god. 
Not  boond  in  sloth  thy  warrior  shall  repose, 
Mbr,  languishing  obscure  in  sweetest  bliss. 
Deleft  thy  glory.     Soon  as  wintry  storms 
Hiy  nod  controls,  and  vernal  breezes  court 
Ute  unfurling  canvass,  my  unweary'd  helm 
Shall  cleave  tby  floods,  till  each  barbarian  coast 
Admovledge  tby  supremacy,  and  bow 
To  Grecian  Neptune."    Credulous,  the  train, 
Sanonnding,  in  religious  rapture  see 
Hie  colossean  image  of  their  god 
Smile  on  their  hero,  meriting  the  smiles 
Of  deities  and  mortals.    Fortune  adds 
Her  casual  favour;  on  C3eflnder*s  mast 
To  perch,  a  pair  of  turtle  doves  she  sends 
From  Neptune's  temple.    To  his  vessel,  crowned 
With  Hymen's  wreaths,  bestrewn  with  herbs  and 

flowers, 
Exhaling  fragrance,  down  the  slope  he  guides 
Ho  Aripbilia,  priestess  now  no  more. 
So  Hermes,  guardian  of  the  Graces,  leads 
Tbeir  chief,  Aglaia,  o'er  th'  Olympian  hall, 
Wam'd  by  the  Muses,  in  preluding  strains. 
The  dance  on  Heav'n^  bn^ht  pavement  to  begin. 
And  charm  the  festive  gods.    The  flood  repass'c^ 
Th«yi  as  Tnezenian  institutes  require. 
The  fane  of  young  Hippoly  tus  approach. 
That  victim  pure  to  chastity,  who  left 
OU  Theseus  childless.    From  the  youthful  heads 
Of  both  their  hair  is  sever'd,  on  hb  shrine 
Their  maiden  oflTriDg  laid.    They  next  ascend 
An  awfiil  structure,  sacred  to  the  Fates, 
^There  gratefnl  own  that  goodness  which  decreed 
Their  happy  uoion.    To  the  Graces  last 
^«ir  vows  are  paid,  divinities  benign. 
Whom  Aiiphllia  fervent  thus  invokes: 

**  0  goddesses,  who  all  its  sweetness  shed 
On  human  life !  wbate'er  is  beauteous  here, 
JW'Mtrious,  happy,  to  your  (Savour  owes 
'I*  whole  endearment;  wanting  you,  our  deeds 
AreoM  and  joyless.    In  my  husband's  eye 
™crve  me  lovely,  not  in  form  alone, 
J«t  that  supreme  of  graces  in  my  sex, 
Complacency  of  love."    She  pray'd ;  her  look 
R**«d'd,  that  Heav'n  would  ratify  her  pray V. 

Now  m  her  father's  dwelling  they  remain 
Till  dusky  ev*ning.    On  a  bridal  car, 
|^>tructed  rich,  the  paranymph  then  seata 
loe  blooming  fair ;  one  side  Ueander  fills, 
^  other  Medon,  she  between  them  rid^ 
^ton*es  dear  preceded.    lively  sounds 
Tne  ceremonial  music;  soon  they  reach 
|ne  bridegroom's  mansion;  there  a  feast  receives 
wonmbcr'd  friends;  the  nuptial  dance  and  song 
Are  now  concluded.    To  her  firagrant  couch 
^joyful  mother  lighU  the  blushing  bride; 
^eander  follows ;  in  the  chamber  shut. 
He  leaves  the  guests  exulting  to  revive 
"J«r  song  to  Hymen,  and  renew  the  dance, 
^hree  days  succeeding  were  to  gymnic  feats 
Y^^'oted ;  Medon's  warlike  spear  obtains 
J**cond  chaplet;  Haliartus  won 
iM  wrc8aer*s  prize;  to  hurl  the  massy  disk 
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None  match'd  the  skill  of  Timoo,  stHl  robust. 
Though  revVend  threads  of  silver  had  beguu 
1V>  streak  his  locks  of  sable.  Southern  gales 
Now  call  on  Medon's  ladeu  fleet  to  sail, 
£re  Winter  frowns.  With  Tinooo  at  his  side. 
And  Haliartus,  in  this  gentle  phrase 
His  noble  host  and  hostess  fair  he  greets : 

"  May  ev'ry  joy  kind  wishes  can  devise. 
Or  language  utter,  hospitable  pair. 
Be  yours  for  ever !  may  a  num'rous  race 
In  virtue  grow  by  your  parental  care  !— 
With  scv'n  dear  pledges  of  connubial  love 
I  left  a  broither,  watching  my  return 
In  Atalant^,  snaall,  exhausted  isle, 
Wliich  needs  my  instant  succour.    GenYous  friendy 
To  thee  I  trust  my  treasure,  thou, discharge 
The  claim  of  Trcezen  for  th'  abundant  stores 
Which  load  our  vessels ;  for  a  time  fiarewell. 
The  vernal  Sun  will  see  our  love  renew'd, 
And  swords  combined  against  Mardonius  bold.*' 

He  said:  the  lovely  Aripbilia  weeps; 
Cleander  sighs,  but  speeds  his  parting  guests. 


BOOK  XL 

Th*  unloosM  anchors  to  the  waves  resign 
The  Delphian  keels,  while  Auster's  friendly  breath, 
Their  burden  light'uing,  soon  to  Sunium  shows 
The  ^reading  sails.    Two  vessels,  riding  there. 
Receive  embarking  warriors.    On  the  beach 
Looks  Medon  stedftist:  "  By  almighty  Jove," 
He  cries  aloud,  **  Themistocles  I  see  I 
O  Haliartus,  O  my  holy  friend. 
We  must  not  leave  unvisited  a  shore 
Which  holds  that  living  trophy  to  our  view. 
The  victor-chief  at  Salamis."    The  skiff 
Is  lanch'd  ;  they  land.    Themistodci  begins 
The  saluution :  *'  Hail !  Oileus*  son. 
Thou  rev'rend  host  of  Athens,  Timon,  hail ! 
Your  unexpected  presence  heart  excites 
A  pteaiSng  wonder.    Whither  do  ye  steer 
These  well-remember'd  vessels^  which  conveyed 
Thee,  first  of  Locrians,  with  our  Attic  bard, 
To  Salamis  from  Delphi }  In  that  course 
Was  Timon  captive  made^  whom^  freed  at  last. 
My  joyful  arms  embrace."    The  liocrian  here : 

<*  To  Atalant^,  in  Euboean  straits, 
We  steer;  another  of  Ollean  race. 
Through  bounteous  Heav'n,  a  refuge  there  obtahisi 
My  brother,  good  Leonteus,  with  a  band 
Of  gallant  Locrians,  ready  at  my  call 
To  lift  their  bucklers  ha  defence  of  Greece. 
But  why,  remote  from  Athens,  on  the  strand 
Of  naked  Sunium,  do  I  see  the  sod 
Of  Neodes,  so  recently  by  me 
At  SparU  left?"  Themistocles  replies: 

<*  Forbear  inquiry  no^,  O  virtuous  branch 
Of  that  ennobled  stock,  tb'  Oilean  house ! 
If  e*er  my  conduct  merited  thy  praise. 
If  thou  believ'st  me  studious  of  the  fame 
Which  follows  manly  deeds,  forbear  to  doubt 
Th'  unwearied  further  efibrts  of  my  limbs. 
My  hearty  my  talents :  seoresy  matures. 
Time  brings  the  labour  of  the  mind  to  bhrth% 
Were  those  first  steps  reveal'd,  which  restless 

thought. 
Constructing  iiome  vast  enterprise,  ascends. 
How  wild  a  wau^^rer,  Medon,  would  ajy] 
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The  policy  of  maA !  But,  gen'rons  chief. 
Whose  valour,  whose  experience  might  itsure 
A  prosp'rous  issue  to  a  Iwld  exploit. 
Say,  should  I  open  on  some  future,  day 
To  thy  discerning  sight  the  clearest  track. 
Where  to  success  one  glorious  stride  might  reach, 
Wouldst  thou  be  ready  at  my  call  ?'*  Hepaus*d. 

From  such  a  mouth,  such  captivating  words 
Insinuate  sweetness  through  the  Locrian's  ear, 
Who  feels  th'  allurement ;  yet,  by  pnidence  ml*^ 
This  answer  frames:  "through  such  a  glorious 

track 
Whoever  guides,  may  challenge  Medon*s  aid ; 
Thou  prove  that  guide,  my  steps  shall  fdllow  close, 
Unless  by  Aristides  calPd,  whose  voice 
Commands  my  service."  Cool  th*  Athenian  hidei 
The  smart  his  wounded  Vanity  endure^ 
And  manly  thus,  uodhadgM  in  look,  rejoins: 

**  I  ask  no  moye ;  I  rest  my  future  claim 
On  Medon^s  Valour,  only  to  support 
What  Aristides  shall  approve.    Farewell. 
Avail  thee  straight  of  these  propitious  winds ; 
In  Atalant^,  known  to  me  of  old, 
What  force  thou  can'st,  assemble;  dread  no  wants, 
I  will  be  watchful  to  supply  them  all.*' 

They  part.    Now  Medon,  under  hoisted  sails, 
Remarks  unwonted  transport  on  the  cheek 
Of  Haliaitus.    "  O  my  peasant  weeds," 
His  joy  exclaims,  "  how  gratefully  you  rise 
In  my  remembrance  now  I  From  you  my  hopes 
Forebode  some  benefit  to  Greece.     Dear  lord. 
Forbear  inquiry ;  by  3ron  hero  wam'd. 
In  secresy  my  thoughts,  till  ibrm'd  complete, 
lie  deeply  bury^d."  Timon  smiPd,  and  spake: 

"  I  know^  fall  often  enterprises  bold 
Lie  m  the  womb  of  mjrstery  concealM ; 
Thus  far  th'  Athenian  hero  and  thyself 
Raise  expectation ;  but  I  farther  know, 
His  faculties  are  matchless,  thou  art  brave. 
Unerring  Medon  like  my  god  is  wise ; 
llience  expectation  soars  on  steady  wings. 
O  light  of  Greece,  Themi8tocIes>  exert 
Tliy  boundless  pow'rs!  mature  thy  pregnant  plan! 
Whene'er  the  glorious  mystery  unveils. 
Me  and  my  Delphians  thou  shalt  find  prepared." 

The  turbulent  Euripus  swift  they  plough 
In  pleasing  converse  thus,  and  clasp,  in  hope, 
Thcif  miSious  friends  on  Atalant^'s  shore. 

When  ev*ry  mast  was  hid  by  Sdnium's  cape. 
Thus  to  his  faithfiil  mmister,  the  son 
Of  Neocles :  **  Sicinus,  hast  thou  seen 
My  followers  on  board  ?  The  treasures  bmnght 
From  Xerxes,  those  my  spoils  of  war  supply. 
The  arms,  the  stores,  5)icinus,  has  thy  care 
Depcwted  in  safety  ?"— "  Yes^"  replies 
Th^  entmsted  servant    *'  Now  thyself  embark,^ 
His  lord  eiyoins,  who,  musing  thus,  remains: 

«  If  tnv  tMpmnt  to  further  I  have  won 


Is  Aristides.    He  tlie  Attic  youth 

In  phalanx  bright  to  victory  may  lead  | 

Minerva^s  bird  Xanthippus  may  diitplay 

To  Asia,  trembling  at  their  naval  flag ; 

A  private  man,  Themistocles  will  reach 

Your  summits,  fellow  citizens,  preferred 

To  his  command.    Ye  chosen  heroes,  wait 

For  breezy  Spring  to  wanton  in  your  sails. 

Then  range  your  vigorous  files,  and  pAmper'd  steeds ; 

Themistocles,  amid  septentrion  snows. 

Shall  rouse  Despair  and  Anguish  from  their  dtsa 

Of  lamentation ;  Poverty  shall  blaze 

In  radiant  steel ;  pale  Misery  shall  grasp 

A  standard.    AUiens,  thy  rejected  son 

Fjrtorted  aid  from  tyranny  shall  draw 

On  his  own  greatness  to  establish  thine." 

Swift  he  embarks,  like  Neptune  when  he  naoaiits 
His  rapid  conch  to  call  the  tempests  forth. 
Upturn  the  floods,  and  rule  them  when  they  rag&. 
The  third  clear  morning  shows  Eretria's  port. 
Among  Euboean  cities  once  superb, 
Eretria  now  in  ashes.    She  had  join'd 
Th'  Athenians,  bold  invaders,  who  consum'd 
The  capital  of  Lydia,  to  revenge 
Ionian  Greeks  enthrall  'd.     Eretria  paid 
Severe  atonement  to  Hystaspes*  son, 
Incens'd  Darius.    To  a  Cissian  plain, 
A  central  space  of  his  unbounded  realm. 
Far  from  their  ancient  seat,  which  flames  derour^d^ 
He  her  exterminated  race  c^nfin'd. 
Sad  captives,  never  to  revisit  mora 
Their  native  isle.    A  silent  wharf  admits 
Themistocles  on  shore,  a  void  extent. 
Where  sons  of  Neptune  heretofore  had  swarm'd. 
No  mooring  vessel  in  the  haven  rode, 
No  fbo^tep  mark'd  the  ynys ;  sole  inmates  tber^ 
Calamity  and  Horrour,  as  enthroned, 
.  Sat  on  o'erwhelming- ruins,  and  forbade 
The  hero  passage,  till  a  seeming  track 
Presents,  half  bury'd  in  surrounding  heaps 
Of  desolation,  what  qipears  a  dome 
Rais'd  to  some  god.    Themistocles  observes 
A  shatter'd  porch,  whose  prood  supporters  lie 
In  fragments,  save  one  column,  which  upholds 
Part  of  a  sculptured  pediment,  where,  black 
By  conflagratioh,  an  inscription  roafan'd 
Retams  these  words,  <<  To  zutrmaiAN  Jovft.*' 

Th'  Athenian  enters,  followed  by  his  tnun 
In  arms  complete.    Efecfuded  was  the  day 
By  ruins  pil'd  externally  around. 
Unless  what  broken  thinly-scatter'd  rays 
Shotthronghth'enctimbefdpoitaL  Soon  they  stand 
Amidst  obscuring  du^k  in  silence  all. 
All  motionless  in  wonder,  while  K  voice. 
Distinct  in  tone,  delivers  through  the  toid 
These  solemn  accents:  <' Eleutherian  fod  ! 
Since  no  redeemer  to  Eretria  fall*n 

Thv  will  VAiM«h«AfiB«.  whv  lnn0«r  dnst  timn  1 
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To  give  my  patience  rest"    The  pimintife  found 

Brevs  00  th*  Athenian,  who  peroeires  a  gleuB, 

P^Ie  qaif'ring  o*er  a  lolittfry  lamp ; 
PMceifM  a  lev'Tend  sire,  resembling  Time, 
Down  to  whoae  girdle  hangs  the  waomy  deeee 
0(  wintry  age.    Unaw'd  his  lamp  he  rais*d ; 
A  dim  rsflection  from  the  pdish'd  arms 
Keretl'd  the  warrior,  whom  he  thus  bespake : 

"  Whatever  thou  art,  if  hostile,  or  a  fneod, 
A  god,  a  mortal,  or  a  phantom  vain, 
Know,  that  my  state  no  change  can  render  irone, 
All  change  make  better.**— "  Father,*'  soft  replied 
Th'  adrandng  chief,  **  take  comfort,  I  am  oome 
Thy  country's  savioar;  folloir,  in  the  day 
See  who  I  am."    Between  the  op'ntng  band 
He  leads  the  senior  through  the  dusky  porob. 
Whom  he  accosts  before  th'  undonded  Son, 
Then  vertical:  <*  Rest,  fifOher,  and  behold 
lliemistocles  of  Athens."    While  the  priest, 
So  by  bit  fillet  saoerdotal  koown» 
In  wonder  paos^d,  th*  artificer  diving 
Of  wiles  to  catch  the  sudden  turns  of  chance, 
Frunes  in  a  momentary  cast  of  thought 
This  bright  device  of  fiction  to  alhire 
A  holy  mind.     **  O  worthy  of  the  god ! 
TboD  servant  pore  of  Jupiter !  I  mourn. 
Like  thee,  Bretria,  not  like  thee  despond. 
Attend,  thou  righteous  votary  to  Heav*a! 
1,  from  the  day  of  Salamis  o*eitoil*d. 
While  courting  slumber,  in  a  vision  saw 
The  sapient  issue  of  th'  almighty  shw. 
His  best  belovM  Minerva.    Still  the  sound 
Of  her  gorgonian  shield  my  ears  retain, 
While  earnest,  strikhig  on  its  rim  her  spear, 
jVvifgiawaiTiorspi^:  « Triumphant  son 
Of  Neodei,  remember  in  thy  joy 
The  miseries  of  tithers.    Go,  redeem 
Bretda  &ll'n,  whose  noble  remnant  arm'd 
S«v^i  ships,  eshaustittg  all  their  slender  stores. 
To  fight  for  Athens  on  this  glorious  day*." 

As  from  the  sooty  gate  of  direful  Dis 
Wiver'd  Theseus,  when  to  cheering  day 
He  reascended,  on  Alcides  look'd. 
Who  for  hb  lov'd  companion  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Of  Erebos ;  th»  Eretrian's  grateful  eyes 
Thus  on  the  son  of  Neodes  wave  fix»d. 
In  ecstasy  of  joy.    These  fervent  words 
He  otterM:  **  Heav>n  hath  given  thee  to  destroy 
Presmnptoous  foes,  O  fovourM  by  the  gods ! 
Who  give  thee  now  to  save  despairing  friends ; 
^^  all-rejoicing  in  thy  trophies  new, 
Oreat  as  thou  art,  thy  gen'rous  soul  may  prove, 
How  for  beyoiMl  the  transports  conquest  yields^ 
Aie  those  resulting  fkom  benignant  deeds, 
we  grateful,  chief,  is  Charity's  sweet  voice, 
^  Fame^s  shrill  trumpet,  in  the  ear  of  Jove^ 
Who  will,  on  mck  humani^  Jtt  thine, 
^iJ^camahUe  his  blessings.    If  my  name 
pM  ne'er  hast  heard,  or,  hearing,  hast  fiorgot, 
jBm^  that  fnm  lib'ral  Cleobulus  sprung, 
UmTaaader,"    Interrupting  swift, 
Th*  Athenian  bases  «  Thy  own,  thy  fothei\  nanM>, 
Tome,  iUustrious  pontiff,  wall  are  known, 
^(yreoent  banoas  m  the  summer^s  gale 
2|^"»'"«t  remember  on  th»  Eretrian  coasts 
"f^tnan  warriors  under  Cleon's  charge, 
A  •*'*I*^"**  •"PPly'd,  undaunted  fought 
At  Arteiiisinm,  and  an  earnest  gave 
Wtheir  lata  prowess.    From  their  chief,  from  all 
W  calebratin^  Cooq^rymei^  \  hwA 
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Of  thee,  Tisander,  and  thy  name  letain ;     [tears' 
Proctaed.*'    To  him  the  priest:  "Plow  first  my 
Of  that  brave  band  whatever  now  remains 
Have  nought  but  prowess  left.    Alas !  bow  few 
Escaped  thy  foil,  exterminating  hand. 
When  treachery  surrender'd  to  thy'pow'r, 
Darius  !  Sons  of  husbandry  lay  hid 
In  woods  and  caverns ;  of  the  nobler  class 
Some  on  the  main  were  absent    Priest  of  Jova 
I  was  released ;  a  pious,  beardless  prince, 
NamM  Hyperanthus,  on  mt  rank  and  years 
look'd  with  compassion ;  living,  I  extol. 
My  dying  breath  shall  bless  him.     I  have  dweli 
Within  my  temple,  mourning  o'er  this  waste. 
Here,  annually  collected  (ioT^the  day 
Of  that  severe  solemnity  is  nigh) 
Th'  unhappy  relics  of  Eretrian  blood 
Accompany  my  tears.    Thou  knowst,  they  sail'd 
At  thy  appointment,  on  Athenian  decks. 
They  and  the  men  of  St3nra  from  that  por^ 
For  Salamis.     In  glory  they  return'd 
To  want  and  honour,  desert  found  their  land. 
Their  crops,  their  future  sustenance  destrojr'd. 
Their  huts  consum'd,  their  cattle  swept  away. 
Their  progeny,  their  wives;  fiagitious  ac^ 
Of  DeuKMiax,  in  Oreus  late  replac'd. 
Her  tyrant  foul,  a  slave  to  Xemes*  throne, 
His  scourge  in  rich  Euboea,  half-reduc'd 
To  this  dire  monster's  sway,  by  royal  aid 
Of  endless  treasure,  and  iMirbarian  bands. 
Such  is  our  state.    Too  scanty  are  the  means 
Of  willing  9t3rTa  to  reKeve  such  wants ; 
Our  wealthier  neighbours  of  Carystus  vend. 
Not  give ;  in  hoaided  grain,  in  flkxsks  and  herds 
Abounding,  them  a  sordid  chief  controls, 
Nicomachus.    An  oligarchy  rules 

Qeresestus  small,  but  opulent O  Jove ! 

I  see  brave  Qleon  yonder;  from  his  head 
He  rends  the  hair — ^what  gestures  of  distress ! 
He  beats  his  troubled  bosom,  wrings  his  hands  \ 
Not  heeding  great  Themistocles,  he  points 
On  me  alone  a  wild  distracted  look  ! 

Say,  Cleon." Swift,  with  shiv*ring  lips  and  pale, 

Th*  Eretrian  leader,  interrupting,  vents 
His  tortured  thooghts :  **  Tisander,  can  thy  pray'n 
Repel  grim  famine,  rushing  on  the  blast 
Of  banvn  winter  ?  Three  disastrous  days 
Will  lay  the  combatants  for  Greece  in  dnst» 
Behind  them  leaving  nothing  but  a  name 
For  Salamis  to  publish.    Ifi !  they  come, 
A  dying  people,  suppliant  to  repose 
Within  thy  fane  their  fleah-divested  boaes } 
Yet  suoh  a  tomb,  tl^eir  fainting  voices  cry, 
May  those  Eretrians  envy  who  are  doom'd 
To  lodge  their  captive  limbs  in  Asia's  mould.'^ 
Ha  ends  in  sighs.    Behold,  a  ghastly  troop 
Slow  through  the  ruins  of  their  native  streets 
In  languid  pace  advance  i  So  gath*r'.ng  shoals 
Of  ghosts  from  hour  to  hour  through  endless  timev 
The  unrelenting  eye  of  Charon  views. 
By  sickness,  plag^ue,  and  fomine,  by  the  sword^ 
Ot  heart-ccnrroding  sorrow,  sent  from  light 
To  pass  the  blacfc  irremeable  floods 
Of  Styx.    Cecropia's  hero  cast  a  look 
like  Phcebus  heaVnly-yentle,  when,  aton'd, 
Th'  infectious  air  he  clear*d,  awakening  galea 
To  breathe  salubrious  o'er  th'  eofeebM  host 
Of  Agamemnon,  as  from  death  they  rose 
Yet  to  assert  their  glory.    Swift  the  chief 
Bespake  ^cinua:  *^  Haste,  i 
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Three  tmleoti  brmg ;  tMy,  Cleon,  nhaXi  be  thine ; 
8eek  thoie  in  every  part  who  Tend,  not  give. 
The  gifts  of  Geres  in  profusion  bear, 
The  gifts  of  Pan,  the  grape*s  reyiTing  juice, 
To  these,  my  felloir  warriors,  who  have  seen 
My  banner  streaming,  twice  have  lent  their  aid 
To  my  renown ;  meantime  our  naval  food 
Shall  be  their  portion ;  vesture  now  shall  cheer 
Their  limbs.   My  brave  companions,  I  have  brought 
The  spear  and  buckler  fur  your  manly  hands; 
Your  strength  restor'd  shall  feel  the  glorious  weight 
Of  crested  helms.    Tisander,  let  them  rest 
Within  thy  sheltering  temple,  not  to  sink  ' 
Beneath  distress,  but  vigorous  soon  renew 
Their  practised  race  of  honour.    Pass,  my  friends, 
Be  mute ;  expression  of  3rour  joy  I  wave ; 
Again  to  morrow  you  and  I  will  meet" 

Tisander,  happy,  entertains  his  guests, 
Twelve  hundred  countrymen,  the  last  remains 
of  populous  Eretria.    Plenty's  boon 
Alert  the  Attic  mariners  di£fiise 
To.alt,  and  cordial  tend  their  wants ;  discreet 
Sicinns  curbs  excess.    The  tidings  brought 
Of  his  performance  fitmi  a  short  repast 
Dismissed  his  lord  applauding;  who  serene, 
StretchM  on  his  naval  pillow,  slept  till  dawn. 

He  rose.    To  him  Sicinus :  '*  Will  my  lord 
Permit  his  servant,  with  an  active  band 
Of  sailors,  these  obstructions  to  remove. 
Or  so  dispose,  that  feeblest  steps  may  find 
A  passage  free  to  good  Tisander's  ftme : 
That  throiygh  its  wonted  apertures,  the  ronnd 
Of  that  huge  pile,  where  Jupiter  should  dwell. 
Now  daik  as  Pluto's  palace,  may  admit 
The  light  pf  Heav'n  ?  Yet  further,  we  most  search 
For  coverts  dry,  if  such  the  greedy  flames 
Have  left  among  these  ruins,  to  secure 
The  various  stores,  which  Cleon  may  transport*' 

To  him  his  lord :  **  Qo,  monitor  expert. 
Accomplish  what  thou  oounseirM.'*  Tow'rds  the  fsne 
Himself  not  slow  proceeds.    Before  the  front. 
On  scatter'd  fragments  of  their  ancient  homes, 
Th'  Eretr^ans,  pale  with  long-continu'd  want. 
Are  seated.    Thick  as  winter>fomish*d  birds 
Perch  on  the  boughs,  which  icicles  encrust. 
Yet  chirp  and  flutter  m  th*  attempering  Sun, 
These,  at  the  hero's  presence,  wave  their  hands, 
Unite  their  efibrts  in  acclaim  not  lood. 
But  cordial,  rather  in  a  gen'ral  sigh 
Of  gratitude.    The  charitable  care 
Of  his  best  warriors,  some  of  noblest  birth. 
Impart  their  help,  like  parents  to  a  race 
Of  tender  infants.    Once  of  might  approved 
In  battle,  hardiest  of  the  naval  breed, 
Th'  Eretrians,  worn  by  hunger,  scarce  retain 


Soon  dialt  thy  templ6  reassnme  its  state. 
Prepare  an  altar;  hetnoombs  agam 
Shall  smoke  ere  long,  Eretria  cast  wMi 
Her  widow*d  gaib,  and  lift  her  festive  palms 
To  eleutherian  Jove."    Tliis  utter'd,  swift 
He  seeks  his  vessel,  whil^  the  Sun  descends. 

Calm,  as  ih  summer,  through  an  ether  dear 
Aurora  leads  the  day.    A  cheeifil  soond 
Of  oxen,  lowing  from  the  holkyw  dales 
Which  towards  Carystns  wind,  of  bleating  sheepk 
Yet  nearer  driven  across  the  Eretrian  pl8«i» 
Awake  Themistoclefc.    His  couch  he  leaves, 
Revinting  the  temple ;  there  eiqoys 
The  gen'ral  transport    Plenty  on  the  wia|p 
Is  nigh,  the  comforU  of  lier  fruitful  horn 
To  pour  on  desolation.    Cleon  oomes. 
Accosting  thus  Themistocles:  "My  task 
Is  well  accomplished  through  the  lib'rBl  seal 
Of  Hyadnthus  near  a  youth  unlike 
His  sire  Nicomachus.    That  sobtUe  chief 
Of  our  Carystiin  neighbours  is  behind. 
Escorting  laden  carriages  of  gram. 
Thy  purchase ;  nought  his  sordid  hand  bestofws. 
He,  curious  more  than  friendly  in  our  need. 
Or  of  thy  name  lespectful,  to  e^>lore. 
Not  help  or  pity,  hither  bends  his  courae.'^ 

«  Conduct  the  fether  to  ray  ship,"  rqply'd 
Hiemistocles;  "  sure  ironder  is  the  son^ 
Thou  hast  described;  ingenuous  are  his  looks, 
like  him,  whose  name  he  bean,  his  beanleous  form 
Might  charm  the  beaming  god  once  more  to  couit 
AmortaTliiriendthip;  but,  dejection  pale 
Overcasts  hia  hue;  strange  melancholy  dims 
His  youtliftil  eye ;  too  modest,  or  unmaim*d 
By  languor,  child  of  grie^  he  slops  and  Wws 
In  distant,  seemmg  awe,  which  wounds  nrf  sooL 
I  must  salute  Um.    Noble  youth,  reneive 
My  hand ;  Themistocles  of  Greece  expect* 
No  sach  obeisance  from  a  fellow  Greek. 
The  mi^^sty  of  Athens  might  exaet 
That  conquered  tjrrants,  in  my  presence  brought. 
Low  as  the  dast  should  crouch  beneath  her  chie^*^ 

A  start  of  anguish  Hyaointhus  gave 
At  these  last  words,  then  silent  bowM  again 
His  decent  brow ;  not  awe,  but  latent  ills 
Seem*d  to  control  his  tongue.    Th' observant  chief 
Defers  inquiry  to  Its  season  doe, 
To  Cleoii's  charge  consigns  him,  and  retires 
To  his  own  galley.    Waiting  for  the  sire. 
He  meditates  a  moment  on  the  son : 

**  I  see  advantage  hi  this  youth's  distress— 
Myplaalsform'd.**    He  hastens  to  unbar 
His  copious  treasure ;  thenoe  in  datzling  show 
He  spreads  four  silver  talents  on  his  bowd. 
O'er  thens  a  mantle  throws,  and  brief  again 
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Eretria?  then iMtmelliir to 

That  poir^  sad  prMo,  Iwr  Deighkoofs  felt  •f^d.*' 
« Tie  Atfaanaa  here:  »  Ei^mi  aeea  bm  cone 

Both  to  wpnk»,£mrjUiUk,  and  dqprato; 

Bat  to  exalt  Uqr  atato,  my  friend,  1  wiib. 

Wish  tky  poaaeaaiona  equal  to  thy  worth. 
Behold  I**  Upl^tiDg  to  the  greedy  eye 
Of  avarioe  the  mantle,  he  pmeaei : 

<*  BefaoM,  fbttr  Mirer  talents !  Them  accept, 
Which  io  this  caaket  to  thy  trusty  alafea 
I  will  Miver  naw ;  1  only  ask 
Of  thy  deep^foonded  imfluaBee  to  wam 
Sapme  Oar^atita :  fartbyaelf  and  Qteeoe 
UaitewitlinBinethyataBdard.    Furthernote, 
If  at  my  simoaaaa  tiMM  produce  in  anna 
Thy  citizeoa  aimiiar,  from  tlvt  hand 
Eipectfoor  added  talenta;  biitthekepea 
Of  no  oopraotiaM  teader,  who  perceivca 
Hb  eoteqpriae  aiinr*d,  dare  promiae  nlare, 
A  share,  NicouMKriitti,  of  apeil  in  war. 
To  paai  thy  #«m  belief.*'    By  praaent  fain, 
Bjr  more  in  prumiae,  not  by  glory  ir'd^ 
Nicomaohna  rejoina :  "  A  tho«iaand  apeara 
SfaaH  wait  thy  «arlieatDOtiee/'    While  be  apake. 
He  ioatch'd  the  caaket,  abot  the  treeanre  cleae, 
Tbeu  nish'd  to  aeek  bia  confidential  afave. 
WhotakaatbepEecioiiaGhB»9e.   With  placid  looks 
The  cool ,  the  politic  Athenian  aat 
like  atme  ezperienc'd  ptlat,  who  aerenr, 
Iq  skilful  guidance  oC  the  steady  helm, 
Enjoys  the  fkvovr  smooth  oi  gale  and  tide, 
CombiB*d  to  wnft  o'er  Ooean*s  ficble  breaat 
His  glidfaig  keel,  and  h>dge  her  coatly  freight 
Secoreat  leagtb  in  harbonr.    Now  he  spake 
Tohisie.ent*ringgiMat:  <*  Caryatian  friend, 
Thoa  heat  a  eon,  weU-diadplitt'd  to  war, 
Bmve,  Hb*ral,  wiae,  I  dovbt  not ;  wilt  thou  tniat 
To  my  aoclety  «while  bis  yeath  ?" 

**  He  ia  the  objeet  e£  my  vowa  to  HeavVi," 
KtoomachuB  eamlaima,  in  pasrion  teiffn'd, 
^  My  aodi^  delight,  the  n^itBre  of  ny  eye ! 
If  he  were  absent,,  er'ry  bonr  my  age 
Woidd  ftel  a  growing  bnidea*^— **  Come,"  r^eins 
Tb*  Athenian,  •*  Um  I  only  wenld  detain 
Hy  me8sen9er  of  «:den  lot^  walls^ 
On  him  another  talent  would  bestow." 

"  The  gyanaio  soboel  and  letters,*'  eiies  the  sirs, 
*' He  foUews^  heeds  net  tieMuae;  bybishand 
SeDdmetbetaientf  never  hot  him  know 
The  charge  he  bears.''    This  said,  he  loudly  calls 
To  Hyacmthns,  mho  had  gain*d  the  4eok» 
Himeat^rmgthnaaddremes:  <*  Sao,  tiie  chief 
Of  Athens,  great  Tbemiatodee,  demanda 
TheelardompaaioO.''    Aa  a  casnal  gleam 
Breaks  thrsngbtfa'anraTntinftextureofblaekeloads, 
^'^h  kmg  on  Wisher's  snlien  lace  have  hung  { 
S»  darts  a  ray  of  gladnem  tbnmgh  the  gleam 
Of  flyacinthna,  by  the  Attic  chief 
^ot  nnobeerr^d^    intent  on  swift  return, 
Th'  emltiagfrUher  bids  to  both  faraweU. 

*<naH«ng  day  Themiatoclea  employe 
^ong  hii  mtlora  in  th'  iSretrian  atraelSy 
"■pseis  the  nan  nmiy  toil  pursu'd 
With  wrsmittad  vigMtf^  then  Mtiies 
^doerefectioo.    Oeoniaagnest 
^  HyscmtlKiB,  slill  by  gMf  devmir'd. 
Which  aU  bia  effirta  atrtve  in  rain  to  faide« 
Her  heavy  wing  na  aooner  JTight  onlipreads, 
Than  tn  fikinaa  they  are  giv^  in  charge. 
While  toJaa  oondi  TbrmisttKles  repairs. 
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Now  in  the  zodiac  had  the  Sun  o*erpasa*d 
The  tenth  iair  si^n.     The  new  succeeding  month, 
Though, uat  by  Flora,  nor  Vertunintfs  decked, 
Nor  green  in  hue,  though  first  of  Winter's  train^ 
Oft  with  uusully'd  skies  irradiate  cheers 
The  prone  creation,  aud  delights  mankind. 
The  birds  yet  warble  on  the  leafless  sprays. 
The  placid  surface,  gUz'd  hy  clearest  light. 
In  cryhUl  rivers,  and  transparent  lakes, 
Or  Ocean's  smooth  cerulean  bosom,  sbnwa 
The  finny  tribes  in  play,    llie  active  son 
Of  Neocles  uprises^  and  descries 
A  dawn  which  promised  purity  of  air. 
Of  light  and  calmness,  tempting  Sloth  herself 
To  action.    Thus  he  rous'd  bis  native  fire : 
**  Of  this  kind  season  not  a  moment  lose^ 
Theraistoclcs."    Sicinua,  ever  nigh. 
He  caU*d:  "  Provide  two  receptacles  sure, 
Each  to  contain  twelve  talents }  bring  my  anpos. 
Produce  a  second  suit,  resembling  mine  ; 
Send  Hyacinthiis ;  let  my  chosen  band 
Of  Attic  friends,  and  Sparta's  fifty  youths. 
My  followers,  be  ready  lor  a  march.'* 

Soon  Hyacinthus  euterp ;  still  he  shows 
The  perturbatiou  of  a  mind  oppress'd 
By  soBoe  conceal'd  misfortune,  while,  beneath 
The  shade  of  sorrow,  on  his  front  appeared 
Excelling  graces.    Him  the  chief  be^nke. 
Gay  in  his  look,  and  sprightly  in  his  tone : 

*<  Her  eastern  hill,  behold,  the  Morning  mounts 
In  radiancy  scattered  from  tjie  liquid  gems 
On  her  loose  mantle  $  but  the  heart  of  youth 
In  ev'ry  season  should  r^oice,  in  clouds 
Not  less  than  sunshine,  whether  Nature's  voice 
Be  hoarse  in  storms,  or  tune  to  wbisp'ring  gales 
Her  vernal  music    Sharp  some  inward  grief. 
When  youth  is  sad  ;  yet  Fortune  ofL  deoeivea 
The  ioexperienc'd  by  imagin'd  ills. 
Or  light,  which  counsel  of  the  more  mature 
Can  lightly  heal.     Unlack  thy  lib'ral  mind; 
To  me,  a  guardian  pregnant  of  relief 
Beyond  thy  fatlier,  countrymen,  or  friends, 
hnpart  thy  cares."    The  sighing  guest  replied: 

"  To  ^y  control  my  service  1  devote, 
O  scourge  of  tyrants,  but  retain  my  grief ! 
Which  tliou,  O  first  of  mortals,  or  the  king 
Of  high  Olympus,  never  can  redress." 

Sicinus  interrupts ;  his  lord's  commands 
Are  all  accomplifch'd.    '*  Now,  Carystian  friend. 
Resembling  me  iv  stature,  size,  and  limbs," 
The  son  of  Neocles  proceeds,  **  accept 
That  suit  of  armour  ;  1  have  tried  it  well ; 
Receive  a  shiel^  familiar  to  my  arm." 

He  next  instructs  Sicinus :  "  Thou  raceif« 
Twelve  talents ;  hasten  to  the  neighboring  waUg 
Of  stately  ChalciS)  populous  aud  rieh. 
Queen  of  Euhman  cities,  in  whose  port 
The  twenty  ships  of  Athens  yet  remain. 
Which  Chalcis  borrowed,  and  equif^'d  for  war* 
Of  her  bold  race  four  thousand  we  beheld 
Distinguish'd  late  in  Artemisium*s  %h|. 
At  Salamis  yet  later.    First  approach 
The  new-made  archon  in  a  rev'rent  styles 
Timoflcenus  most  potent  in  that  state, 
A  dubious,  timid  magistrate,  unlike . 
Nearchus.    CkMdial  salutatioa  bear 
Tp  bim.  my  \»*y,  «»«=i-«g^„^<ffi*@t)Ogle 
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Thy  back  on  Chalcia,  till  thy  prudence  brings 

Intelligence  of  weight ;  th'  Athenian  keels 

With  grain  abundant  and  materials  lade, 

That  friendly  roofc  th'  Eretrians  may  obtain. 

Before  grim  Winter  harrow  up  these  straits, 

Unnavigable  soon."    This  said,  he  arms  i 

"Begin  by  warriors,  to  the  temple  speeds. 

And  greets  the  priest :  **  In  gladsome  thought  I  see 

The  goddess  Health^white-banded,  crimson-cheek'd, 

As  from  a  silTer  car  in  roseate  clouds 

Look  on  thy  people ;  dropping  on  their  lips 

Restoring  dew,  she  bids  them  taste  and  Utc. 

The  convalescent  piously  employ 

In  labours,  where  my  naval  band  shall  joii.n. 

To  free  th'  encumbered  temple,  to  repair, 

To  cover  dwellings,  lest  the  winter  bring 

New  hardships.    Martial  exercise  I  leave 

To  Cleon's  care,  while  ten  revolring  suns 

Of  absence  I  must  count    Now,  father,  take 

This  hand,  a  hand  which  fortune  and  thy  god 

Have  ever  favoured,  which  shall  soon  convert 

The  annual  day  of  mourning  in  thy  fene 

To  festival  solemnity  of  joy."    . 

Bless'd  by  Tisander,  ra|Nd  he  departs. 
Young  Hyacinthus  follows,  who  in  arms, 
Once  by  his  patron  worn,  to  ev'ry  eye 
Presents  a  new  Thentiistocles,  but  such, 
As  when  th'  allurement  of  his  early  bloom 
He,  not  unconscious  of  the  charm,  display'd 
To  Attic  damsels.    Cloudless  on  their  march 
Apollo  shoots  a  clear  and  tepid  ray ; 
A  scattered  village  in  Carystian  bounds 
To  rural  hospitality  admits 
The  wearied  warriors..    Hjracinthus  guides 
His  great  protector  t»  a  sheltering  fone 
Of  Juno,  8t3rl*d  connubial;  stately  round      ^ 
Of  beech  extends  a  venerable  shade ', 
Through  ages  time  had  witness'd  to  their  growth. 
Whose  ruddy  texture,  disarray'd  of  green, 
Qlows  m  the  purple  of  declining  day. 

They  pass  the  marble  threshold,  when  the  youth, 
With  visage  pale,  in  accents  brokea  spake: 

<*  UnequallM  man,  behold  the  only  place 
For  thy  reception  fit ;  for  mine"— He  |mlusM^ 
A  gushing  torrent  of  impetuous  grief 
O'^rwhelm'd  his  cheeks  $  now  starting,  on  he  rushM, 
Before  the  sacred  image  wrung  his  hands ; 
Then  sinking  down,  along  the  pavement  roll'd 
His  body ;  in  distraction  would  have  dash'd 
His  forehead  there.    Themistocles  prevents. 
Uplifts,  and  binds  him  m  a  strong  embrace ; 
When  thus  in  eager  agony  the  youth : 

'*  Is  not  thy  purpose,  godlike  man,  to  crush 
The  tyrant  Demonax,  in  torture  cut 
The  murd*rer  short,  that  he  may  foel  the  pangs 
Of  death  unnatural  )*' — "  Young  man,'*  replies 
Th'' Athenian  grave,  '*  to  know  my  bidden  tlwughts, 
Boat  thoM  upire,  retaining  still  thy  own } 
StiU  in  my  presenoe  thy  distemper  drinks 
The  cup  of  hiisery  conceal'd,  ^nd  se^ns. 


Of  all  forgetful,  save  itself,  my  grief 
Deserves  thy  frown,  yet  less  than  giddy  joy* 
Which,  grown  familiar,  wantons  in  the  smUe 
Of  condescension.    Ah !  that  grief  will  cfaange 
Reproof  to  more  than  pity ;  .wUl  excite 
A  thirst  for  Vengeance,  when  thy  justice  hean 
A  tale'*— «  Unfold  it,"  interpos'd  the  chief, 
"  To  one  who  knows  the  various  ways  of  men. 
Hath  stndyM  long  their  passions  and  their  woes. 
Nor  less  the  medicines  for  a  wounded  mmd.'* 
Then  Hyacinthus :  **  Mighty  chief,  recall 
Thy  first  successes,  when  £abcsa*s  maids 
Saw  from  her  shores  barbarian  pendants  lower^ 
To  thine,  and  grateful  pluck'd  the  flow'rs  of  May 
To  dress  in  chapletsthy  victorious  deck. 
Then,  at  thy  gen'rous  instigation  fir'd, 
The  men  of  €>reus  from  their  walls  eqwtl^d 
Curst  Demonax,  their  tyrant.-    On  a  day. 
Ah!  source  bf  short  delight,  of  bating  pttin ! 
I  from  the  labour  of  a  tedkras  chase, 
O'erspent  by  thirst  and  heat,  a  forest  gain'd. 
A  rill,  meandring  to  a  g^reen  recess, 
I  track'd ;  my  wonder  saw  a  damsel  there 
In  sumptuous  vesture,  cooohM  on  fimgrant  tuft& 
Of  caniomile,  amid  surrounding  fiow'rs 
Reposing.    Tall,  erect,  a  figure  stetrn 
Was  nigh ;  all  sable  on  his  head  and  brow. 
Above  his  lip,  and  shadowing  his  cheeks 
The  hair  was  brisled ;  fierce,  but  fratkk,  bis  eye 
A  grim  fidelity  reveal'd ;  his  belt 
Sustained  a  8id>re ;  finom  a  quiver  full 
On  sight  of  me  an  arrow  keen  he  drew, 
A  well-strung  bow  presented,  my  approach 
Forbidding  loudly.     She,  upstarting,  wak'd. 
My  aspect,  surely  gentle  when  I  first 
Beheld  Qeora,  more  of  hope  than  foar 
Inspiir'd ;  she  cravM  protection— What,  ye  Fates! 
Was  my  protection— O  supeifor  man. 
Can  thy  sublimity  of  soul  endure 
My  tedious  angubh  !**  Interposing  mild 
Th'  Athenian  here :  '*  Take  time,  give  sorrow  vent, 
My  Hyacinthus,  I  forbid  not  tears." 

He  now  pursues :  **  Her  suppliant  hands  abe  nus^ 
To  me  astonish'd,  bearing  from  her  lips. 
That  Demonax  was  author  of  her  days^ 
Amid  the  tumult  his  expulsion  caus'd, 
She,  from  a  rural  palace,  where  he  stor'd 
Well  known  to  her  a  treasure,  with  n  slave 
In  faith  approvHl,  with  gold  wod  gems  of  price 
Escap'd.    All  night  on  fleetest  steeds  they  rode. 
Nor  knew  what  hospitable  roof  to  seek. 

<*  My  father's  sister,  Glauo6,  eloae  behind 
This  fane  of  Juno  dwelt,  ber  priestess  pure. 
My  kindest  parent.    To  her  roof  I  brought^— 
O,  Glance,  what— O  dearest,  most  rever*d  I 
To  thee  I  brought  Cleora !"  Horrour  paje 
Now  Manch'd  his  visage,  shook  his  loos'Dkig  joints^ 

ICongeaPd  his  tongue,  and  rais'd  his  rigid  bairw 
Th'  Athenian,  calm  and  silent,  waits  to  hear 
The  reassum'd  narration.     <*  O  jre  fiow^rs. 
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Ofbenedicdoosniig;  the  grtckmi  lomid 
Oar  evaung  beard ;  oootent  oar  pillow  smooth'd. 
Ev'o  Oxus,  80  daort'f  iteve  was  nam'd. 
Of  Sacian  birth,  wtUi  grim  deligfat  and  zeal 
Anticipates  oar  will.     My  noptials  known 
Brings  do%n  my  father,  wboie  reientaient  wann 
Th*  affinity  with  Demooax  reprovei, 
A  helpless  vagabond,  a  hopelesi  wretch ; 
For  now  thy  sword  at  Salamb  prevaird. 
This  storm  Cleora  calra*d ;  the  gen*roas  ftdr 
Before  my  fiuher  laid  her  dazzling  gems ; 
She  gave,  he  took  them  all;  retam*d  oantenl; 
Left  Of  too  happy  hi  exhanstlesi  stores 
Of  lore  for  envioas  fate  to  leave  anqpoiPd. 

*'  Meantime  no  mmoar  piero'd  onr  tranquil  bowV, 
That  Demonax  hi  Oreos  was  replaced ; 
That  he  two  golden  talents,  to  the  hand 
Which  thoold  reitore  Cleora,  had  proclaimed, 
To  me  was  all  unknown.    Two  moooi  complete 
Have  spent  their  periods  since  one  evening  late 
Kicqmachns  my  presence  swift  requir*d« 
A  dying  mother  to  embrace.    By  mom 
I  gain'd  Carystos ;  by  the  ckiie  of  day 
A  tender  parent  on  my  breait  ezpir'd. 
An  agitation  unexpected  shook 
My  foiher'8  boiom  as  I  took  farewell. 
On  my  return— I  can  no  more        Yes,  yes. 
Dwell  on  each  hideous  drcumitance,  my  tongue ; 
With  horrour  tear  my  heartstringx  till  they  bunt : 
poor  Hyacinthat  hath  no  cure  but  death. 

**  Hie  Sun  was  broad  at  noon;  my  recent  loss 
Lamenting,  yet  assiiaging  by  the  joy 
To  see  Cleora  soon,  ne*er  left  before, 
(A  tedious  interval  to  me)  I  reach'd 
My  hobie,  th'  abode  of  Qlauc^.    Clos'd,  the  door 
Forbids  my  passage;  to  repeated  calls  > 
Ko  voice  replies ;  two  viHifgers  pass  by, 
Who  at  my  clamours  help  to  force  my  way. 
I  pass  one  chamber ;  strangled  on  the  floor. 
Two  ^msel-ministtsrs  of  Jono  lie. 
I  hurry  on ;  a  second,  where  my  wifo 
Was  in  my  absence  to  partake  the  couch 
Of  Glanci,  shows  that  righteous  woman  dead. 
The  dear  impression  where  Cl«ovm's  limbs 
Sleep  had  embraced,  I  saw,  the  only  trace 
Of  her,  the  last,  these  eyes  shall  e*er  behold. 
Her  name  my  aocents  strong  in  frenzy  sound : 
Oeora  makes  no  answer.    Next  I  fly 
From  place  to  i^aoe ;  on  Sacian  Gnu  call : 
&  is  not  there.    A  lethargy  benumbs 
My  languid  members.    In  a  neighboring  huty 
Loidg'd  by  the  careful  peasants,  I  awake. 
Insensible  to  knowledge  of  my  sti|te. 
The  direful  tidings  from  Carystus  rouse 
M^ friends;  Nicanor  to  my  father's  home 
Transports  me.    Ling*ring,  torpid  I  consum*d 
8ev*n  moons  successive ;  when  too  vig*roos  youth 
Beoaird  my  strength  and  memory  to  curse 
Health,  sense,  and  thought.     My  rashness  would 

have  sought 
Cleora  tnr'n  in  Orens,  there  have  f^M 
The  homicide  her  sire;  fbrbid,  withheU^ 
Nkanor  I  deputed.    Wh^  I  march^ 
To  bid  thee  ^reloQOie,  on  the  way  I  met 
That  friend  rstncn*d— Pers^  my  foirring  toBgne, 
Jtehearse  his  tidings ;  pitying  Heaven  may  dose 
Thy  narrative  in  death— The  Sacian  slavi 
Prodoc'd  Qeorm  to  her  savage  sire ; 
So  luna  reports,  all  Oreos  so  believes. 
f[i)t  thi^  is  triml  to  thf  tragic  tcvne 
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Which  all  beheld.    Her  hand  the  tyfaat  doooi'd 


To  Mindarus,  a  Persian  lord,  the  chief 
Of  his  auxiliar  guard ;  but  she  refus'd. 
And  own'd  our  umoo,  whaoh  her  pr^pmsnt  ftnil 
Of  love  too  well  conflrm'd.    The  monster,  Uind 
With  mad*ning  fiiry,  instantly  decreed 
That  deadliest  poison  through  those  beauteous  lipe 
Should  choke  the  springs  of  life.  My  weeping  friend 
Saw  her  pale  relics  on  the  fun'ral  pyre* 
T  am  not  mad~ev*n  that  relief  the  gods 
Deny  me.     All  my  story  I  have  told. 
Been  accurate  on  horrour  to  provoke  f  daima 

The  stroke  of  death,  yet  live.»»— "  Thou  most,**  ex- 
The  chief,  humanely  artful,  **^  thou  most  live ; 
Without  thy  help  I  never  can  avenge 
On  Demonax  thy  wrongs.*'— "Ha!"  cries  the  yonth» 
"  Art  thou  rpsolv'd  to  lift  thy  potent  arm 
Against  the  murderer  ?*'—**  Yes/*  th'  Athenian  said, 
**  I  will  do  more,  thy  virtue  will  uphold. 
Whose  perseverance  through  such  Booi^  of  woe 
Could  wade  to  bicl  me  welcome.    Gen'r6us  youSha 
Trust  to  the  man  whom  myriads  ne*er  withstood. 
Who  towns  from  ruin  can  to  greatness  raise, 
Can  humble  Fortune,  force  her  fickle  hand 
To  render  up  the  victim  she  hath  marked 
For  shame  and  sorrow,  force  her  to  entwine 
With  her  own  Anger  a  triumphant  wreath 
To  deck  his  brow.    Themistocles,  who  diivea 
Despair  and  desolation  from  the  streets 
Of  fall'n  Eretria,  and  from  eastern  bonds 
Afflicted  Greece  at  Salamis  preserv'd ; 
He  will  thy  genius  to  his  native  powers 
Restore ;  will  make  thee  master  of  revenge 
For  thy  own  wrongs ;  to  glorious  actiou  guide 
Thy  manly  steps,  redressmg,  as  they  tread, 
The  wrongs  of  others.**    Not  the  gracious  voiof 
Of  Juno,  speaking  comfort  from  her  shrine ; 
Not  from  his  tripod  Jove's  prophetic  seed. 
Imparting  counsel  through  his  Pythian  maid  j 
Not  Jove  himself^  from  Dodonsan  groves. 
By  oracles  of  promise,  could  have  sooih'd 
This  youfig,  but  most  distinguishM  of  mankind 
Among  the  wretched,  as  the  well-wrought  strain 
Of  thy  hcart-searohing  policy,  expert 
Themistocles,  like  some  well-praotis'd  son 
Of  learn'd  Machaon,  o'er  a  patient's  wound 
Compassionate,  but  cool,  who  ne'er  permits 
His  own  sensation  to  control  his  art 

<*  But,**  said  th'  Athenian,  '*  soldiers  mastiefrsA, 
As  well  as  fast,  nor  keep  incessant  watch/' 

They  quit  the  temple.    In  the  dwelling  nigh. 
Deep-musing,  Hyacinthns  lightly  tastes 
The  light  repast    On  matted  tufts  they  stretch 
Their  weary'd  limbs.    Themistocles  had  arm'd 
,  With  elevated  thoughts  his  pupil's  mind, 
Which  foils  at  intervals  despair.    His  eyes 
'f*he  trausient  palm  of  sleep  would  often  seal. 
But  oft  in  dreams  his  d^r  espous'd  be  sees, 
A  livid  spectre ;  an  einpoison*d  eup 
She  holds,  and  weeps— then  vanishes*    Reveng^ 
In  bloody  sandals  and  a  dusky  pall, 
Suoeneds.    Her  stature  giowuif  ,  as  he  gasM» 
Reveals  a  glory,  beaming  round  her  head ; 
A  sword  she  brandishes,  the  awful  sword 
Which  Nemesis  unsheathe  on  crimes.    He  test 
Connubial  Juno's  image  ftom  the  base 
Descend,  and,  pointmg  -with  its  marble  hand^ 
Before  him  glide.    A  sudden  shout  of  war. 
The  yell  of  death,  Carystian  bannen  wav'd^ 
A»  mvWcn  or  hiBM^tf  «  ^^j^^g  ^g 
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Sdr€9*wfimm.    Tht drCftMl  Uaolt 6»ds ; 

The  headiest  ttwokof  DemmuL  io  gore 

He  views  in  tnuwpert.    laitaiitly  his  coweli 

ShooU  iotth  m  lameh,  TavHiiig  o'er  hie  tfeed ; 

The  w«U»  are  bung  with  tvephies.    Jane  cooes, 

No  longer  maiWe,  bat  the  queea  of  HeaV's, 

Glad  in  reqilendency  diriae.    She  leads 

Cieoia,  DOW  to  perfect  bkwm  restored. 

Who,  beck'aing,  opens  to  th'  enraptur'd  eye 

Of  Hyacinthus,  doaling  on  the  charm. 

Her  breast  of  snow ;  whence  pore  ambrosia]  milk 

Allures^  an  infant  from  an  amber  clond. 

Who  stoops,  and  round  her  neck  maternal  dmgs. 

He  to  emlMrace  them  strrnng,  wak'd*  and  lost 

Th'  endearing  ptctore  of  illanve  air, 

Bat  wak'd  oompoe'd.    His  mantle  he  assom'd. 

To  Juno's  statae  trod,  and  thus  mlook'd 

His  pions  breast :  "  O  goddess!  though  thy  smile» 

Which  I  acknowledge  for  tiie  hours  of  bliss 

I  once  possessed,  a  brie(  exhausted  term, 

Cotild  not  protect  me  from  malignant  Fate, 

Lo !  prostrate  €sU'n  before  thee,  I  complain 

No  more*    B^y  soul  shall  straggle  with  despair; 

Nor  shall  the  Furies  drag  me  to  the  grave. 

Thou  punishment  dost  threaten  to  the  crime. 

Which  hath  de&c'd  my  happmess  on  Earth; 

Themistocles,  my  patron,  is  thy  boon. 

Who  will  fulfil  thy  menace.    I  believe. 

There  is  a  place  hereafter  to  admit 

Such  purity  as  hers,  whose  blissful  hand 

Thou  didst  bestow — I  Vxt — I  know  my  days 

With  all  their  evils  of  duration  short; 

I  am  not  ooasciouft  of  a  black  misdeed. 

Which  nhonH  exdnde  me  firom  the  seat  of  rest. 

And  therefore  wait  ia  pious  hope,  that  soon 

ShaH  Hyaointbus  find  his  wife  aad  child. 

With  them  to  dwell  for  ever."    He  concludes. 

Regains  the  chamber,  and  Aurora  shines. 


BOOK.  xin. 

Wnn  Hyactnthus  first  his  couch  forsook, 
Themistedes  in  care  had  followed  dose. 
But  sectcily  had  noted  well  the  prayer 
To  Juno  sent,  and  part  approviag,  part 
Condemnhig,  heard.    Aocontr'd  now  in  mail. 
The  young  Carystian,  to  his  list'nmg  friend, 
Relates  the  wonders  of  his  recent  dream. 

Th'  Athenian,  while  most  cordial  ia  tba  care 
Of  Hyacinthas,  whom  his  woes  endear'd,    • 
Still  weighed  his  use.    This  apswer  he  devis'd 
To  ease  the  grief  he  pitied,  and  picbeiva 
The  worth  enenfeial  to  his  own  des^ns. 

**  What  thou  hasttold^CarystiaakfiresmybBBast; 
{t  was  a  signal,  by  Satnmiaheld 
To  animate  thy  vage,  and  prampt  thy  am 
To  action.    She  requirea  not,  goddfss  matf 
Homiliaite,  acerns  the  eluggiiih  mind. 
Whose  thoughts  arc  ctfeepiag  to  Elysifln  nst. 
Thev  kmsb  nothroUef  aasrab.  while  it. 


A  rampait aeal'd;  tha fordag  ofa emip, 
Are  cures  of  sortow.    In  her  vision  dear 
So  did  Heav*n*s  empvesH  intimate  this  mam. 
Me  too  she  visited  in  sleep  f  her  voice 
My  waking  tbooghta  oenfirm'd ;  Cleora  lives; 
Else  why  the  goddess  thus :  *  Arise,  O  son 
Of  Neocles,  of  this  affiicted  youth 
Be  thou  sum  guide  to  rescue  his  espous'd  ; 
The  profanation  of  Biy  rites  chastise  ?' *' 
The  Action  wraps  in  credulous  delight 
The  jTOung  CaryatiBn's  confidence,  who  feels 
Ciresaa  magic  foom  his  patron's  eye. 
His  tongue,  and  gesture^    tte,  quid(-sigfated»  tang 
To  swift  advantage  his  ddusion  thus : 

•«  Conia»  let  OM  try  thy  vigour;  I  am  bound 
To  neighboring  Styra ;  fiy  bsfofe  thy  firiend ; 
Among  that  gen'roos  pecq^  who^  their  all> 
Two  ^lies  sent  to  Salaasis,  proclaim 
Themisttfoles  approaches."    Like  a  Asct, 
Laach*d  iiom  the  sinews  of  a  Parthian's  arm. 
Without  reply  th>  iaspir'd  Carystian  flew, 
Cas*d  as  he  was  hi  steel.    Meantime  the  chief 
Salutes  his  Attic  and  Laeoniaa  bands; 
His  captivatug  presenoe  both  ei^y» 
Which  else  no  eye  most  piercing  might  dtsoefn* 
Not  ev*n  the  hundred  never-sleeping  lights^ 
Which  on  the  marghi  of  her  parent  flood 
Incessant  watoh'd  the  progeny  traasfonaHl 
Of  loachus,  the  Argive  watry  god; 
Where  un^straguish'd  in  the  grazing  hekl 
His  daughter  wept,  nor  he  that  daughter  knew 
A  speechless  suppliant.    ReooHuaeac*d,  the  maack 
J&hausts  the  day.    Beneath  a  holy  roof. 
Which  rose  to  Ceess,  they  their  8heUier*d  limba 
To  rest  and  food  resigik    There  gently  swell'd 
Th'  encircling  gtouad,  whence  fair  the  aMwninff 
On  little  Stirra,  who,  no  queen  superb         liB|il*4 
Of  wide  donriiBon,  like  a  rural  nymph 
In  decency  of  garb,  and  native  locks. 
Her  humble  circuit  not  unlovely  shows. 
She  from  Athenian  boundaries  of  old 
Her  first  inhabitants  deriv'd,  and  pours 
Her  sons  now  fiirth  Themistodes  ta  greet, 
Their  eldest  parent's  bero^    Lampen  bold 
Accosts  hhn:  <«  |de  the  weak,  bnt  willing  haadr 
Of  Styra  hute  enabled  to  enrol 
My  name  with  thme,  unconquerable  son 
Of  Neocles.    Thowh  feeble  is  her  sword. 
Her  smews  boast  or  Attic  vigour  stilL 
Oh !  that  her  means  were  equal  to  her  love^ 
A  liberal  welcome  thou  and  these  should  find| 
But  yon  Oemsttan  digarohy,  foe 
To  equity  and  freedom,  finm  our  meads 
Have  newly  swept  our  plenty."    Ardent  hens 
Themistaeks:  ««  By  Heav%  my  Styriaa  haa^ 
Not  thrice  shall  day  illuminate  your  skits. 
Ere  doable  OMasure  shall  these  pat^  kada 
Repay  to  Styra.    I  am  come  to  < 
Their  usmpation,  m  Gemstas  fix 
Her  ancient  laws,  and  rouse  her  I 
Against  the  FisniiuH  and  tlie  Pursjanh  friends^ 
Arrav  thv  Jorce.    To  awyow^seariySan 
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ApplyM  with  ▼igwr,  iood  will  open  wmjt, 

Sev*n  liondred  natiTcs  can  Genettuf  arm, 

Who  will  n«t  fight  to  rivet  on  their  necki 

A  falling  yoke  more  fast.    The  whole  defence. 

Our  oligarchal  tyrants  hare  to  boatt, 

Ave  poor  barbarians,  scarce  three  hundred  stroof  , 

Sav'd  from  the  wrecks. of  those  adventurous  ships. 

Which  ronnd  EaboBa*s  rude  Capharean  cape 

Had  been  detacb'd  thy  navy  to  surround 

In  Artemisium's  oonflict"    Now  apart 

ThemistocloB  to  Hyacinthns  spake. 

While  in  his  care  he  lodg'd  a  casket  seal'd. 

Which  held  the  talent  proipis'd  to  his  shre : 

**  This  for  thy  father ;  tell  him,  I  require 
The  stipulated  bands'  immediate  march  ; 
I  wish  to  see  them  under  thy  command. 
Thou  know^  Diana's  celebrated  fisne 
At  Amarynthus ;  if  thou  canst,  young  IHend, 
Be  there  beibre  me."    PleasM,  the  youth  departs. 

As  m  excorrion  from  their  waxen  homes 
A  hire's  industrious  populace  obey 
The  tinkling  sound,  which  summons  all  to  swarm ; 
So,  when  the  tmrnpefft  well-known  voice  piockiiros 
To  arms,  the  Styrians,  round  the  banner'd  staff. 
Which  Lampon  rais'd,  are  gather'd.  There  enjoin'd 
To  reassemble  at  a  stated  hour. 
Their  clinking  armour  in  their  homes  they  cleanse; 
lliey  whet  their  spears  and  falchions  to  chastise 
<3er»tian  rapine.     Ere  the  monring  breaks. 
Four  hundred  join  Themistocles.    He  bends 
To  Amarynthus,  seat  of  Dian  pure. 
His  rapid  course.    Her  edifice  soblime. 
Which  overtops  her  consecrated  bowV, 
The  second  noon  discovers.    Just  arriv'd, 
Carystian  helmets  round  the  temple  shine^ 
By  Hyacinthus  and  Nicanor  led, 
Joint  captains.    Staid  Nicanor  was  the  friend 
Retorn'd  ^m  Oi^us,  who  the  tidings  brought 
Of  poor  Oeora's  fiite.    Th*  Athenian  hails 
The  young  oommander :  **  QIadly  do  I  ibd 
Thy  speed  snrpassing  mine ;  but  swrft  explain. 
Who  is  the  priestess  hi  this  pure  abode  ?" 

'*  Th^  Hyacinthus :  *<  She,  Budora  nam*d. 
For  tanctity  of  manners,  rank,  and  birth, 
Through  this  well-peopled  island  is  renown*d ; 
Authority  her  hand-maid.    Her  rich  fane 
With  sumptuous  off'rings  shines ;  the  wealthiest 
Her  tpterotwion  at  the  thrones  of  Heav*n     [towns 
Obsequious-^burt,  and  dread  her  brow  severa 
Of  elevated  stature,  awful  port. 
She  from  Brisneus,  worshipped  in  our  walls. 
Proud  origin  derives.    She  twangs  the  bow. 
The  javelin  lancea  through  the  tusky  boar, 
Chas'd  o'er  the  temple's  wide  domain  of  wood; 
Tall  nymphs  attend  her,  while  the  eyes  abash'd 
Of  her  own  Tassals  shim  her  stately  step. 

Ah !  cooldst  thou  win  her  fhvour !" **  Haste,*' 

replies 
The  ready  chief,  "  te  great  Budora  say, 
Theousteele^  of  Athens  humbly  sues 
To  kiss  the  border  of  her  b*lh>w*d  Mole." 

He  calls;  the  martial  harness  from  his  limbs 
Attentive  slaves  uficla^;  ablation  pure 
Fhxn  limpid  streams  eflbces  evlry  stain 
Of  his  laborious  maroh ;  a  chlamys  fiowa 
l^Mce  from  his  shoolders.    Chst'uig  from  his  brow 
Th<$  plumed  easque,  u^torer'd  he  asceqds 
The  massy  steps  of  that  stupendous  fane. 
In  adssirstion  of  th6  glories  there, 
^lirou^h  ocd«r  vi^v^  on  argent  hinges  pois*d, 


He  passes,  where  lurowa  distinguiah'd  knm 

No  ornament  exceh.    In  gold  the  shapes 

Of  wreaths  and  gailands,  cresoents,  stars,  and  suns. 

Hung  round  the  columns ;  on  the  pavement  broad. 

Engraven  tripods,  vases,  statues,  Ixists 

Of  burnish 'd  brass  and  silver  were  disposed. 

In  graceful  order.    Pictures,  where  the  lips 

Seem  speaking,  limbs  to  act,  and  looks  avprsM 

The  various  passions,  which  in  varying  hues 

Exalt  the  human  aspect,  or  degrade, 

pjirich  the  walls.    Orion  writhes  his  bulk. 

Transfixed  by  arrows  from  th'  insulted  queen 

Of  chastity.    Devoured  by  rav'nous  bounds. 

His  own,  ActSBon^  metamorphos'd  head 

Reclines  in  blood  his  newly-branching  home* 

Unhid  by'(£neus  to  th*  JEtoliaa  feast. 

There  on  her  vengeful  Calydonian  boar 

l.ooks  Pfaeebe  down,  while  red  her  crescent  darta 

A  flame  of  anger  tlirough  disparting  douds. 

CSompelt*d  to  lave  her  violated  limbs, 

DfsrobM  Calisto  on  the  fbonuin's  brhik 

There  weeps  in  vain  her  virgin  vow  proian'd. 

Here  deeds  of  mercy  smile.    Appeased,  the  quMB 

Folds  in  the  mantle  of  a  sihrer  mist 

Pale  Ipbigenia,  from  the  holy  knife 

At  Aolis  wafts,  and  substitutes  the  doe 

A  full-atoning  victim.    Here  she  quits 

Her  Tauric  dome,  unhospitably  stain'd 

With  blood  of  strangers.    O'er  th'  entrusted  ked 

Of  sad  Orestes,  who  her  imiige  bears. 

To  chase  the  Furies  from  his  haunted  couch, 

A  guardian  bland  she  hovers.    Through  its  length 

Magnificent  the  midmost  isle  conveys 

The  terminating  sight,  where  deep  and  wide 

A  lumiuous  recess,  ^alf-circling,  shows 

Pilasters  chisell'd,  and  a  sumptomis  freeze. 

An  elevated  pavement,  yet  below 

The  sight,  whose  level  skims  a  sur&ce  broad 

Of  marble  green,  sustains  the  goddess  form 

Tn  Parian  whiteness,  emblem  of  her  sttfte, 

In  height  five  cubits.    Purity  severe 

0*ershades  her  beauty.     Elegantly  gtanp'd 

Without  confusion,  Dryads,  Oreads  round, 

With  nymphs  of  lakes  and  fbuntaiat  fill  the  wptiCK 

Lo  !  not  unlike  the  deity  she  serves, 
Eudora  stands  before  her,  and  accosts 
Th*  advancing  hero  thus :  **  I  trust,  thy  soul 
Some  great,  some  righteous  enterprise  conceives, 
Else  nothing  less  might  justify  the  din 
Of  arms  around  me^  and  these  banners  proud 
Fix'd  in  my  presence  on  religious  ground 
Inviolably  sacred.     I;rould  know, 
Themistocles,  thy  purpose."    He  one  knee 
Obsequious  bends;  his  lips  approach  the  hem- 
Of  her  pontiic  robe,  nor  she  fijrbids. 

He  then  replied :  **  I  should  not  have  besooght 
Thy  condesoensioo,  priestess,  had  my.  soul       ^ 
Le^  than  a  righteous  enterprise  oooceiv'd. 
Deserving  sanction  from  thy  holy,  puro, 
AU-influenciog  wisdom ;  to  thy  feet 
I  bring  my  standard,  and  my  sword  devote^  ^ 

Spontaneous  to  tljy  servioa.    WMIe  I  oast 
My  wond'ring  ^es  on  this  enrichM  abode. 
On  thee,  ito  chief  embeUishaMst,  aad  kw>w. 
That  unpions  neighbours  in  GersesCus  rule. 
Foul  pillagers  and  misuieauts,  horronr  thrill^ 
Thy  soldier's  bosom ;  ftom  a  town  6ppr6si'«^ 
Them  to  extirpate  his  viadiotive  arm  » 

Themistocles  exalts.**    Endora  lookVl 
Applauding :  **  Qo,  and 
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«  Of  thif  attentire  piety,  O  ohie^ 

Whom  glory  crowns, 'thou  never  sfaalt  repent !" 

DismiM*^,  he  rested ;  under  tiqlight  grey 
Renew*d  his  coarse.    Meridian  Phcebus  view'd 
Compact  battalions  from  their  shields  and  helms 
Shoot  flames  of  terrour  on  Genestian  woods. 
A  gtiard  was  station*d,  where  the  narrow  path 
Gave  entrance ;  thither  Hyacinthus  led 
A  chosen  troop,  and  fierce  in  accent  spake : 

"  Train'd  to  an  oar,  vile  renfnants  of  a  wreck,' 
Drop,  ye  barbarian  .vagabonds,  those  arms 
From  yonr  ignoble,  mercenary  hands  > 
Th*  invincible  Themistocles  requires' 
Immediate  passage.**    Dubious  pausM  tlieir  chief, 
A  low  Paroph3i)an  rower.    In  contempt 
From  his  inverted  spear  a  ponderous  blow 
The  youth  discharg'd,  removing  all  suspense. 
Prone  fell  the  ruffian,  like  the  victim  beast, 
8tunn*d  by  a  brawny  sacrificer^s  blow. 
Before  an  altar's  fire.     His  troop  disperse. 
The  StyHans  active,  by  the  prudent  son 
Of  Neocles  instructed,  beat  the  wood, 
Wielding  the  bill  and  axe  in  wary  dread 
Of  ambush.    No  resistance  checks  the  march ; 
The  speeding  legion  penetrates  the  shades ; 
Thence,  rushing  dreadful  on  Gersstus,  spreads 
A  blaze  of  steel,    So  fiery  sparks,  conceal'd 
Long  in  some  ancient  mansion^s  girding  beam. 
There  gath'ring  force  unseen,  a -passage  break 
For  conflagration  to  devour  a  town. 

Eudemus  joins  Themistocles,  and  thus : 
**  Behold,  our  miscreant  oligarchy  rest 
On  supplication,  now  their  sole  defence ; 
The  injur*d  people  follow ;  hear  the  cry 
Of  imprecation.    Sev'n  flagitious  men. 
By  rapine,  lust,  and  homicide  deform'd, 
Those  olive  boughs  profiuiing  by  their  touch. 
Come  to  pollute  thy  presence.**    They  approach. 
To  whom  th*  Athenian,  stem  in  visage,  spake : 

**  Ye  little  tjFrants,  who  in  crimes  aspire 
To  emulate  the  greatest,  do  ye  come 
To  render  up  your  persons  ?  else  expect 
That  popniace  to  seize  you,  and  a  pile 
Of  stones  to  crush  your  execrable  heads." 

He  turns  away.    The  fife  and  trumpet  sound; 
The  tev'n  surrender  mute ;  Eudemus  glad 
Secures  them,  giv'n  to  Styra's  band  in  charge. 

Reviv'd  Genettns  to  her  pnblic  place. 
Which  heretofore  the  people  wont  to  fill 
In  fiwe  assembly,  as  her  guardian  god 
Beceives  the  Attic  hero.    All  the  way 
He  passes,  curses  on  the  tjrrants  heap*d 
He  list^mng  hears^  from  children  for  their  siresj 
From  wives  for  husbands,  mothers  for  their  sons. 
The  various  victims  of  unlawful  pow'r. 
DisbonourM  damsels,  early  robb'd  of  fsme, 
Aiv  orphan  train,  of  heritage  despoll'd. 
Indignant  husbands,  of  their  wtvet  depriv'd. 
Their  joint  npbraidings  sound.  **  By  all  the  gods,** 
Th*  Athenian  bitterly  sarcastic  qpake^ 


Elect  Eudemus  arohon ;  of  the  weaKh, 
Those  wretches  gather^,  part  to  pubKc  use. 
To  suff^ers  part  distribute.    I  demand 
But  this  requital ;  you  have  felt  the  woes 
Of  tyranny ;  obtaining  from  my  hand 
Redress,  that  band  enable  to  preserve 
The  liberty  of  others;  Greece  demands 
From  you  that  succour,  which  this  happy  day 
She  hath  by  me  imparted.**    He  withdraws 
From  acclamations  and  assenting  hearts 
To  give  Eudemus  couoael.  ^  Night  b  spent 
He  swiftly  back  to  Amarynthus  flies; 
Each  tyrant  follows ;  from  his  dungeon  drawn. 
The  Sun,  q>ectator  of  his  chains  and  shame. 
He  dr^ds ;  in  horrour,  conscious  of  his  gu(lt. 
He  shrinks  at  day  like  Cerberus,  when  dragged 
By  Hei«ules  from  HelL    Th*  accepted  chief. 
His  captives  ranging  in  Eudora's  sight. 
Unfolds  their  dire  variety  of  crimes. 
Left  to  her  sentence;  awful  she  decides : 

**  He,  who  oppresses,  who  enslaves  mankind. 
Himself  should  feel  enthralment,  shame,  and  stripes. 
Let  these  to  some  fell  traficker  in  slaves 
Be  sold,  transported  in  remotest  climes 
To  witness  Greek  severity  on  vice ; 
So  by  my  voice  should  Xerxes  be  condemu'd  ; 
So  shall  the  monster  Demonax.    llie  means 
I  find,  Themistocles,  in  thee.**    Elate 
To  hear  this  great,  authoritative  dame. 
The  chief  replies :  **  Tliy  mandate  is  my  law. 
Thy  equity  is  mine.*'    Her  stately  brow 
Unbending,  she  concisely  questions  thus : 

**  How  shall  Eudora*s  ftivour  mark  thy  worth  ?*^ 
'*  Thy  blessmg  grant,**  he  amwers,  well  aj^ris^d. 
That  asking  little  best  attains  to  alL 

**  1  may  do  more,**she  said ;  *'  thy  ripen*d  thongfaty 
Impart  hereafter ;  my  extent  of  aid 
Diana  must  determine.    Now  fi^elL'* 

He  pressed  no  further,  tow'rds  Carystus  tuni*d 
His  march,  and  reached  her  portals,  while  the  Sob 
Wanted  three  hours  to  finish  his  career. 

There  was  a  temple  to  Briareus  built. 
The  son  of  Titan.    In  th'  enormous  shrine 
His  image  vast  to  thirty  cubits  rose 
In  darkest  marble.    Terrour,  thick  with  curlt 
O'erlaid  the  forehead,  tlyck  th*  engraven  beard 
The  spacious  chest  o'ersnadow'd  ;  fifty  fhi^dt. 
As  many  maces  of  refulgent  brass 
The  hundred  hands  upl^ld.    Broad  steps  around 
The  pedestal  ascended,  that  before 
Th*  outstretched  Titanian  feet  religious  feac 
Accumulated  oflTrinn  might  dispose. 
So  to  propitiate  the  tiremendousjgod.. 

In  single  state  before  this  image  st^od 
Nicomae^us,  the  archoo,  to  receive 
His  son  triumphant  with  Cecropja'i  chie^ 
They  now  had  pass'd  th'  expanded  gates,  and  bIqss 
Approaclt'd  the  shrine  in  military  pomp 
Along  th*  extensive  aisle.    The  wails  and  dome 
Replied  to  fifes  and  trumpets,  to  the  clink 
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Aiioth<>rmefTStiii»    Asbettaadi 

Inteat  to  «peak,  Themittocks,  alone 

Of  all  th'  asscfobty  master  of  bimsielf, 

Cool  gives  a  sign,  when  thus  th'  a«asMii  fpeakt. 

In  phrase  barbaric,  and  a  soften'd  look : 

**  I  am  that  Oxus,  .whom  suspicion  marks 
A  traitor  to  deora^    Mistress  dear, 
(At  this  a  torrent  gitdies  from  bis  ^yes) 
Tboa  knev*8t  me  fliitbtuL    listen,  gracious  lord, 
Tbon  tend*nest  consort  of  the  tend'rest  wife, 

0  Hyacintbns !  listen  to  my  tale. 

Thou  too  wilt  own  me  faithftil :— On  the  night. 
Thy  first  of  absence  from  Clf  ora*s  bed, 
No  more  thy  love  to  bless,  assassins  fbrcM 
Kind  Olaucd's  dwelling;    me  they  bound |   my 

Toice 
Tbeybarr*ds  the  priestess  an4ber  blameless  maids 
Tbey  strangled.    Mounted  on  a  rapid  steed 
One  bore  Cleora(  two,  robust  and  fell, 
Were  my  unresting  guards.     Thnragb  trackless 

woods 
Nbtfar  wetoQraey*d;  Demooax  was  near. 
Just  march'd  to  waste  Eretria's  neigbb'ring  land. 
Conducting  me  to  loneliest  shades,  my  guides 
Remained  awhile  cdnlbrring.    One,  I  knew. 
Was  Dacus,  Dacus  whom  thy  sife  prefenr'd 
In  trust  to  all  his  menials.    Words  like  these 
Ue  utterM :  *  Thus  Nicomachus  enjoin'd ; 
Transporting  Oxus  to  obscurest  wilds, 
Destroy,  oonoeal  him  there.    Access  by  ni^t 
To  Deroouax  obtain ;  by  earnest  suit 
From  him  exact  a  promise  to  declare. 
That  Oxus  bvon|ht  his  daughter,  then  set  firee 
Was  sent  rewarded  to  his  Sacian  home. 
Receive  the  gold  pfOclaim*d;  depart*    Be  sure 
No  other  name  than  Oxus  pass  yout-  lips.' 

**  This  said,  they  gor'd  me  with  repeated  wounds; 

1  sunk  before  them;  they  belier^d  me  doad. 
I>eep  in  a  pit,  overgrown  with  brambles  thick, 
Tbe|r  left  me.    Woodroeq,  haply  passing,  hiturd 
My  piercing  groans;  in  pity,  to  a  hut 

Tbey  bore  me ;  herbs  medicinal,  and  time, 
Restoed  my  strength."    His  garment  he  unlblds. 
The  orimson  horrours  of  his  num*rou8  scars 
To  show.    **  Carystians,  I  my  vital  breath 
Among  the  Saces  on  the  Caspian  drew. 
A  Genius  dwells,  a  native  in  the  lake. 
Who,  In  his  function  rising  from  the  deep,* 
Keveals  foul  murder.    Purple  are  his  wings. 
His  hue  is  jet,  a  diamond  his  eye. 
His  hair  is  inextinguishable  flame. 
Whatever  man,  h^  visitation  warns, 
N^lects  to  right  the  dead,  he  haunts,  he  drives 
To  horrid  finemy.    On  a  whirlwind  home, 
To  me  in  momentary  flight  he  came. 
In  terronrs  clad  uncommon;  o*er  my  couch 
His  datt'rinc  pinions  shook.    His  mandate  high 
I  have  obeyed,  the  foulest  mnrd*rer  slain. 

"  Now,  mistress  dear,  sole  object  of  my  xeal, 
Where'er  thou  art,  if  fleeting  on  some  cknid 
A  bright  aerial  spirit;  if  below 
Among  the  genii  of  the  earth,  or  seas. 
Dost  trace  the  caves,  where  shine  carbuncles  pure. 
Or  pluck  the  ooral  in  cerulean  grots. 
Thy  fiithful  slave  shall  iolk>w,  still  j[>erforai 
With  his  accttstom'd  vigilance  thy  will." 

Thb  said,  be  struck  the  poniard  through  his 
breast. 
The  blows  repeating  till  he  pierc'd  the  henrt, 
Thea  on  the  criiwoaHl  pedestal  reclia'd 
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Hb  dying  limbs,  nor  groaned. 

were  thine, 
Nicomachus !  To  thee  are  openM  wide 
Death^s  porub;  cold  thy  blood  begins  to  flow. 
Au  iniur*d  son  beside  thee  strives  to  doubt 
That  he,  who  gave  bim  bei^g,  now  descends 
To  sure  damnation  ibr  so  black  a  crime; 
But  thou  remov*it  all  donbt.    Thy  sister's  ghos* 
Before  thee  seems  to  glide,  atid  point  thy  way 
To  Erebus;  Briareus'  bundred  hands 
To  brandish  serpents,  lashing  frdm  his  fisne 
A  sordid,  grovelling  parricide  to  HeU* 
At  length,  amid  concession  of  thy  guilt. 
The  Furies  snatch  thee  from  the  light  of  HeavU 
To  that  eternal  gloom.    The  fisinting  limbe 
Of  Hyacinthus  forth  Nicanor  bears. 
Religious  dread  beholds  the  shrine  impure 
With  homieide;  nor  knows,  what  man^  what  god 
Must  be  consulted,  or  what  rite  performed 
To  puife  from  deeds  thus  ominotis  the  fane; 
Till  recollection  prompts  a  sudden  hope, 
That  wilt,  and  great,  and  fiivourM  from  above, 
Themistocles  may  sttCcour-*^He  is  gone. 
In  double  consternation  all  disperse. 
Night  drops  her  cnrtain  on  the  sleepless  iown*v 
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BftKMrr  moroing  sheds  no  gladness  on  the  hot 

Of  pale  Carystus,  who,  in  v jSnons  framM 

By  superstitious  fear,  all  night  had  seen 

Briareus  lift  his  hundred  huids  to  crush 

His  fane  polluted,  fttwi  the  base  to  rend 

Each  pillar'd  mass,  and  hurt  the  fragments  huge 

Against  her  towers.    Anon  is  terrour  chang'd 

To  wonder,  which  consoles  her.  Through  her  gstei^ 

Amid  the  lustre  of  meridian  day, 

lu  slow  procession,  solemnly  advance 

A  hundred  jrouths  in  spotless  tunics  white. 

Sustaining  argent  wands.    A  vigorous  band 

Of  sacerdotal  senritors  succeed. 

Who  draw  by  turns  the  silver  graven  shape 

Of  Dian  lofty  on  a  wheding  stage 

Of  artificial  verdure.    Virgins  taH 

A  guard  surround  her,  each  in  fiowing  tnair 

Of  raiment  gathdHd  in  a  rosy  knot 

Above  one  knee.    They  tread  in  sandals  whiter 

0*erlao'd  by  roseate  bands ;  behind  then'  necks 

Of  lily's  hue  depend  their  quivers  fill ;         [bowi^ 

Hands,  which  can  string  their  tough  and  pond'rout 

Eyes,  darting  beams  severe,  discover  strength 

(Jnbroke  by  wedlock,  hearts  by  love  nntam'di 

Soft  light  the  silver  crescents  on  their  heads 

Diffuse.    Eudora  fiilk>ws  in  her  car ; 

Across  her  shoulders  hangs  a  quiver  large; 

Full-fac*d,  a  crystal  moon  illumes  her  hair. 

Penthesilea's  Amazonian  am 

Had  scarce  the  nerves  to  bend  Eudora's  bow. 

Her  port,  her  aspect,  fhscinate  Uie  sight; 

Before  her,  passing,  towers  and  temples  seem 

To  sink  below  her  level ;  she  becomes 

The  single  object  eminent;  her  neck, 

Her  arms,  the  vestment  shntsfrom  view  prophase  f 

Low  as  her  feet  <leBcends  the  sacred  stole. 

Eight  purple-hamess'd  steeds  of  milky  hu^ 

Her  axle  draw.     Before  her  fbotstod  sita 

The  vanquisher  of  Xerxes ;  totherehif 

,  Otargeat  lustre  hia  obseopdoufr  hand . 
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Thfimittodcs  applies.    A  hundred  guardt 
In  burnisb'd  tteel,  and  plumes  like  ridgeg  new 
Of  winter's  ieeoes,  not  uamartial  rank*d 
Behind  her  wheds;  the  city's  widest  space 
They  reach.    To  all  the  people,  swarming  round, 
In  aivful  state  the  priestess  thus  began : 

''  Impiety  and  parricide,  which  spilt 
In  Juno*s  sight  her  servant  Glance's  blood. 
Your  god,  by  double  homicide  proian'd. 
May  well  dissnay  Carystus.    Lo  f  I  come. 
Afflicted  city,  in  thy  day  of  woe       ' 
Both  to  propitiate  and  conciliate  Heav'n. 
Learn  firet,  no  offVing  of  a  hundred  bulls. 
Not  douds  of  incense,  nor  exhausted  stores 
Of  richest  wine,  can  moderate  his  wrath. 
Which  visits  children  for  the  fire's  offiBnccb 
And  desolates  whole  nations  for  the  crimes 
Of  kings  and  chie&;  unless  by  double  zeal. 
By  violence  of  viitne,  man  disarm 
The  jealous  tboaderer.     Happy  is  y«ur  lot ; 
The  capital  offender  still  survives; 
On  him  inflicted  vengeance  by  your  hands. 
Men  of  Caiystus,  will  from  Jove  regain. 
And  multiply  his  blessings  on  yourselves. 
Your  sons,  and  daughtess.    Swear  then,  old  and 

young, 
Swear  all  before  the  fresh-polluted  shrine ; 
Ere  you  remove  the  carnage  from  that  fone. 
Unite  your  valour  by  a  gen'ral  oath, 
That  yon  will  strengthen  this  Athenian*s  arm, 
Whom  I  from  Dian,  in  the  awfiil  name 
Of  alfthe  gods  and  goddesses,  abjure 
To  qudl  the  monster  Demonax,  by  Heav'n, 
By  Earth  detested,  parricide  and  scourge 
Tyrannic  o'er  Enbcna."    At  these  words 
She  fiz'd  an  arrow  in  her  mighty  bow ; 
Then  rising,  said ;  *<  Against  an  impious  head 
Incens'd  I^na  thus  her  war  dedares.** 

A  cloud,  low-hangmg,  instant  by  the  force 
Of  springing  wind  a  boreal  course  began 
Tow'rds  Oreus;  thither  bent  Endora's  eye. 
Swift  from  her  sounding  string  through  folds  obtcore 
Of  that  thick  vapour,  as  it  fleets  away. 
The  arrow  imperceptibly  descends 
To  earth.    Fortuitous  a  sulph*rous  spark 
Flash'd  from  the  doud.    '<  A  prodigy !"  exdaim'd 
Themistocles;  **  the  hdy  shaft  is  chang'd 
To  Jove^  own  bdt,  and  points  the  forked  flame 
On  Demonax."  **  Swear,  swear,"  the  people  shout ; 
A  gen'ral  exhortation  rends  the  cope 
Ethereal.    Prompted  by  the  subtle  voice 
Of  her  prevailing  counsellor,  again 
Eudora  solemn:  *'  You  for  once,  ray  friends. 
Must  supenede  the  strictness  of  your  laws. 
Though  Hsracinthus  has  not  reach'd  the  date, 
Prescrib*d  to  those  who  wield  the  rule  supreme. 
Elect  him  archon.    Gallant,  injur'd  youth. 
Sage,  pious,  him  Diana  best  approves. 
Him  her  unerring  counsds  wUl  inspire. 
Me  too,  her  priestess,  in  ytmr  need  she  lends  | 
I  will  promulge  the  saored  oath  to  aU ; 
I  from  pollution  will  your  tofwn  redeem." 


Felt  by  the  race  of  Peloper,  and  deserved  ? 

Thus  wouldst  thou  waken  patience  in  a  breast^    - 

Which  feels  affliction,  for  surpassing  theirs, 

Feeb  undeserv'd  affliction  ?  Whom,  O  Jove ! 

By  errour,  lust,  or  malice  have  I  wrong'd  ? 

Cut  short  my  bloom— torment  me  here  no  more. 

Let  Rhadamanthus  instantly  decide. 

If  with  Cleora  I  must  taste  of  bliss. 

Or  with  a  father  drink  eternal  woe. 

Here  for  a  murder'd  wifo  my  eyes  to  stream 

Shall  never  cease ;  and^execrable  ttre ! 

Not  grief,  but  all  which  furies  can  excite. 

Rage,  detestation,  horrour,  I  must  fed 

For  thee,  my  origin  of  life— -what  life  ! 

Yet,  O  thou  spirit  damn'd,  the  wretch  thy  son. 

The  wretch,  a  fother's  cruelty  hath  made. 

Perhaps  might  spare  a  tear— but  Olaoc^'s  ghost. 

Thy  righteous,  hallow'd  sister's  ghost,  forbids 

One  drop  of  pity  on  thy  pains  to  fall — 

Sl|e  shrieks  aloud,  'Curse,  curse  thy  fother'sdntt'.'' 

Themistocles  now  entered.    At  his  look. 
Which  carry'd  strange  ascendancy,  a  spdl 
Contrdling  nature,  was  the  youth  abashHl; 
As  if  his  just  sensations  were  a  shame, 
Or  his  complaints  to  reach  that  hero's  ear 
Were  oriminaL    He  faltering  q;»ake:  *<  Thon  go4 
Of  Hyacinthus !  passion  thou  dost  awe; 
Thy  presence  humbles  frenzy  and  despair." 

**  No,  thy  own  manly  fortitude  alone 
Shall  chase  despair  and  frenzy  frtmi  thy  breast,'* 
Serene  Themistocles  rRply*d :  "  Arise, 
Thou  new-created  archon ;  pri?ate  cares 
To  interfere  with  public,  neither  men 
Nor  gods  allow,  nor  justice,  nor  the  sense 
Of  thy  own  wrongs.    Young  friend,  the  noble  toil 
Of  mind  and  body  in  this  righteous  cause 
WUl  give  thee  rank  with  heroes.    Thou  assist, 
Nicanor ;  sliare  the  gk>ry."    By  the  hand 
He  led  the  passive  youth.    Th«4>eople  met 
Thehr  jTOung,  their  honourM  magistrate  in  joy  ; 
Eudora  bless'd  them ;  then  in  sdemn  zeal 
The  purifying  rites  performed,  and  left 
Rem»d  Carsrstus.    To  her  holy  seat, 
While  on  the  way  her  goddess  radiant  shon^ 
Themistocles  attended ;  then  by  dawn 
^Back  to  Eretrta  swiftly  press'd  his  march. 

Not  .£olus,  the  king  of  ninds,  could  still 
Their  gust,  nor  Neptune  smooth  his  troubled  wares. 
Nor  Jove  the  raging  thunderbdt  compose 
More,  than  divine  Themistocles  had  tam'd 
Oppression,  terrour,  anguish,  and  deipair. 
This  had  Geraestus  in  her  evil  day. 
The  panic-aw'd  Carystians  this  had  prov'dt 
Not  less  than  sad  Eretria.     Her  he  finds 
ltgoicmg«  like  some  widow  late  forlorn, 
Who  in  the  house  of  mourning  with  a>train 
Of  pining  orphans  destitute  had  sat; 
But  by  a  hand  beneficent  uprab'd,    > 
Unghnds  the  humble  sackcloth  from  her  lobs, 
Nor  longer  sprinkles  ashes  on  her  head. 
Amid  reviving  plenty.    Such  the  change 
Among  the  Eretrians,  through  the  copious  aid 
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By  tbeir  protactor's  preseocc,  now  fmrmt^ 

With  iiutaitiy  to  nntch  tfat  beaver  bned 

Laborious  and  lagacioia,  vte  onttnact 

By  native  Mt  their  maanena,  to  npel 

Googealing  air,  and  hoary  dnfts  of  hmmt 

lo  WioterVharsh  domaias.    From  dajr  «o  daf 

The  toil  Goatiaaed.    Early  on  a  mom 

A  stranger  came,  in  body  aU  deforai^ 

Id  look  obliqae,  but  keen ;  aa  easteni  garb 

InwrappM  hk  liaiba  distorted;  from  hii  long«e 

Fell  bturb^noMB  aooeats.    He  addfaaaM  the  ehief 

In  Grecian  phraae,  which  ialterUoa  faia  tangae: 

'*  I  am  a  Tyrian  traflkker  m  alavea; 
Ketuning  home  from  Libya,  have  been  fofc*d 
By  dang^roaa  winds  to  this  Eabman  coaat 
For  shelter.    Watching  for  a  frieadlly  gale, 
I  learn'd  from  fame,  that,  warrior,  thou  dost  wield 
A  saord  which  prospers,  and  its  aqptiTes  doooas 
Tosemtade."    Thenwtodes  ooamands 
Tbe  sev^Q  Gera«tian  tyrants  from  his  ship, 
When  at  the  bottom  they  had  gnaih'd  their  teeth 
h  chains  unslacken'd.    To  tbe  merohant  then : 

**  Without  a  price  these  miscreants  from  oor 
climes 
Bemore,  the  farthest  hence  will  best  repay 
The  obligation.     For  a  master  choose 
"Rie  1^  ferocioos  savage  on  the  wtMs 
Of  horrid  Scythia,  or  the  Ga^an  bonnd." 

Secore  condoetors  he  appoints,  a  band 
To  chain  them  frttt  aboard.    Each  irksome  step 
Theyoountincnfaes.    O'er  Euboea  lost, 
^  as  their  native  region,  but  tbe  seat 
Of  po«>r  and  Crimea  triomphaatly  enjoy'd, 
Thtej  weep,  still  criminal  in  tears.    But  sbon. 
When  from  the  harbour  distance  had  obscured 
The  well-fDv*d  bark,  the  fetters  from  their  limbs 
The  merchant  orders,  who,  another  tone. 
Another  mien  assnming,  thus  began ; 

"  Oenestian  lords,  redemption  you  derive 
^took  Demonax  of  Oreus.    Me  tbe  ftrit 
Among  bis  oonacil,  Lamachns  by  name. 
He  sent  to  practice  on  the  wily  chief 
Of  Athens,  wiles  which  undermine  his  own.*' 

They  land  at  Dium,  thence  to  Oreus  mardi ; 
Where  Demonax  admits  them,  as  he  sat 
In  secret  cDODCil:  "  Your  disasten  known 
Obtaio'd  oor  instant  succour.    What  tnteods 
Tt^ennstocles?"  This  answer  is  retnm*d. 

"  Not  leas,  great  prince,  Themistocles  ioteadi 
Than  thy  destractiou.    Of  Bretrian  blood 
All  who  sorrive,  Gersastus,  Styra  join 
Agatast  thy  throne.    Carystus  from  her  walls 
Will  poor  battalions,  by  Bndora  ftr'd. 
The  Amaryntbian  priestess  hath  dedarVI 
War  in  Diana's  name.    The  laboring  hind 
WHIqoit  the  furrow;  shepherds  f^rom  their  flocks, 
iwthsfirom  their  import,  the  keeper  from  his  herd 
WiB  ran  to  arms  at  her  commaiiding  voice, 
So  prevalent  tbe  sound.'*    Tlie  tyrant  turns 
ToMindarus  the  Peraiaa:  **  Let  us  march 
«»ift  to  destroy  the  serpent  in  his  egg." 

TohimthePeraiaB:  <*  Demonax  forgets. 
That  winter's  rigour  chills  the  soldier's  Wood. 


For  valour,  MtU  m^  atratagam  reoovB^ 
With  all  tV  mufaiiagalamenta  his  gaard?" 

Again  tbe  tyrant:  *<  Mindarui,  conAne 
Thy  ibtalics,  tall  the  roses  bud; 
Wliile  I,  in  Inwltng  stonns,  in  damps,  or  fireet 
WUl  bead  my  cms  Bnbseans.*'    «<  Heav^  forbid  !'^ 
The  wary  Lamachns  anhjoinfx  **  My  lovd> 
Repow  ao  trast  withoat  thy  iMreigB  bands 
In  these  new  subyeets.    Gads!  tb*  alluring  gnile 
Of  that  Athenian  would  disaoltiff  thy  ranks. 
To  his  own.  hostile  banner  wonld  sadnoe 
Half  thy  batferiions."    Demonax  agaha: 

**  Then  pohcy  with  policy  shall  war. 
Among  th'  Eretrians  publish,  from  their  heads 
This  virulent  Athenian  I  require 
Bound  add  deHver*d  to  my  wiH ;  their  wives. 
Their  children  else,  late  captives  of  my  sword, 
SbaB  frem  tfaeiv  state  of  servitade  be  dragged 
To  bleed  th'  immediate  victims  of  my  wrath.'' 

Then  Mindarus:  **  Shoald  ^reatMaidoniua  heart 
That  I  such  inbnaaanity  permit. 
He  would  exert  his  full  monarchal  powY, 
My  gmhy  limbs  oondenaning  to  a  cross." 

In  fiiry  foaming,  Deaaonax  exclaims : 
"  I  am  betrasr'd.    Thee,  Mindarus,  the  son 
Of  that  stem  prince,  who  laid  Eretria  waste. 
Thee,  Xerxes,  ftitare  sovYeign  of  tbe  world. 
Appointed  my  supporter ;  in  this  isle 
That  I,  a  branch  from  his  imperial  root, 
Might  grow  a  splendid  vassal  of  his  throne. 
My  cause,  his  service,  now  thy  heart  disowns. 
Perverse  thy  sword  abondans,    Of  my  friends . 
Thou  best  requited,  most  hagrate!  preferr'd 
Once  to  have  been  my  son,  of  treasures  vast 
The  destia'd  heir,  my  successor  in  sway. 
Dost  thou  desert  n^  and  protect  my  foes? 
But  to  Mardonius,  to  the  mighty  king, 
I  will  accuse  thee.    By  th'  infernal  powYs, 
Themistocles  hath  gain'd  thee ;  or  thou  fear's* 
To  fece  that  captain  on  tbe  field  of  war." 

His  breast  tbe  Persian  striking,  thus  in  tears: 
*<  Dost  thou  reoall  thy  parricide  to  wound 
My  inmost  bosom  ?  though  anothor  held 
My  dear  Cleora  by  the  faoKest  ties, 
I  would  have  struggled  with  despairing  low  $ 
But  sink  o'erwfaelm'd  by  honour  of  tlmt  deed. 
Which,  blasting  sach  ptefeotioo,  calls  oa  HeavnEi 
For  punishment  nabouoded.    If  thou  falPst, 
It  is  tbe  hand  of  Horomaaes  weighs 
To  earth  a  body  overcharg'd  with  guilt. 
Dost  thoB  upbraid  me,  andeserving  man. 
Forgetting  recent  service?  Who  rsstorHl 
Thy  sceptre  lost?  What  captain  hath  reduc'd 
Orobia,  Dium,  half  Euboea's  towns. 
But  Mindarus?  He  these  achievomeats  past 
Regrets^  but  while  appointed  by  his  prince 
WUl  urge  bis  duty  to  aooomplisb  new. 
Then  comes  a  season  fer  a  warrior^s  toil, 
Themistocles  shall  see  my  banner  guide 
Twelve  thousand  spears ;  shall  see  my  early  sword 
To  gen'ral  battle,  or  to  single  fight. 
Defy  th'  experience  of  bis  pow'rfdl  arm." 

He  said,  and  left  the  councU.    All  withdrew 
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In  Oreus  Idnger?  By  a  poiionM  drlujtht 
Or  midaiglit  poniard  Mindarus  shall  duu 
Ariobarxanec,  tecond  in  command, 
'Will  serve  me  best"    The  cotmseJlor  sabjoias : 

"  If  secret  poison,  or  a  midnight  blow. 
Would  remedy  tlic  grricvanee,  I  woul3  try 
Their  instant  operation;  but  reflect. 
Twelve  thousand  warrion,  masters  of  thy  fate, 
Who  love  their  gen*rai  living,  on  his  death 
Might  prove  too  harsh  inquisitors.    At  least 
His  courage  use  once  more  on  open  ibes ; 
A  valiant  leader  makes  the  soldier  brave; 
So  have  we  (band  in  Mindarus.    Reserve 
Assasrtnation  for  a  greater  mark, 
Themistodes.'^    The  tyrant  quick :  *<  Prodaifti 
Five  golden  talents  on  his  head  the  prioe.^ 

Discreet,  though  wicked,  Lamad^us  again : 
**  Wouldst  thou  incense  all  Greece^  whose  navy 

rules 
The  main  ?  Howe'er  triumphant  in  the  field, 
No  timely  help  Mardonius  oould  extend. 
The  genius  of  Themistocles,  the  nymph 
Of  Salamts  indignant  by  his  side. 
Would  range  from  state  to  state.    Their  loud  alarm 
Would  send  the  whole  confederated  fleet 
Before  the  earliest  breezes  of  the  spring 
To  pour  vindictive  myriads  on  our  coast 
Then  what  our  doom  ?  No,  Demonax,  my  lord, 
These  sev»n  Gercstians,  while  thy  recent  grace 
Thinspbrts  their  minds,  and  blows  the  embers  hot 
Of  rage  at  recent  insnit,  let  us  league 
Against  this  formidable  man  by  oaths 
Before  the  Furies  in  their  neighboring  cave. 
Thyself  be  present"—*'  Yes,**  the  monster  said, 
**  I  will  be  present,  though  Cleora^s  ghost 
Be  there,  and  that  vile  produce,  which  disgrac'd 
Her  virgin  zone  I"  Remembrance  of  his  gmlt, 
He  rous'd  to  strengthen  fury  and  revenge. 

There  was  a  cavern  m  the  bowels  deep 
Of  naked  rock  by  Oreus,  where  the  stem 
Eumenides  possessed  a  dusky  shrine. 
And  frown'd  ro  dirafiil  idols  from  the  time 
That  Titan's  oApring  o*er  Enhcea  reign'd 
The  enemies  of  Jove.    Around  it  slept 
A  stagnant  irater,  overarch'd  by  yews. 
Growth  immemorial,  which  forbade  the  winds 
E'er  to  disturb  the  melancholy  pool. 
To  this,  the  fiddled  residence  abhorred 
Of  Hell-sprnng  beings,  Demonax,  himself 
Predominating  demon  of  the  place. 
Conducts  the  seVn  assassins.    There  no  priest 
Officiates ;  single  there,  as  Charon  grim, 
A  boatman  wafts  them  to  the  cavern's  month. 
Tiiff  enter,  fenc'd  m  armour;  down  the  black 
Decent,  o'er  moist  and  lubricated  stdn^ 


By  Tartarus  alone,  with  tremblitig  feet 

Stood  Lamachus,  the  wicked  and  deform'd* 

An  ewe,  in  dye  like  ebony,  be  gor'd; 

The  dark  abyss  received  a  purple  streani. 

Next  to  the  dire  conspiraton  he  held 

A  vessel ;  o'er  the  brim  their  naked  arms 

They  stretch'd;    he  pierced  the  veins;    th'  ««• 

veiiom'd  blood, 
A  fit  h*bation  mix'd  for  Hell,  he  poured 
Down  the  deep  clift ;  then  fislt'ring,  half  dismay'd 
At  his  own  rites,  began:  **  Ye  injured  men. 
Of  wealth  and  honours  violently  spoiTd, 
Implacably  condenm'd  to  bonds  aixl  rods 
By  insolent  Themistocles,  before 
These  dreadful  goddesses  you  swear;  his  death 
You  vow,  by  every  means  revenge  can  prompt* 
In  secret  ambush,  or  in  open  fight. 
By  day,  by  night,  with  poison,  sword,  or  fire  ; 
Else  on  your  heads  you  imprecate  the  wrath 
Of  these  inexorable  pow'rs."    They  swoce. 

Meanthne  the  object  of  their  impious  oaths* 
Whatever  his  future  destiny,  enjoy'd 
The  comforts  which  Eretria  now  partook 
Through  him,  so  justly  her  preserver  styl'd  ; 
While  thus  reflectkm  whisper'd  to  his  heart : 

**  This  Aristides  would  delight  to  see. 
For  this  commend  his  rival.    Though  my  soul 
Knows  that  in  quest  of  glory  for  thb  port 
I  spread  th'  advent'rous  sail,  yet  sweeter  fisr 
She  foels  that  glory,  since  a  gallant  race, 
Snatch'd  from  the  gripe  of  misery  and  death 
By  her  exalted  Unities,  become 
Her  means  of  pow^r  and  greatness.    I  coofosB^ 
An  act  like  this  my  rival  would  achieve, 
Nor  other  motive  seek,  than  acting  well. 
Perhaps  with  more  attention  to  m^velf. 
More  sudden,  more  complete  is  my  success." 

Id  !  in  his  iriew  Sicinus,  just  arrived 
From  Gbalcis.    Him  his  joyful  lord  thus  haiPd  : 

*'  We  have  been  long  asunder ;  welcome  thrice* 
Thou  long  expected ;  on  thy  brow  I  see 
Intelligence."    To  whdm  the  fiiithful  man : 

'*  Chie  moon  I  vpent  in  Chalcis ;  T  address'd        ,^ 
Nearchus  first,  of  Chares,  slain  in  fight 
At  Artemisium,  successor  approv'd 
To  r«sd  his  country's  banners.    He  rejoic'd 
In  thy.  arrival ;  not  so  firank  in  joy 
Timoxenus  the  archon.    On  the  day 
Of  my  return  that  hesitating  chief. 
While  invitation  to  his  roof  he  gave. 
Was  dreading  thy  acceptance.    But  saprema 
O'er  him,  and  all  bis  house,  a  daughter  swayi^ 
In  beauty's  full  meridian  left  to  mourn 
The  loss  of  Chares»  on  her  widow'd  bed. 
Not  thy  Timothea,  not  Cleandeils  spouse 
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BOOK  XV. 
Kov  dimm'd  by  vapour*,  freqaent  in  his  track, 
llie  twelfth  dhrisioD  of  his  annual  round 
The  Son  is  entVing.    -Long  hath  vernal  bloom, 
Hsth  suroiiKtr's  prime,  from  thy  dr«criptive  lasrs, 
OMuse!  withdrawn;  and  now  the  agH  year 
Its  last  remains  of  beauty  hath  rpsign'd ; 
Truiq[»arent  azure  of  autumnal  frkies 
Is  chaog*d  to  mist,  the  air  serene  to  storms. 
But  inspiration  from  th*  imagin'd  balm 
Of  spring,  or  summer*s  warmth,  ejirich'd  by  sweets 
From  Ikm'ry  beds,  and  myrtles*  fragrant  bow*rs. 
Thou  dost  not  wauit ;  then  bid  thy  numbers  roll, 
In  cadence  deep,  to  ttnitate  the  voice 
Of  boisterous  Winter  in  his  mautle  hoar. 

AU  night  by  rude  Hippotades  the  air 
Tormented  rocmd  the  foaming  harbour  wheel'd ; 
Escfa  mast  was  pliant  to  the  raging  gust. 
The  mooring  cable  groaned.     Long  slept  the  son 
Of  Neocles,  onrisited  by  care,      -' 
Tni,  as  the  hours  attendant  on  the  mora 
Had  JQst  unclosed  the  orient  gate  of  day, 
He  starts.    Acanthi  who  controls  her  sire. 
His  active  fancy  pictures  on  his  mind 
Thos  pondVing :  **  Dear  Timothea,  yet  less  dear 
Than  pow'r  and  fame  acquired  by  saving  Greece, 
Without  Chalcidic  aid  thy  husband^s  hope 
h  mere  abortion.     Chalcis  must  be  gaia'd 
Best,  Aristides,  by  the  purest  means, 
But  well  by  any."    Swift  his  inner  garb 
Of  softest  wool  thick-woven  he  assumes. 
Of  finer  texture  than  a  scarlet  vest; 
O^er  thes^  in  dye  of  violet's  deep  hue. 
His  Spartan  mantle  n^ligehtly  waves. 
A  golden  tissue  with  a  crimson  plume, 
To  fence  his  manly  temples  and  adorn. 
He  iiaars.     His  car  is  ready  j  ready  wait 
Th*  Bretrian  people,  his  conductmg  guard 
To  Qmlcis  not  remote.    The  soundmg  way 
Is  hard  and  hoar ;  crjrstalline  dew  oongeaPd  « 
Hath  tipt  the  spiry  grass ;  the  waters,  bound 
%  sluggish  ice,  transparency  have  lost ; 
^  lock  is  bleating  on  the  rigid  lawn, 
No  rural  pipe  attunes  th*  inclement  air ; 
^  youths  and  damsels  trip  the  choral  round 
Beneath  bare  oaks,  whose  frost-incnisted  boughs 
Drap  chiniof^  shadows ;  icicles  jnvest 
TJf  banks  of  rills,  which,  grating  hursh  in  strife 
With  winter's  fetter^  to  their  dreary  sides 
No  paaseoger  invite.    The  cautious  chief 
In  light  of  Chalcis  to  their  homes  dism  Wd 
The  whole  Eretrian  number,  but  retained 
&  hundred  Attic  and  Laconian friends: 
^  pMsM  the  gate  before  expiring  day. 

Sicinua,  staid  forerunner,  not  unknown 
By  residence  m  Chalds,  published  loud 
ffis  lord's  approach.    The  citizens  in  throngi 
JjIot«  the  celebrated  man.    His  gates 


Graced  by  the  zone  of  Cytherea,  met 
Th'  Oiyrop'wn  king  on  Ida;  brilliant  thus 
Acanthi  greets  Themistocles.    Mature 
In  manh<^  he,  nor  bordering  on  decline. 
The  ornamental  covering  from  his  bead 
lifts  in  obeisance ;  careless  curls  released, 
Thick  o'ershadowing  his  forehead  high. 
Present  a  rival  to  the  Phidian  front 
Of  Jupiter  at  Pisa.     With  a  look. 
Which  summoned  all  his  talents,  all  his  mind 
To  view,  he  blends  a  sweetness.  Nature's  gift. 
But  heighten*d  now  by  energy  of  wiles. 
Alluring  wiles,  to  melt  the  proudest  fair. 
In  his  approach  be  moves  the  genuhie  tire 
Of  an  the  Graces,  on  Acanthi's  baud 
To  print  his  lips.  .  Invited  by  that  band. 
Close  to  her  lovely  side  of  her  akme 
He  sits  observant,  while  the  rich  repast 
Continu*d.     Soon  his  vigilance  perceiv'd^ 
That  her  unsated  ear  devoured  his  words. 
That  from  her  lip  an  equal  spell  enthraU'd. 
Her  doating  father,  who  adoring  view'd 
Minerva  in  Acanthi    Now  wiUidrawn 
Was  all  attendance,  when  the  daughter  thus : 

"  O  first  of  men,  sole  grace  of  each  abode 
Where  thou  art  present,  fortunate  ai-e  those 
Who  saw  thy  actions,  Wunate  who  hear 
The,  bare  narration ;  happier  still  those  ears. 
Which  from  thy  mouth  can  treasure  in  the  mind 
A  full  impression  of  the  glorious  tale ! 
Forgive  a  woman,  whom  tliy  manners  tempt 
To  sue—if  yet  thy  gentleness  should  deem 
Too  curious,  too  importunate  her  suit. 
Thy  host  Timoxenus  at  least  indulge. 
That  o*er  his  festive  hall  th'  acliievements  high. 
Which  Salamis  and  Artemisium  saw. 
Though  now  but  whispered  froqa  thy  gracious  lips, 
May  sound  hereafter  loud."    The  wily  chief, 
Ne*er  disinclin'd  lo  celebrate  his  djseds. 
Now  to  this  lovely  auditress,  whose  aid 
His  further  fame  requir*d,  a  tale  begant 
Where  elegance  of  thought,  and  paint  of  words, 
Embellish'd  truth  beyond  her  native  g^oise. 
In  various  lengthen *d  texture  df  discourse, 
A  web  of  pleasing  wonders  to  ensnare 
The  hearer's  heart.    Till  midnight  he  pursusft 
A  strain  like  magie  to  the  list*ning  fair; 
Nor  yet  his  thread  to  Salamis  had  reach'd* 
Extended  fine  for  many  sweet  repasts 
To  her  inflam*d  desire  of  hearing  more. 

Timoxenus  at  length  to  due  repose 
Imparts  the  signal  ^  they  disperse.     Her  guest 
Delights  Acanthi's  pilk>w;  but  her  sire 
In  care  lies  anxious,  lest  the  seasou  rude 
l>euin  that  guest,  and  fatal  umbrage  give 
To  Demonax  terrifio.    Mom  and  eve 
Return.    Acanthi  drinks  the  pleasing  stream 
Of  eloquence  exhaustless  in  its  flow,  / 

Whose  draughts,  repeated,  but  augment  her  thirst. 
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By  death-like  horroar  «t  ber  ehUdren  doom*d 
'  To  savBge  Bacchus.    Here  the  artful  man 
Pwells  on  his  own  humanity,  but  hidet 
The  stratagem,  which  policy,  not  dimm'd 
By  his  compassimi,  on  compassion  built, 
When  to  her  freedom  he  restor'd  the  £iir. 
Who  blameless  he1p*d  bis  artifice  to  drive 
From  Greece  her  royal  brother.    To  the  worth 
Of  Artamanes  tribute  just  he  pays. 
His  own  reception  by  the  Spartan  state 
He  colours  high,  the  public  chariot  giv^n, 
The  purple  mantle,  and  the  coursers  pnmd. 
Derived  from  those,  who  won  th'  Olympian  wreath 
For  Demaratus  ;  but  omits  to1q>eak> 
How,  while  seducing  vanity  misled 
His  steps  so  fat  from  Athens^  she  conferred  « 
The  naval  guidance  on  Xanthtppus  brave. 
And  rule  supreme  on  Aristides  just. 

Th'  ensnaring  story,  to  this  period  drawn, 
While  sev'n  nocturnal  rounds  the  planets  ran, 
Possesses  all  Acanthi,  but  disturbs 
Her  timid  father,  trembling  at  the  pow'r 
OfDemonax;  yet  fondness  oft  would  smile 
On  her  delight.    The  evening  which  succeeds, 
ThemJstooIes,  in  fiction  mix'd  with  truth, 
Kot  to  Acanthi,  but  his  host,  began : 

''  Accompany 'd  firom  Sparta  by  the  ftow'r 
Of  ber  illustrious  citizens  I  gain'd 
Her  borders,  there  indignant  was  apprised. 
That  Demonax,  whom  heretofore  I  chased 
From  Oreus,  now  by  Persian  arms  restored. 
Was  trampling  on  Eubcea.    Vengeance  fir'd 
My  spirit ;  fifty  of  the  Spartan  troop 
At  once  became  associates  of  my  zeal, 
With  fifty  nobles  more  of  Attic  blood. 
My  full  stor'd  vessels  at  Eretria's  port 
From  Suninm's  cape  arriv'd."    He  now  unfolds 
The  wondrous  series  of  his  recent  deeds. 
What  divers  passions,  sweet  Acanthi,  rise 
In  thy  attentive,  gen'roos  mind }  What  sighs 
Do  Hyacinthus  and  Cleora  wake. 
What  horrour  black  Nioomachns,  what  joy 
Revived  Eretria,  and  O^rsestus  freed, 
What  admiration  great  Eudora^s  state. 
What  rev'rence  good  Tisauder's  sacred  locks. 
What  detestation  Demonax  accurs'd  ? 
"  Behold  me  here,*'  Themistocles  concludes, 
'*  Who  lift  in  Athens'  and  Laconim's  name, 
A  guardian  shield  o*er  Chalcis.    But  thy  sword, 
Ofiensive  drawn,  shall  utterly  confound  > 
The  homicide  thy  neighbour." — "  Ab!"  replies 
Timoxenus,  alarm'd,  *'  thou  little  know'st 
The  might  of  Oreus.    Demonax  can  range 
Twelve  thousand  warriors  cuird  from  Asia'8%host, 
Of  train'd  Enbcean  youth  and  light-arm'd  slaves 
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Feel  pillage;  insult,  which  my  shudd'ring  mind 
Scarce  dares  to  think,  from  that  de8poiler*k  hand. 
Who,  scourging  half  Euboea,  in  this  ^ur 
Dreads  thee,  great  archon  ?  Murderer,  who  ent 
His  own  Cleora's  thread  in  early  bloom. 
He  trembles  now,  Timoxenus,  at  thee, 
O  bless'd  of  parents,  blessing  such  a  child 
As  thy  Acanthi ;  he  thy  vengeance  dreads, 
O  paragon  of  fathers,  dreads  thy  sword 
(Jnsheath'd  with'  mine.    Presumption  I  disclako. 
Or  want  of  defrence  to  the  wise  like  thee. 
Accept  this  roll ;  contemplate  there^he  force 
Of  Amarynthos,  of  Carystus  large, 
Gersstus,  and  Eretria;  add  the  speait 
Of  Delphian  Timon,  of  that  hero  fam'd, 
O'llean  Medon,  who  my  signal  watch 
From  Atalant^'s  isle.    Remote  the  time 
For  action ;  then  deliberate.     I  wait 
Without  impatience  thy  resolves  mature.** 

Retir'd,  Acanthi,  whose  enlighten'd  mind 
Was  bless'd  with  native  talents,  as  her  form 
With  beauty,  strives  awhile  in  reason^s  scale 
To  weigh  th*  importance  of  this  high  attempt 
Propos'd ;  when  something  whispers,  "  Canst  thon 
Themistocles  a  moment  ?  Can  his  sword      [doubt 
Do  less  than  conquer  ?  Where  the  powVful  arm. 
The  valour,  where  the  policy  to  vie 
'With  him,  whose  faculties  no  man  tan  reach. 
No  god  raise  higher  ^'^  These  conceptions  proTe 
A  guide  to  fancy  half  the  sleepless  night 
Through  all  th'  enchanting  scenery  of  thougfot. 
Which  recollection  of  hn  briHiant  deeds. 
His  courage,  might,  humanity,  and  grace. 
His  gentle  manners,  and  majestic  frame. 
Exhibits  lovely,  dazzling,  and  sublime. 
To  melt  her  softness,  and  her  wisdom  blind. 
Enyelop'd  now  by  slumber,  in  a  dream. 
Which  overieaps  all  measured  time  and  space. 
She  sees  the  laureH'd  hero,  as  retum'd 
From  sufcjfugated  Oreus.    On  hia%pear 
The  gory  head  of  Demonax  he  bens.    ' 
Her  yet  untamted  parity  of  heart. 
Which  in  sincerity  of  grief  had  moum'd 
Cleora's  fate,  applauds  the  just  award 
By  Nemesis  and  Themis  on  the  guilt 
Of  parricide.    Her  nobleness  of  soul 
Ei^ojrs  the  blessings  which  Eubom  reaps 
From  such  a  conquest ;  but  no  vision  kind 
Would  interpose  a  warning  to  allay 
Excess  of  transport  it  the  conqueror's  Sight. 

From  fair  Acanthi's  own  retreat  at  night  - 
A  well-embellish'd  gallery*^  long  range 
Bounds  on  the  splendid  chamber,  wluch  admits 
Themistocles  to  rest.    Acanthe  here. 
When  magisterial  duties  fh)m  his  home 
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His  potent  fnen^  TSmoxeiMM  conTcn'd, 
Heads  of  his  f»eti<m.'   Tbey  refuie  to  arou 
Some,  Itospect,  mre  Untad  by  the  gold 
Of  Demoou ;  the  maior  part  in  all 
Obey  the  timid  arcboo.     1  bare  strength, 
Which,  wheif  Tbeoiittooles  commands,  shall  try 
To  force  compliance  from  the  coward's  breist; 
Bat  would  Acanthi,  noble  dame,  espoaae 
The  glonoas  cause,  her  prevalence  could  guide 
Hisdoatiog  foodaess,  and  control  hi«  fears*.** 

*"  Eooogb,"  replies  Themistocles.    Agaio 
The  learned  tutor,  fsrrent  and  sincere : 

*'  If  thy  perraasive  eloquence  ooQld*  win 
Her  noble  spirit  to  direct  her  sire, 
It  would  be  well.     But,  O  resistleM  man  1 
Let  thy  persuasion  oKMlerate  its  charm ; 
liCt  not  a  gen*roui  lady^  peace  of  mtnd 
Become  the  rictim  of  her  winning  gnast; 
The  laws  of  hospitality  revere. 
Remember  too  the  hymeneal  vow, 
Remember  thy  TSmothea,  iair  and  kind. 
Who  bore  those  children,  pupils  of  my  cars; 
She  now  in  Atbeas  at  thy  absence  pines." 

"  Mi^udging  friend,  Tinfothea  neirer  pines, 
When  1  am  origing  my  career  of  lame,** 
Rttams  the  chief.     **  Rubceans  most  be  Areed. 
She  shall  know  all,  and  knowing  will  commend. 
Go,  charge  Nearchus  to  supproas  all  thought 
Of  violence ;  hia  valour  shall  have  scope; 
Dy*d  in  barbarian,  not  in  civil  blood." 

Thus  he,  well-caiition'd  that  in  Chalchis  povV 
AristocTatic,  both  in  wealth  and  strength, 
Oatweigh*d  the  people,    llien  a  splendid  gem. 
Of  all  his  spoils  the  richest,  he  selects. 
And  from  his  chamber  o*er  the  sounding  plank. 
Which  6oorB  the  achomg  gallery,  proceeds. 
Behold  Acanthi;  not  the  orient  sky 
Forth  from  its  amber  gates  hi  enmmer's  prime 
The  goddesi-widofw  of  Tithomu  jendf 
More  fngrant,  nor  hi  blushes  more  to  charm. 
A  new  emotioa  heaves  her  gentle  breast 
Of  swdlmg  sDQfw.    Tb'  Athenian  distant,  mutff 
Remains.    To  speak,  her  hesitatmg  lips 
Awhile,  though  prompted  by  her  heart,  delay ; 
^^^hen,  shap'd  by  chance,  this  elegant  request 
Fkws  from  her  unpremeditated  thoughts  t 

"  So  much  oMig'd  already,  conrteoos  guest, 
^y  thy  narratioB,  I  have  cause  to  Mush 
While  I  solicit  a  recital  new 
Of  one  exploit,  diatinguish'd  from  the  rest, 
When  Ariabignes  fell  before  thy  sword 
In  sight  of  Greece.**    Themistocles  reqQir*d 
^  repetition  of  the  llatthrrog  suit. 
Bat  in  transcendent  energy  of  style, 
Impress'd  the  bright  achievement  on  her  mind 
More  de^,  than  ev*n  by  novelty  before. 

Thus  he  oonchided :  '*  Doubly  now  I  bless 
Th*  auspicioos  hour  when  my  soccesafol  hand 
I>«q»iHd  the  bravest  chief  in  Asia's  host 
Of  this,  my  humble  off*ring  to  ado^ 
The  fiiresl  head  hi  Greece.*'    He  said,  the  gem 
^'^"enthig  gracefol^  which  she  tum'd  aside, 
«<3«cthig  not  the  giver,  but  the  gift; 
And  si^swer'd  thus:  "  To  heaps  of  richest  gems. 
To  all  the  tribute  pour*d  at  Persia's  throaty 
Thy  words  akme,  thy  converse  I  prefer.»* 
^^  Her  look  penising  earnest,  he  proceeds: 
*  Dost  thou  refuse  a  token  of  regard 
Jrom  one,  thy  hospitable  hand  hath  bless'd 
^<»ui  th'  axpTMsioa  of  his  gvatdul  tongue } 


When,  at  this  hour  departhig,  he  again 

Perhaps  may  ne'er  behold  ^hee  !"—.•*  Ah  I  depart  !** 

She  in  unguarded  consternation  sighs.         ' 

Th'  Athenian  here  m  seeming  sadness  thus : 
'*  Abs !  thy  father,  I  too  surely  know, 
Will  never  join  my  arms;  can  I  remain 
Till  this  foir  city,  populous  and  rich, 
Thia  mansion,  thy  inestimable  worth. 
Become  the  prey  of  Demonax  ?" — *«  This  HeaVn 
Will  ne'er  permit,"  she  eagerly  replies ; 
**  Thou  wilt  protect  me.— Guardian  to  distress^ 
Thou  wilt  not  hurry  to  desert  a  friend, 
Whoae  hospitable  kindness  thou  hast  prais'd. 
Fill,  fill  with  pow'rfol  argument  the  mouth 
Of  me  thy  suppliant  for  another  week ; 
My  words  Timoxenus  regards—"  The  chief 
By  intemtption  soothes  her  troubled  mind : 

**  I  came  to  save  thee,     if  another  week 

Thou  wilt  employ" **  I  wiH,  I  wiH,"  she  said, 

**  Do  thou  but  suy;  my  fother  I  will  bind 
To  thee,  whom  victory  can  ne'er  forsake." 

They  part ;  his  chamber  be  regains ;  not  lonf 
He  meditates.    Acanthi  grants  her  aid 
Spontaneous.    Now  to  elevate  her  soul 
By  dignity  of  thought,  and  gen'rous  liope 
Of  glory,  purchas'd  by  a  noble  deed. 
He  thus  contrives:  on  tablets  fair  and  large. 
For  her  deportment  tow'rds  a  doating  sire, 
His  ready  style  instruction  copious  draws,  , 
Ck»*d  in  these  words;   **  Among  the  guardians 

Heav'n 
To  Greece  hath  destined,  an  exalted  mind 
Enrolls  Acanthi;  let  her  constant  feet 
Pursue  her  leading  genius ;  grateful  flow'rs* 
Before  her  steps  shall  freed  £ubcea  strew  ; 
The  brightest  laurels  shall  Minerva  chooia 
Among  the  groves  of  Athens,  to  eqtwroe 
The  first  of  women  with  immortal  wreaths; 
The  Muses  all  shall  triumph  in  their  sex ; 
A  double  rapture  ^Eschylus  shall  feel. 
Who,  iam'd  in  martial  action,  as  in  song, 
Shall  celebrate  Acanthi**    To  her  hand 
This  by  discreet  Sicinus  is  convey'd. 

Day  after  day  the  fahr-ooe,  as  inspir'd. 
Now  forcibly  persuasive,  now  in  tears 
Of  importuning  tenderness,  assails 
A  parent  fond.     She  penetrates  his  heiirt  | 
His  resolution  melts ;  at  length  his  fears 
To  her  superior  guidance  yield  the  reign. 

Meantime,  instructed  by  their  chief,  the  train 
Of  Spartans  and  Athenians,  all  dispersed 
Around  the  hospitable  town,  proclaim, 
To  liflt'ning  ears,  the  well-advis'd  design 
Agahist  the  tyrant  Demonax.    Not  long 
Acanthi's  purpose  is  unknown,  divuIgM 
By  vigilant  Sicinus ;  while  each  mind 
Among  th'  applauding  populace  is  warm'd, 
Who  venerate  her  name.    Among  the  chiefs 
The  archon's  weighty  approbation  known. 
Hath  banish 'd  doubt ;  in  council  they  decide 
To  march  with  great  Themistocles.     IJght  Fame 
Mounts  on  her  wings,  and  through  Bubtta  sounds 
The  preparations  ardent     Shields  and  spears, 
Swonis,  corselets,  helms  new  forbish'd,  banners  old 
Produc'd,  which  gallant  ancestry  had  wav'd. 
Youth  now  commences,  ripen'd  age  renews 
The  exercise  of  arms.    Nearchus  loud 
Extols  Themistocles.     Lika  glorious  Mars 
From  his  fifitt  trophies  on  PhlegrseAu  fields 
Among  encircling  brethren  f)f  the  skr,  i 
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Who  from  bis  tinprd  parpetiMl  oonqiiest  hop'd. 

The  SaUminmn  yictor  it  rerer'd 

In  Chalcis.    Daily,  bouriy  he  lunreyt 

The  martial  toil.    Acanthi's  pretence  aids ; 

His  prudence  lea^  her  throagh  these  active  scenes; 

He  talks  on  military  themes  aiooe» 

And  pictures  freedom  trampling  on  the  necks 

Of  tyrants  and  barbarians.    This  at  length 

Might  have  abated  in  a  Tirtuous  breast 

The  flame,  his  guilty  policy  had  rais*d ; 

But  iate  'sjid  black  conspiracy  forbid. 


BOOK  XVI. 

Tbat  month  severe,  unfolding  to  the  Sun 
A  frosty  portal,  whence  his  steeds  renew 
T^r  yearly  round,  was  clos'd.    O*eroome  at  night 
By  toil  uncommon,  lay  th'  'Athenian  chief 
In  early  sleep  profound,  which  early  freed 
His  eyes  again.    )n  sufibcating  fumes 
He  wakes.    Upstarting,  round  his  limbs  he  wraps 
Th*  eaOemal  gaiment,  and  Sicinus  calls, 
-  Who  slept  not  distant.     He  unbars  a  door. 
Which  shows  the  gallery  in  flames.    Down  sinks 
The  crackling  floor.    A  main  sustaining  beam 
From  end  to  end,  transverse  another,  stands 
Yet  unconsum'd.    Lo !  trembling  in  his  view 
Acanthi;  inextinguishable  flames 
Between  them  rage.    A  moment  he  devotes 
Td  eye  the  gulf,  which  menaces  with  death 
Him  and  his  hopes,  in  him  the  Grecian  weaL 

*<  Wpuld  Aristides  hesitate  thus  long 
To  save  the  meanest  ?  I  before  me  see 
On  life's  last  verge  a  creature  half  divine.*' 

Urg'd  by  that  thought,  along  the  burning  beam 
He  rushes  swift    He  catches  in  his  arms 
The  loose-iob*d  fair-one,  clinging  round  his  neck. 
Betummg,  not  like  Orpheus,  who  regained 
Eurydici  and  lost,  with  matohlesi  strength 
He  holds  his  prize  above  the  pointed  spires 
Of  fiery  volumes,  which  oo  either  side 
Assail  his  passing  steps     The  son  of  Jove 
Not  more  undaunted  through  the  livid  blaze 
Of  Pluto's  mansion  bore  the  victim  pure 
Of  coqjusal  affection  back  to  life, 
Alcestis.    Lo!  SRcmus  stops  his  feet  [cries; 

In  their  mid  course.    '*  Thy  chamber  flames,*'  he 
«  Speed  o*er  this  traverse  iMsam ;  yon  open  door 
Leads  to  a  passage  yet  unsooroh'd."    He  guides; 
The  hero  follows ;  danger  here  augments. 
As  through  a  swelling  tide  he  wades  through  fire, 
Which  scath'd  his  brows,  bis  blazing  beard  and 

hair. 
Nor  spared  the  garments  of  his  precious  charge; 
Yet  her  unhurt  through  that  befriending  door 
His  nnrelax'd  rapidity  conveys. 
Of  pain  regardless  to  the  public  street 
He  thence  descends;  no  populace  is  here; 
That  front  Vnlcanian  fury  had  not  reachM ; 
The  other  draws  the  throng ;  confusion  there  ' 
Prevails,  -uproar  and  terrour.    On  he  speeds 
Hirough  frozen  air,  and  fallen  flakes  of  snow. 
Unwearied  still  his  lovely  burden  holds. 
Acanthi  ftiinting;  her  uncovered  breast. 
Unless  that  ringlets  of  her  locks  unbound 
I^et  foil  atiimes  their  loose  and  silky  threads. 
Against  1^  cheek  with  marble  coldness  press'd. 
At  last  the  dwelling  of  Ncarchus  nigh 


Afibrds  a  refoge.    On  a  friendly  bed. 

But  not  of  rest,  Themistodes  in  pain 

F.xt<«ds  his  limbs ;  Acanthi  female  slaved 

Receive  and  cherish.    Absent  is  their  lord. 

Who  at  the  head  of  military  files 

In  hasto  collected,  early,  but  in  vain 

Had  issued  forth,    llie  palace  is  contum'd. 

Timoxenus  to  shelter  he  conducts ; 

The  archon,  trembling  for  his  daughter's  fiste. 

Beholds  her  safe,  and  feels  no  other  loss. 

Now  all  salute  Themistocles ;  but  first 
Sicinus  spake :  "  Infernal  arts  have  laid 
Thy  palace  waste,  Timoxenus.     I  saw 
Sulphureous,  glutinous  materials  blase 
Close  to  the  chamber  of  my  kwd's  repose.'* 

From  lips  nigli  parch*d  by  tortore  of  4iis  paiMT 
Themistocles  began :  «*  My  earthly  term     . 
If  Heav'n  requir*d  me  now  to  cloae,  enough 
I  have  achieved  to  fill  the  trump  of  Fame. 
To  have  preserved  thy  daughter,  gen'rous  host. 
Would  crown  my  glory  1  Medon  b  not -for; 
Well  would  tbat  chief  my  vacant  post  supply. 
Were  I  removed.    But,  friends,  my  hurts  are  UgH, 
Which  common  succour  of  Machaon's  art 
Will  soon  repair  ;  yet  publish  ybu  my  state 
As  dangVous;  words  sand  looks  observe;  keen  apiev 
To  Oreus  send.**    Thus  caution'd,  each  retar'd 
Except  Sicinus,  who  addressed  bis  lord: 

<<  Wilt  thou  trust  rumour  in  her  flight  at  larige 
To  sound  thy  state  as  dang'rous  ?  Shall  a  tale 
To  ooaen  fbo,  and  try  thy  new  allies. 
Pass  unrefuted  to  Cecropian  shores. 
Rive  thy  Tunothea's  bosom,  grieve  thy  friends. 
Dismay  all  Athens,  and  su^^d  that  aid 
Which  she  might  lend  thee  in  some  adverse  boor?'* 

The  hero  then:  **  O  monitor  expert! 
Thou  hast  fbrestall'd  me ;  instant  will  I  spare 
Thee  to  prevent  such  fears.   Thou  canst  not  stent 
The  vex'd  Euripus.    From  GersBStns  sail ; 
To  my  Timpthea  fly.    Thy  looks  inquire 
How  to  relate  my  story:  tell  her  all ; 
I  have  been  foithfiil  to  my  nuptial  vow. 
Yet  have  succeeded.    Let  th*  Athenians  know 
My  Ibroe  and  destined  enterprise;  forbear 
Of  them  to  crave  assistance;  let  them  act 
As  humour  sways.    Oleander  shouldst  thou  meet 
In  kindest  greetings  tell  him,  I  should  prize 
Troezenian  succour.— To  its  healing  folds 
I  am  solicited  by  sleep.— Farewell'* 

Not  so  Acanthi's  troubles  are  composed. 
When  lenient  balm  of  Morpheus  steepM  the  caret 
Of  other  bosoms,  in  the  midnight  damps 
She  quits  a  thorny  pillow.    Half  array'd. 
With  naked  feet  she  roams  a  spacious  floor. 
Whence  she  contemplates  that  retreat  of  rest. 
Enclosing  all  her  wishes,  hapless  fair ! 
Without  one  hope ;  there,  stifling  sighs,  she  mdts 
In  silent  tear^    The  sullen  groan  of  winds. 
Which  shake  the  roof,  the  beating  rain  sbe  bean 
Unn^ovM,  nor  heeds  stem  Winter,  who  benumbs 
Her  tender  beauties  in  his  harsh  embrace. 

O  Love !  to  vernal  sweets,  to  summer's  air. 
To  bow*rs,  which  temper  sultry  suns  at  noon. 
Art  tbou  confin'd  }  To  rills  in  lulling  flow, 
To  flow*n,  which  scent  thy  arbours  of  recess. 
To  b'mls,  who  sing  of  jrouth  and  soft  desire } 
AU  is  thy  empire,  ev'ry  season  thine. 
Thou  universal  origin  of  things, 
Sole  ruler,  oft  a  tjrrant?  Stealing  steps 
Full  frequ^  dr»w  Apanthi  to  the  doof 
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'Of  her  preserrer.    While  he  sleeps,  and  path 
Excites  DO  groan  to  wound  her  listening  ear, 
Amdety  abates ;  bat  passion  grows. 
Then  recollecting  his  intrepid  strides 
Through  fiery  surge,  devouring,  as  be  pas8*d, 
His  hair  majestic,  wreathing  round  his  limbs 
In  torment,  which  none  else  to  save  her  life 
Would  face,  or  could  endure,  unguarded  thought 
In  munn'ring  transport  issues  from  her  lips. 

"  To  boundless  obligation  can  I  show 
Less,  than  unbounded  gratitude — Base  tongoe, 
Bar'st  thou  the  name  of  gratitude  profane. 
Which  is  a  virtue — Oh  !  thou  impious  fiame 
Witbra  my  breast,  not  gratitude  hath  blown 
Thee  from  a  spark  to  so  intense  a  heat. 
DepravM  Acanthi,  vagabond  impure 
Of  night,  from  honour  and  its  laws  estrang*d, 
A  robber's  criminal  desire  of  spoil 
Thou  feel'st,  a  rage  of  sacrilege  to  force 
The  sanctuary  of  Hymen,  and  that  fire. 
Which  law,  religion,  men,  and  gods  protect, 
Qoench  on  his  altar  by  the  hand  of  vice." 

She  could  no  more.    A  parting  cloud  revdird 
The  Moon.     Before  the  silver  light  she  dropped 
On  her  bare  knee,  enfeebled  by  the  cold ; 
Th^  fix'd  and  firee^g,  from  ^t  awful  pow'r 
Of  chastity  she  seemed  invoking  help; 
When,  newly-waken'd  by  her  piercing  moan. 
With  smarting  limbs  Themistocles  had  left 
His  pillow ;  keener  his  internal  pang, 
To  see  an  image  of  despair,  the  work 
Of  his  fallacious  art     On  his  approach, 
At  once  the  worn  remains  of  spirit  fled 
From  her  cold  bosom,  hearing  now  no  more. 
The  twilight  glimmers  on  the  rear  of  night ; 
His  painful  arms  uplift  her  from  the  floor, 
And  to  heV  conch  with  decency  of  care 
Commit  her  lifclcss  charms.    To  sense  restored. 
Just  as  the  Mom*s  exploring  eye  unclosed. 
Acanthi  fieunt  and  speechless,  by  a  sign 
FSofbids  his  presence ;  cautions  he  retires. 
Now  she  indulg'd  her  agonies  of  shame 
And  aeiC-reproach.    With  horrid  visions  teem'd 
Her  agitated  bra!n ;  black-rob'd  Despair 
Stalk'd  round  her  curtains,  in  his  double  grasp 
A  bloody  poniard,  and  empoison'd  bowl. 
To  her  sad  choice  upholding ;  but  ere  long 
That  thirsty,  parching  malady,  which  boils 
The  putrid  blood,  and  ravag^  like  fire,  [saw 

Invades  her  frame.    Whole  days,  whole  nights  she 
A  tender  sire  beside  her  pillow  mourn. 
Her  beauties  wasting  hourly  in  his  view. 
To  gentler  forms  delirium  then  would  change ; 
The  Bfooo,  so  lately  to  her  aid  invok*d. 
She  law,  descending  from  her  Incid  q>here, 
AflBame  her  shape  of  goddess,  whoinspirM 
A  soothing  thought  to  seek  for  health  and  peace 
At  her  propitious  oracle,  not  rob 
So  kind  a  Either  of  his  only  joy. 

Bfeantime  the  tidings  vague  of  Chalcis  bnra'd. 
And  great  Themistocles  destroy'd,  had  Fame 
Proclaim*d  aloud  through  each  Eubcean  town. 
Save  where  Sidnus,  pasdng  to  his  port 
Of  embarkatioii,  spreads  a  mOder  tare, 
Alarming  stilL     Eretria  scarce  confines 
Tisander*s  falt'ring  age;  but  Qeon  thence, 
Wnfm  Styra,  Lampon  hastes ;  Gereestns  sends 
Eodemns ;  Hyactnthus  feels  no  more 
Htt  own  distress,  and  rapid,  as  the  bird 
Oi  Jupiter  throughHeavVs  aerial  way. 


Flies  to  his  guardian  friend.    Eudora,  skilled 
In  healing  juices,  condescends  to  mount 
Herself  the  sacred  axle,  and  her  state 
Displays  in  Chalcis  worshipping  her  wheels. 

The  archon  waits  respictfVil  on  her  steps. 
When  she  salutes  tH*  Athenian,  still  recluse 
From  public  view,  though  nigh  restored.    He  bends 
The  knee  before  her.    Him  with  stately  grace 
She  raises,  then  addresses :  *'  Glad  I  see 
Thy  convalescence ;  to  impart  my  help 
Became  a  duty.     So  Diana  wilPd,^ 
By  me  consulted  in  her  solemn  grove    * 
Mjriterious ;  where  an  impulse  wam'd  my  soul. 
That  none,  but  thou,  can  set  Euboen  firee. 
Protect  the  temples,  and  her  tyrant  quell.'^ 

He  kiss*d  her  sacred  restment,  and  replied : 
"  I  now  perceive  how  powerful  are  thy  pray'n. 
To  them,  so  favour'd  by  the  gods,  I  owe 
My  preservation,  which,  O  leam*d  and  wise, 
ForesUlls  thy  skill !  Ah!  since  thy  face  hath  deign'd 
To  cheer  this  city,  by  a  long  abode 
Complete  the  blessing.     As  to  ancient  Troy 
Was  that  PalUdian  image  sent  firom  Heav*n, 
Be  thou  to  Chalcis.    At  thy  presence  known 
Vile  Demonax  will  shrink.     But  first  apply 
Thy  lenieut  succour  to  my  friend's  distress. 
Whose  daughter  pines  in  sickness,  and  desorrtl 
Thy  full  regard,  most  holy  and  benign." 

To  sad  Acanthi's  couch  the  archon  leads 
Eudora.    Soon  from  Oreus  tidings  stern 
Awake  the  native  terrours  in  his  heart ; 
In  haste  he  greets  Themistocles :  «  O  guest ! 
Fierce  Demonax  assemblelb  all  his  force. 
But  first  will  try  an  embassy ;  expect 
Within  three  dayn  the  tjrrant's  fell  demands. 
Which,  not  accepted,  bring  th'  avenging  waste 
Of  his  redoubled  fury  oaour  heads." 

^  Is  be  so  poor  in  oounsdlors  ?>*  began 
Th'  Athenian,  calm.    **  Amid  disabling  storms 
In  this  roug^  season  will  th'  insensate  brute 
Drag  to  the  field  his  Asiatic  host  ? 
He  thinks  me  dead ;  remember  thou,  my  firiaod, 
Themistocles  is  living,  nor  conceive 
The  rash,  disturbed,  and  self-tormenthig  breast 
Of  such  a  tyrant,  whom  the  Furies  haunt. 
Hath  fortitude  and  conduct  to  withstand   , 
Themistocles  in  arms."    Not  half-reviv'd 
Subjoins  the  archon :  "  Thou,  alas  !  may'st  want 
The  brave  auxiliars  promis'd  to  thy  arms; 
To  thee  alike  unfriendly  are  the  storms 
Which  lock  our  harbours;  not  a  bark  can  sail; 
Illustrious  Medon  dares  not  plough  the  surge 
From  Atalant^ ;  nor  on  Attic  shores 
Of  our  distress  can  Aristides  hear." 

"  True,"  answers  firm  Themistocles,  thoaglv 
stung, 
**  Nor  shaU  we  want  him.    Is  not  Cleon  here, 
Nearchus,  Lampon,  sharers  of  success 
In  my  preceding  conflicts  f  Of  no  price  , 

Is  staid  Eudemus,  Hyacinthus  brave  ? 
Is  not  Eudora  present,  sacred  dame. 
Who  will  her  race  majestical  unveil 
Among  confederated  ranks  to  bless 
The  Eleutherian  banner,  and  inspire 
Your  populace  with  all  reUgion^s  flame  ? 
Yon  despicable  embassy  prepare 
To  answer  nobly,  or  let  me  be  heard. 
Now  to  this  chamber  summon  all  my  friends." 

Timoxenus  conven'd  them.     Swift  the  chief 
Dispatched  them  ardent  to  t^eir  nfttive  stat^L€ 
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Thence  their  collected  citisens  in  arms, 
The  guardians  of  Chalcidi<i  walls,  to  lead. 

Three  days  elaps'd :  the  embassy  arrived. 
Amid  the  senate,  on  his  chair  of  state; 
The  archoQ  sat    Th'  Athenian's  sure  support 
Behind  is  planted.  .  Fierce  in  Kme  and  look 
Th'  Orean  herald  represents  his  lord : 

"  Ye  men  of  Chalcis,  Demonax  requires 
That  you  acknowledge  Xerxes ;  that  your  gates 
A  Persian  garrison  admit.    Be  wise ; 
Refusal  draws  perdition  on  your  heads." 

Timoxelus  turns  pale;  his  fatt'ring  lips 
Make  nib  reply.    Th'  indignant  senate  mourn 
Their  state*  dishonoured  by  a  timid  chief. 
When  timely  steps  Themistocles  iu  sight. 
Whose  name  is  munnur'd  through  th'  applauding 

court 

As  at  the  aspect  of  a  single  cloud, 
Known  by  the  trembling  seaman  to  contain 
Destructive  blasts,  the  sail  be  swiftly  furls 
With  anxious  wish  for  shelter  in  the  lee 
Of  some  still  shore ;  the  herald  thus  relax'd 
His  alter'd  features.    Arrogance  abash'd 
Foreboded  ruin  from  thit  mighty  arm, 
In  vigour  brac'd  by  unexpected  health. 
In  act  to  speak,  the  hero  stretch'd  his  hand. 
To  fear  and  impotent  distress  he  seem'd 
Extending  refuge  like  a  poplar  tall, 
Whose  ^tefnl  branches  cool  the  green  descent 
To  some  pellucid  fountain,  where  his  course 
Th'  o'erwcary'd  passenges  suspends  to  slake 
His  eager  thirst  beneath  such  friendly  shade. 

Bent  to  provoke  the  tyrant,  and  mislead 
His  rashness,  thus  Themistocles — his  look 
Transpierced  the  humbled'  herald  while  he  spake : 
*'  Begone,  base  Greek,  from  Ohalcis.  In  her  name 
Defiance  bfear  to  Demonax,  whose  head 
Shall  on  the  gate  of  Oreus  be  affix'd ; 
Thine^to  some  trafficker  in  slaves  be  sold." 
To  Oieus  back  th'  astonisb'd  herald  flies. 
On  whose  report  his  impious  lord  incens'd 
BlaspfaeoMs  the  gods.    The  Furies  he  invokes^ 
To  them,  a  human  sacrifice,  devotes 
His  first  Chalcidian  captives.     From  his  host 
'  Two  chosen  myriads  on  the  plain  he  pours. 
Brave  Mindarus,  by  duty  to  his  king 
Compell'd  to  service  which  bis  sword  abhors, 
Ariobarzanes,  second  in  command. 
Barbarian  homicide,  whose  joy  is  blood, 
The  sev'n  Gerestians  sworn  to  deeds  of  Hell, 
With  Lamacbus,  of  foul  mishapen  fkame. 
Attend  the  tyrant,  Spreading  to  rude  storms 
His  banner  feJU    So  Satan  from  the  nofth 
Of  Heav'n,  his  region  once,  with  Moluc  grim, 
BecSlzebub  and  Nisroc,  led  the  host 
Of  impious  angels,  all  the  destin'd  prey 
Of  Tartarus.    Meanwhile  th*  Athenian  sat 
Serene  in  Chalcia;  bis  auxiliar  bands 
Successiveljrarriv'd.    Eretriaseut 
Twelve  hundred  spears ;  Carystut  doubled  those; 
Beneath  her  standard  Amarynthus  raag'd 
RuHora's  vasaaU  t  Stvra  cas'd  in  steel 


The  (and,  the  chief  disposes  here  ;  whole  crenv 
Were  menials,  train'd  to  missile  weapons  light 
Full  opposite,  and  cross  the  plain,  he  mark'd 
A  quarry,  parent  of  the  domes  and  tow'rs. 
Exalting  Chalcis  o'er  Eubcean  towns. 
The  subterranean  passages  by  all 
Inscrutable,  but  laboring  hinds,  who  cleave 
Earth's  marble  womb,  be  garrisons  with  bands . 
From  that  rough  breed,  supported  by  a  force 
Of  heavy-maird  Cbalcidcans,  l^ft  in  charge 
tb  bold  Nearchus.     So  the  watchful  bees 
Within  their  hive  lie  dangerous  on  guard 
Agaiiiht  invasion  of  thvir  {irecious  stores. 
Their  industry  and  state.     By  mom  the  care 
Of  active  scouts  proclaims  the  adverse  host 
Not  far,  though  yet  unseen.    The  trumpet  sounds 
To  fig^t ;  Eudora  mounts  her  car,  and  wields 
The  arms  of  Dian.     Through  the  spacious  streets^ 
Where  under  ensigns  of  their  several  states 
The  warriors  blaze  in  steel,  from  band  to  band 
She,  by  her  prompter  well-instructed,  tow'rs 
like  new-born  Pallas  from  the  head  of  Jove.  ^ 
Her  voice  exhorts,  her  sentiments  inspire. 
Her  majesty  commands  them ;  all  are  fir'd. 
All,  but  Timoxenus.     With  armed  filet 
In  safe  reserve,  though  destiu'd  to  remain      ^ 
Behind  the  wallsf  he  dreads'^h'  important  day. 
His  gea'rous  daughter,  whose  distemper'd  mioA 
Eudora's  converse  bad  begun  to  calm. 
Not  80  debas'd  her  thoughts;  her  country's  cause 
She  felt;  heroic  talents  she  admir'd ; 
Him,  who  possessed  them  all,  her  heart  recaU'd, 
Though  with  abated  passion.     All  his  tale 
Of  Salamis,  the  stratagem  deriv'd 
From  coi^ugal  afiection,  from  the  sight 
Of  forms  belov'd  to  animate  the  brave, 
R«'curr'd  ;.  she  summon'd  to  her  languid  bed 
Tiie  most  distim^uish'd  nftitrons,  them  beaouglrt 
To  mount  the  walls,  and  overlook  the  fight. 
In  ail  its  terrours.     **  Infftate,"  she  said, 
<*  TIic  Attic  dames,  that  Chalcis  may  partake 
Of  Attic  glory."    They  approving  went 

O  mortals,  bom  to  err,  when  most  you  smart- 
With  self-reproach  on  j^ilty  passion's  wound, 
Atteni|it  one  act  of  virtue ;  then  jrour  breasts 
Will,  like  Acanthi's  now,  enjoy  a  calm. 
In  bupplicatiun  thus  her  wonder  breaks : 

'*  Ye  lights,  who,  shinmg  on  my  darkness,  deigB 
To  lift  the  veil  of  errour  from  my  eyes. 
Protecting  pow'rs,  accept  Acantli^'s  pray'r 
For  this  her  natiye  city,  for  a  sire 
Too  kind,  for  great  Tliemistocles,  who  draws 
The  sword  of  justice — Now  with  purer  lips 
T  sound  his  name-»And,  O  illustrious  dame ! 
Of  all  Athenian  excellence  the  flow'r, 
Bless'd  in  a  hero's  love,  the  precious  gift 
Of  hymeneal  Juno,  couldst  thou  know 
What  I  have  suffer'd  by  an  tovious  flame^ 
What  still  I  suffer,  while  remorse  awakes 
A  thought  of  thee,  thy  gen'rous  soul  would  malt 
In  pity,  ev>n  forgiveness,  when  1  vow  ^ 
To  cv'rv  choftte  divinity  iuvok*d. 
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The  portals  \)peD,  nor  daspUy  the  &ce 
Of  battle,  till  the  jenemieB  in  tiffat 
Yield  fall  advantage  in  his  choice  cif  time. 
So  in  bis  deep  coocealment  of  green  reads 
Oa  Ganges'  margin,  or  the  Oaggy  strand 
Of  Niger's  flood,  from  Ethiopia  roU'd, 
^e  alligator  rigilant  maintains 
His  fraodful  ambush,  that  unwary  steps 
May  bring  the  prey  to  his  vocacio as  jaws. 


BOOK  XVII. 

SiCTHOs,  long  by  unpropitious  winds 

LDrk'd  in  OersBstps,  to  their  fickle  breath, 

Half-adrerse  still,  impatient  spread  the  sail* 

Six  reYolutioDS  of  the  Sun  he  spent 

To  gain  Fhaleron.    To  his  lord's  abode 

He  swiftly  pass'd,  whM  chanoe  his  wond'riDg  eyes 

Od  Aristidea  fix'd.    An  open  spa<» 

ReveaPd  the  hero,  isBoing  sage  conmaada. 

Th'  omnipotent  artificer  of  worlds 

From  chaos  aeem'd  wHh  delegated  pow'r 

To  have  entrosted  that  selected  man. 

From  ashes,  lo !  a  city  new  ascends. 

One  winter's  indefatigahle  toil 

OfcitiEens,  whose  spirit,  wwubdu'd, 

Sabdues  calamity.    Each  visage  wears 

A  cheerfnl  hue,  yet  solemn.    Through  the  streets 

Saocessive  nambien  from  adjacent  fields 

Drire  odorirrous  loads  of  plants  and  flow'rs. 

Which  please  the  manes.    Amaranth  and  rose, 

Fresh  parsley,  myrtle,  and  whatever  the  Sun, 

Kotr  not  reteote  from  Aries  in  his  course, 

Calt'd  from  the  quick  and  Tegetating  womb 

Of  Nature  green  or  florid,  from  their  seali 

Of  growth  are  borne  for  pious  hands  to  weave 

In  mn*ral  chaplets.    From  the  Orecian  states, 

To  honour  Atbens,  their  deputed  chiefs, 

Cleaader  foremost,  throng  the  public  place; 

Whence  Aristides  witll  advancing  speed 

SahitesSicinua:  **  Welcome  is  thy  Ikce, 

Good  man,  thoQ  know'st  $  firom  Athens  kmg  estrang*d, 

Now  doubly  welcome.    In  thy  looks  I  read 

Important  news.**    Retiring  firom  the  crowd, 

Svtft  in  discourse,  hut  full,  Sicinus  ran 

Through  all^he  series  of  hb  lord's  exploits. 

Which  drew  this  qneation :  "  Haa  thy  patron  ought 

To  ask  of  Arietides?*  ^lent  how'd 

Sdnua.    Smiling  then,  the  chief  pursnM : 

"  Do  thou  att^Mi  the  ceremonial  pomp 
Ofobsequiea  to  morrow;  when  the  slam 
At  Salamis  receAve  their  just  reward 
From  us,  survivors  by  their  glorious  Ikll. 
I  have  detained  thee  from  Thnothea  kmgi 
The  first  entitled  to  thy  grateful  news.'' 

Now  to  that  matron,  whom  beyond  himself 
He  priz'd,  Sicinus  hastens.    At  her  loom 
He  frnds  her  placid  o'er  a  web,  whose  glow 
Of  ctSouTB  rivaU'd  Iris,  where  intent 
She  wove  th'  achievements  of  her  lord.    Her  skill 
Had  just  portray'd  Sandauce  in  the  arms 
Of  Artamanea,  when  her  children's  doom 
CoogeaI'd  her  bceaaL    Themistocles  in  look 
Expresses  aH  that  si^vtlety  humane, 
Which  eqcen'd  Superstition  of  her  prey  j 
Hb  godlike  figure  dignifies  the  work. 
T]»o  hoys,  -two  lovely  little  maids,  surround 
Th'  iUostriona  aftiit,  while  their  eye»  porsue 


Their  mother's  fiynig  fingers  in  delight 
Attentive.     But  their  tutor  onoe  in  view,    . 
Fmm  absence  long  regretted,  light  #ith  joy 
To  him  they  boond.    Sicinus  melts  in  tears 
Of  soft  afiection.    They  around  him  lift 
Their  gratulating  voices,  on  his  neck 
Cling,  and  contend  for  .kisses  from  those  lips 
Approv'd  in  kindness  $  as  a  flutt'ring  brooid 
With  chirping  fondness,  Nature's  sweetest  note^ 
Enclose  their  feather'd  parent,  who  attunes 
Her  tender  pipe,  and  spreads  endearing  plumes. 

**  Sicinus,"  cries  Timotbea,  « thou  doat  bring 
Auspicious  tidings  ?  from  my  hero  1 
Eipect  n<^  leas.    Unaided  by  the  state, 
A  private  man,  like  Herculea  he  went, 
In  his  own  peir'rs  confiding,  and  secure. 
Sit  down,  thou  witness  of  my  husband's  worth, 
Thyself  a  proof  of  hia  discerning  choice 
In  thee,  good  man,  by  me  and  mine  rever'd. 
Discreet  and  faithful."— *«  No,"  Sicinus  spake, 
**  Thou  art  that  proof,  most  ikithful,mostdiscreel^ 
Most  excellent  of  women.  "->*'  Come,"  she  said, 
**  Suppress  ray  praises ;  let  m^  hear  of  none 
But  bis ;  and  copious  let  thy  story  flow." 

Glad  through  his  whole  heroic  theme  the  iage» 
By  time  to  Attic  eloquence  inur*d. 
Expatiates  large;  where  loftroess  of  plan 
Sustained  by  couneel,  with  exhaustless  art 
Pursu'd,  now  brought  to  valour's  final  proof, 
Must  end  in  sure  success.     His  lord's  oommandi 
Observing  strict.  Acanthi's  precious  worth. 
In  talents,  j^rm,  and  manners,  he  describes; 
How  she  the  aid  of  Chalcis  had  procur'd. 
Her  favour  how  Themistocles  had  won. 

"  If  he  pursue  to  victory  his  plan," 
Twnothea  said,  *<  and  borrow  from  her  hand 
The  means  of  glory,  and  the  gen'ral  good. 
Tell  him,  that  I  can  imitate  with  joy 
Andromache,  who  featei'd  on  her  breast 
Her  Hector's  ofibprhig  by  a  stdl'n  embrace." 

'*  Not  such  thy  lot,  sole  mistress  of  a  form 
Matched  by  perfection  of  the  mind  alone," 
Sicinus  cheerful  anawer'd.    *'  I  attest 
To  this  iby  firm  belief  th'  all-rulhig  siie. 
Let  Horomaxes  be  his  name,  or  Jove.»         [smile, 

•*  Thou  giv^it  me  transportp-Thou  hast  leave  to 
My  good  Sicinus,"  she  replies—**  But  Hesti'a 
I  too  attest,  that  transport  I  conceive 
Less  for  my  own,  than  fair  Acanthi  sake. 
So  amiably  endowVl,  so  clear  in  fiune, 
Her  purity  resigning,  she,  alas ! 
Had  prov*d  the  only  sufiW.    Woman  fallhi, 
The  more  ilhistrious'bnce,  the  more  dbgrac'd, 
Ne'er  can  resume  her  lustre.    Laurels  hide 
A  hero's  wanton  lapse.    The  Greeks  would  bleas 
The  guile  which  serves  them,  but  to  endless  shame 
Hie  gen'rous  auth'resB  of  that  service  doom. 
Thou  said'st,  my  hortiand  from  Cleandei*li  sword 
Solicits  help ;  Cleander  is  my  guest 
With  Arinhilia ;  ready  in  this  port 
His  squadron  lies ;  he  pkmghu  the  seas  in  quest 
Of  earliest  action  for  the  common  causes 
Come,  they  are  waitmg  for  the  night's  repast.** 
'    She  rose ;  Sicmus  foUo^^d,  and  renew'd 
In  Ariphilia's  and  Oleander's  ear 
The  wondrous  narrative,  but  cautious  veils 
Acanthi's  love.    Timothea'k  k>oks  approv'd. 
He  then  concluded :  **  Thus,  to  battle  rous'd. 
The  force  of  half  Bobosa  cas'd  in  steel 
Apunrt  the  ty«nt  D«^^l^|^pj3g|g 
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But  in  the  chase  of  tlMit  deronrin^  wolf 
On  thee  relies  Tbemistoolet  for  help,  ^  . 
Undaunted  chief  of  TroezeiL''    He  replies : 

**  Should  I  withhold  it,  by  th*  immortal  gods, , 
The  titles  both  of  soldier  and  of  friend 
Were  mine  no  longer."    Aripbilia  then. 
Sweet  as  a  vernal  flower  in  early  prime, 
A  Grace  in  manner,  Heb^  in  her  foijn : 

**  Say,  gentle  sage,,  of  Delphi's  reverend  priest. 
Of  Haliartus,  an$|  OileiM*  son. 
Kind  guests  of  mine,  no  tidings  dost  thou  bear  ?*' 

He  answers :  '*  Them  in  Atalantfe's  isle 
The  turbulent  Euripus  yet  confines ; 
They  soon,  fair  matron,  to  thy  lord  .and  mine 
Will  add  their  strength,  and  level  from  its  base 
The  tyrant's  hold.**    Amid  this  converse  sweet 
Tlie  warrior-pdet  .fschylus  appears, 
A  grateful  visitant  to  all.     He  spake : 

'*  Fair  dame,  admit  me,  introducing  men 
Who  saw  thy  gallant  consort  yester  mom 
Erecting  trophies;  men  themselves  renown'd, 
Oflean  Medon,  and  Apollo's  priest, 
Ixmg  lost,-  whom  I,  unknowing  of  their  fate. 
Have  claspM  in  transport,  as  Laertes*  son. 
When  he  reviewed  his  metamorphos'd  friends 
In  Circe's  island  to  their  pristine  forms 
Uprising  by  her  charms.*'    Timothea  glad 
5<a lutes  the  entering  heroes,  Me^on  known 
Before,  Leonteus,  Delphi's  holy  seer 
With  Artemisia's  brother,  strangers  all,' 
But  of  deportment  to  command  regard. 
Then  spake  the  Locrian:   **  First  of  matrons, 
hail! 
On  Salaminian  sands  we  parted  last, 
i  have  be^n  long  in.Atalant^'s  isle 
St-questeFd  ;  but,  determin'd  to  attend 
Tiie  fnn'ral  honours  which  the  morning  pays 
To  Urave  Athenians  slain,  an  hour  serene 
•   To  cross  the  strait  Euripus  I  embraced 
For  Chalcifi.    There  thy  consort  fresh  I  found 
In  gathered  palms  from  Demonax,  o'erthrawo 
That  day  in  battle.     Hear  the  glorious  tale. 
Which  from  Themistocles  himself  I  leam'd. 
We,  well-inform'd,  the  chiefs  in  either  heat 
Distinctly  told,  their  Jiistory,  their  names. 
Their  birth,  and  deeds,  on  Uyacinthus  most. 
As  most  t-steem'd,  enlarged.    That  hapless  youth 
Was  husband  to  Cleora ;  daughter  she 
Of  Demonax  was  poison'd  by  her  sire. 
Survey  this  tablet,  which  beifore  my  sight 
'iliy  hero  took,  with  readiness  of  skill 
J>lineating  the  fight.     *  Show  this,'  be  said, 
•  To  my  Timothea,  friendly  thou  explain. 
This  part  is  Chalcis,  this  a  champaign  wide; 
Here  flows  the  sea,  there  winds  a  quahry  dark.' 

f  Conceive  a  river  by  impetuous  floods 
O'erewoFn,  and  spread  irregular,  and  wild. 
Beyond  its  bounds ;  tumultuous  thus  the  foes 
At  first  appeared.    Expecting  to  surprise, 
Themselves  surprised  at  unexpected  bands. 
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By  unremitted  show'rs  from  bows  and  sliogv 
On  weU-rang*d  vessds.    Lamachus.commaiKto 
The  left.    Nearchus  from  the  quarry  pours 
An  ambushM  force,  and  breaks  the  hostile  flaak< 
Compact  iof  veterans,  cuU'd  from  ev*ry  state. 
That  wedge  of  war,  whose  bristly  front  displayed 
Athenian  spears  and  Spartan  mingling  beams, 
(Themistocles  the  leader)  slow  but  tare 
Bears  down  the  centre.    At  a  second  breach 
The  line  gives  way  to  Cleop,  at  a  thhrd 
Tb  swift  Carystians*    Not  a  life  is  spai^d 
By  wrong'd,  incens'd  Eretrians,  not  a  life 
By  Hyacinthus,  boiling  with  revenge 
For  his  Cleora;  while  her  cruel  sire 
Exerts  a  desp'rate  valour  to  revive 
Hope  in  an  army  spiritless  by  toil. 
By  sudden  onset  broken,  at  the  name 
And  sight  of  thy  Themistocles  abash'd. 
The  rout  is  gen'ral.    In  the  bloody  chase 
Five  thousand  slain  the  conquerors  despoil. 
Thy  husband,  prudent  in  success,  presetrea 
Two  thousand  heads,  all  Persian,  to  redeen 
Eretrian  captives  from  the  tyrant's  bonds. 
He,  thus  defeated,  not  subdu'd,  retir'd 
To  Oreus.     Pow'rftil  remnants  of  his  boat 
He  draws  within  her  circuit ;  fiimish'd  well 
From  boundless  treasure,  threatens  there  to  bold 
A  firm  defenccy  till,  summoned  by  the  spring, 
Mardonius  quit  Thessalia,  and  employ 
The  whole  confederated  pow*r  of  Greece." 

"  That  threat  Themistocles  will  render  vaio^" 
Exults  Timothea ;  "  he  unfinish'd  leaves 
No  toil  begun."    Again  the  Locrian  chief: 

"  Now  my  first  duty  is  discharged ;  the  next 
To  Aripbilia  from  her  guest  is  due. 
O  soft  in  virtue,  elegantly  fair. 
Oleander's  favour*d  paranymph  retains 
Thy  hospitable  kindness  ever  dear ; 
•Thii^  toov  my  gallant  host,  by  Neptune  bleas'd 
In  his  own  priestess,  and  with  brightest  £ame 
On  his  own  floods  adoroM."    The  pleasing  homy 
All  spend  in  mutual  gratulation  sweet. 
Till  for  the  mom's  solemnity  they  part. 

Below  t)i'  .£galean  mountain,  where  the  kin^ 
Of  humbled  Asia  on  his  golden  throne 
Was  sealed  late,  spectator  of  his  shame 
At  Salamis,  a  level  space  extends 
To  Neptune^s  border.    Green  P)uttalia  ther» 
Fall  opposite  exhibits,  high  and  large, 
A  new  erected  trophy.     Twenty  masts 
Apptor,  the  tallest  of  Phomician  pines. 
In  circular  position.    Round  their  base 
Are  massive  anchors,  rudders,  yards,  and  oarv 
Irregulariy  piPd,  with  beaks  of  brass, 
And  naval  sculpture  finom  barbarian  stems, 
Stupeiidoiis  by  confusion.    Crested  helms 
Above,  bright  mail,  habergeons  scaFd  m  goUl^ 
And  figured  shields  along  the  spiry  wood 
Up  to  th'  aerial  heads  in  order  wind. 
Tremendous  emblems  of  gigantic  Mars. 
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filPa  on  three  ihlQf  tb«  moDumeiit    The^oorth, 
tJnfinuh'd,  open'd  to  th'  interior  grave. 

Now,  tiirqtigh  Miner? a's  populace,  who  kept 
RpIi^iouB  silence,  first  white^vested  maids. 
Who  from  the  strand  of  Salamis  bad  seen 
Tlie  patriots  slain,  their  sepulchre  approach 
With  wreaths  and  ^riands;  then  of  chosen  youths 
A  troop,  whose  valour  had  the  fight  surviv*d. 
Tbe  younger  matrons,  husbands  Hpe  in  age. 
Nor  l€«s  in  fame,  succeed.     Of  either  sex 
The  e'dem  follow,     kindred  of  the  dead 
Come  next,  their  wives,  their  children.  Umi,  which 
The  Sacred  ashed,  are  in  open  cars  ,  [hold 

Discover'd.    One  close  chariot  is  reserved 
For  them,  whoee  bodies  fate  from  search  conoeal'd. 
Last  Aristides,  in  his  civil  robe. 
Attracts  the  gazing  multitude ;  his  wheels, 
Myronides,  Xanthippus,  Cimon  great, 
Aminias,  iEschylus,  and  ev*ry  chief 
For  prowess  known  attejid.     Around  tbe  tomb 
Are  plac'd  the  children  ;  roses  in  the  bud 
Entwine  their  brows ;  their  little  grasp  upboklfe 
Green  sprigs  of  myrtle ;  well  instructed,  all 
Refrain  from  weeping.o'er  paternal  dust, 
I>epo9ited  by  glory  in  the  grave. 
A  high  tribunal  Aristides  mounts ; 
Near  him,  on  ev'ry  side,  are  seaU  assigned 
To  strangers  held  in  honour.     Medoa  there, 
Leonteus,  Timon,  and  the  brother  known 
Of  Caria's  queen,  Oleander,  numbers  more ' 
From  states  ennobled  in  their  names  are  seen. 
The  godlike  man  uprises ;  on  tbe  tomb 
His  eyes  he  fixes  first ;  their  lustre  mild 
He  then  diffuses  o'er  th'  assembly  vast. 
Where  not  a  tongue  is  heard,  nor  gesture  seen. 
Si)  through  unclouded  skies  the  argent  lamp 
Of  Dian  visits  with  her  light  benign 
A  suriace  broad  of  water,  where  no  breeze 
Eicites  a  swell,  por  sighs  among  the  reeds. 

"  Yonr^thers,  wise  and  liberal,*'  be  began, 
"  Appointed  public  obsequies  to  all 
Who  die  in  battle  for  the  public  good, 
Ye  men  of  Athens.     Not  a  groan,  or  tear 
Must  violate  their  ashes.    These  have  gain'd 
What  aU  should  envy ;  these,  by  virtuous  death, 
The  height  of  hunnan  excellence  have  reach'd, 
Have  Sound  tlie  surest  path  to  endless  ioy 
With  demigods  and  heroes  in  those  fields. 
Which  tyrants  ne*er  can  enter  to  molest  - 
The  blissful  region  j  but  are  far  removed 
To  reahns  of  honour,  and  from  righteous  Jove 
Kodore  the  pains  they  merit  from  mankinds 
There,  if  retaining,  as  they  surely  muiit. 
The  memory  of  things  belov'd  on  Earth, 
It  will  enhance  their  happiness  to  ku«>w 
Their  ofl&pring  cherisb'd,  and  their  wives  revcr'd 
By  grateful  Athens,  whom  their  glorious  fall 
Exalts,  whose  daughters  they  preserv'd  from  shame, 
^^^bose  ions  from  bonds.    This  bliss  benignant  Jove, 
Who  loves  tbe  patriot,  never  can  withhold 
From  them,  who  little  would  deserve  that 
Unless  those  sweetest  charities  they  feel, 
Fatexnal  cares,  and  conjugal  esteem, 
The  props  of  public  and  domestic  weal. 
Them  to  defend,  Athenians,  to  maintain 
juviolate  your  alUrs,  tombs,  and  laws, 
Let  contemplation  of  the  present  rites 
Give  principle  new  strength.    Behold  a  foe, 
J^o  hath  ptolan'd  your  ancestors  In  dust, 
M>'.  on  a  cro&B  Leonidas  affix»d, 
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His  patriot  bones  expot*d  to  bleaehing  windtf 
By  that  barbaric,  Xerxes.    TyranU  fell, 
Obtuse' of  mind,  illiberal,  the  brutes 
Of  human  nature,  can  devise  and  act 
Barbarities  like  these.     But  such  a  foe 
Leagues  Heav'n  against  him.    Nemesis  will  join 
With  Grecian  Mars,  and  all  her  furies  plant 
His  foot  on  Asia's  boundaries,  to  shake 
An  impious  tyrant  on  his  native  throne. 
Then  of  the  patriot  dead»  whose  swords  prepared 
Your  way  to  glory,  and  achiev'd  their  own. 
This  recent  tomb,  when  dress'd  in  eastern  spoils^ 
Will  best  delight  their  manes,  and  proclaim 
To  gods  and  men  your  gratitude  and  arms.'' 

He  paus'd.    ^alcos  echo'd  to  the  sotind 
Of  acclamation ;  Salamis  reply*d. 
But  as  the  Sun,  when  casual  clouds  befora 
His  interceptetl  light  have  passed  away. 
Renews  his  splendour,  so  the  righteous  man 
In  eloquence  and  counsel  thus  again 
Breaks  forth :  **  Xanthippus,  in  the  gales  of  spring,- 
To  brave  the  coast  barbaric  yon  decree ; 
While,  on  BoBotia*s  plains,  your  phalanx  meets 
Mardonian  ranks.     Now  hear  of  wondrous  acts 
To  you  unknown,  unpromis'd,  juat  performed 
By  an  Athenian.    Winter  hath  not  slept 
Inactive ;  your  Themistocles  hath  rous*d 
That  sluggish  season  by  the  clang  of  war ; 
A  force  creating  by  his  matchless  art. 
He  batii  overthrown  fierce  Demonax,  and  ooop'd 
Within  his  fort    Deliberate  swift,  my  friends^ 
How  to  assist  your  hero:  Justice  calls 
On  ev*ry  tongue  ingenuous  so  to  style 
Themistocles ;  who  wants  but  slender  h^lp. 
Ypur  skill,  Athenians,  in  surmounting  ^la 
Excels  in  Greece.    Select  experienc'd  bands; 
An  instantaneous  efibrt  may  o'erwhelm 
Beneath  the  ruins  of  his  last  retreat 
Eub€ea's  scourge,  whose  prevalence  might  shat 
That  granary  of  Athens,  and  transfer 
To  Asia's  numerous  camp  your  needful  stores.*^ 

All  in  applauding  admiration  hear 
Disinterested  virtue,  which  exalts 
A  rival's  merit    But  th^  generous  breasW 
To  all  superior  in  sensation,  high. 
Divine  Timothea,  entertains  a  warmth 
Of  grateful  rapture  in  thy  lord's  behalf, 
Which  shines  oonfess*d.     Sicinus,  at  her  side. 
Condemns  his  lord,  who  nothhig  would  request 
Of  Aristides ;  him,  who  grants  unask*d, 
His  soul  adores.-   Aminias,  rising,  spake ; 
A  fearless  warrior,  brother  to  the  bard,  • 
Uke  him  sincere,  less  polish'd,  learaM  and  wis^ 
By  right  intention  more  than  con4uct  swayed  > 

**  Who  can  for  all  deliberate  so  well,  . 
As  Aristides  singly  ?  Let  us  fight ; 
But  with  sole  pow'r  of  counsel  and  oommand. 
Throughout  this  war's  duration,  by  a  law 
Invest  him  uncontrollable."    Up  starts 
Tlie  interrupting  patriot,  nor  permits 
The  people's  confidence  in  him  to  grow 
In  wild  excess :  *'  Ne'er  yet  th'  almighty  Sire 
Created  man  of  purity  to  hold 
A  tru9t  like  this.    Athenians,  mark  my  words  ^ 
I  am  your  legal  military  chief; 
If  your  immediate  safety  should  require  * 

An  use  of  pow'r,  unwarranted  by  laws, 
I  win  exert  it,  not  accept  as  law  ; 
The  censure  or  acquittal  of  my  act  • 
rWith  you  shall  rest    At  present  I  advne.  ^ ,  ^    ' 
*  ■  Digitized  by  VjUOQ IC 
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That  from  Ptuileron,  JEtcbyliif  transport 
Two  ttiotiHUid  skilful  vef  ram.    HIni  the  seed 
Of  Neocles  approves;  not  less  in  arms 
Than  arts  excelling,  him  3rour  warriora  prize. 
Tbem,  ere  two  monthly  periods  of  the  Sim, 
You  cannot  want    Thick  verdure  mitst  invest 
The  meadows,  earth  her  foodful  stores  mature, 
Before  Mardonins  can  his  nnmhers  lead 
From  Thessaly  remote.    Ere  then,  my  fneoAa, 
Tbemistocles  will  cdnquer,  and  erect 
Cecropia^s  standard  on  Or^n  walls ; 
Yaiir  timely  aid  he  timely  will  restore 
To  fill  the  army  of  united  Greece." 

The  genVal  voice  assents,  and  all  retire, 
While lo  her  home  Tlmothea  brings  her  guests. 
To  her  Sicinus  prudent  s  "  Not  an  hour, 
Till  I  rejoin  thy  consort,  ibould  be  lost.** 
She  then :  **  Most  faithful,  fh>m  my  arm  receive 
This  bracelet  rich  in  gems,  barbaric  spoil ; 
Bear  this  to  Chalcis*  to  Acanthi  give ; 
Say,  how  I  prize  her  elevated  mind, 
Enabling  my  Tbemistocles  to  quell 
The  hateful  breed  nC  tjnrants.    Further  say, 
The  man  engaging  her  connubial  hand 
I  should  esteem  the  fjetvourite  of  gods. 
Stay;  Haliartus  shall  the  present  bear. 
Thou  to  my  lord  a  messenger  of  love 
Shalt  go,  Sicinus;  words  to  thee  I  l«>ave ; 
My  heart  then  know'st    One  fervent  wish  impart, 
That  he  in  private,  as  in  public  ties, 
With  Aristides  may  at  last  unite.*' 

So  spake  the  first  of  women.    Troezen's  chief 
Subjoin'd :  "  Sicimis,  wait  till  mom ;  embark 
With  these  our  friends  of  Atalant^*8  isle 
Aboard  my  squadron;  soon  will  southern  gales 
My  succour  wait,  and  jointly  we  proclaim 
Brave  .Sschylns  to  follow.    Let  us  greet 
Him,  who  our  valour  into  action  calli 
For  ev*ry  chief  to  envy ;  him  to  clasp 
My  bosom  pants,  a  hero^  who  surmounts 
The  slorh  of  winter  while  so  many  brave 
Hang  up  their  weapons.**    Ariphilia  heard. 
Sat  mute  and  sad.    Tq  her  Timothea  thus : 

«  We»  who  are  wives  of  soldiers,  will  remain 
Together,  cheerful  wateh  ibr  tidings  dear 
Of  thbir  achievements,  and  rejoice  at  home.'* 
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Taiu  days  transport  Oleander  and  his  friends ; 
TimoiteDus  admits  such  welcome  guests. 
Who  brings  new  succours.    From  Chalcidic  walls 
Th*  Athenian  chief  was  absent.    With  a  pace 
Unstable  yet,  a  calm,  bat  languid  mien, 


The  man  engaging  her  connubial  haoA 
I  should  esteem  the  favourite  of-gods*.'* 

Tiooibxenus  is  pleas'd ;  Acanthi's  cheeks 
_A  burning  blush  of  perturbation  feel. 
Not  soon  reoov'ring  from  a  start  ef  thought 
At  the  first  mention  of  Timothea*a  name. 
She  toolc,  she  kts^d  the  present,  and  disgdis'd 
Her  conscious  trouble  under  busy  care 
To  fix  the  bracelet  in  its  lovely  ^eat 

The  guests  are  placed  around;    her  presAica 
charms 
The  banquet.    Though  the  lustre  of  her  eyes 
Grief  had  eclips'd  and  sickness,  though  her  mouth 
Had  lost  the  ruby  tinct  and  pleasing  fiow, 
Hy  melancholy  silence  long  confin'd. 
Her  gestures  speak  the  graces  of  her  soul* 

Troezene's  captain,'  lively  as  the  lark 
Whose  frill  preludes  to  Nature's  various  voice, 
Begins  discourse :  •*  Perhaps,  acconiplishM  fair. 
Thou  dost  not  know  the  messenger,  who  brought 
Timothea's  present,  Haliartus  styVd ; 
He  is  derived  firom  Lygdamis,  a  name 
Ionia  boasts.     His  daughter,  Caria's  queen, 
Fam*d  Artemisia,  heroine  of  Mars, 
Calls  Haliartus  brother ;  but  from  Greece 
Could  never  alienate  his  truth.     His  sword 
.From  violation,  in  his  first  estey 
Against  barbarian  multitudes,  preservM 
Bright  Amarantha,  consort  to  the  king 
Of  Macedon,  more  noble  in  her  sire. 
Who  sits  beside  thee,  Timon,  Delphi's  priest. »* 
The  n  Medon  :  **  How  nnwilKng  do  1  check 
Our  social  converse.    Generous  host,  no  tongue 
Can  duly  praise  thy  hospitable  roof;. 
Yet  we  must  leave  its  pleasures;  time  foibids 
Our  longer  stay.    Two  thousand  Locrian  spears. 
Three  hundred  Delphians  Atalant^  iM^dsj- 
Them  .£schylus  arriving  will  expect 
To  find  m  Chalcis.'*— «  Gladly  shall  I  hail," 
Timoiienos  rejoins,  **  your  quick  return. 
To  gyard  these  walls.    Tbemistocles  is  march'd 
To  conquer  JEgm,  rather  to  redeem  [hand.** 

Her  state  aggrieved,  which  courts  his  goardiaa 

Sicinus  here :  "  Illustrious  men,  fiurewell ; 
In  JEgas  soon  Tbemistocles  shall  know 
Of  your  arrival.*'    Instant  he  began, 
All  night  pursu'd  his  course,  and  saw  the  mom 
Shine  on  that  city  jrielded  to  his  lord. 
To  him  Sicinus  counts  the  pow*rfbl  aids 
Expected,  large  of  Aristides  speaks, 
Large  of  Timothea ;  in  a  rapt'rous  style 
Dwells  on  her^ish  for  amity  to  bind 
The  two  Cecropian  heroes.    €llad  replies 
Tbemistocles:  "  On  every  new  event 
She  rises  lovelier,  more  endear'd ;  her  wortb 
Shall  meliorate  her  husband.    I  obey. 
Content  on  this  wide  universe  to  see 
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Inqnliy,  wbeoce  I  comr,  or  who  I  am. 
Tirst  kpow,  that  Mindarus,  the  Persian  chief 
Jn  Oreua,  newly  for  Thessalia's  coast 
Embarked,  whuee  ncighbViog  Pagauean  oape 
Looks  on  Eabcca.     He  this  day  retora'd. 
And  reinforceiDent  from  Mardonios  brought, 
T«n  thousand  spears.    Tbessalia  bath  sapplyM 
Three  thousand  more.    An  army  huge  defeiidt 
Th'  Orean  circait.     Further  be  informed, 
T^bat.sev'n  Oerestian  homicides  are  svom 
To  thy  destmctioo.     By  their  secret  wiles 
The  house  of  rich  TioDoxenus  was  Br'd ; 
Them  in  the  field  hereafter,  ail  combined 
Againjst  thy  head,  their  sable  arms  will  show  ; 
The  hideous  imfyress  on  their  shields  is  Death. 
Earewell,  thoo  hero;  if  my  parting  step 
Thou  trace,  farewell  for  ever;  else  be  sure 
Again  to  see  me  in  thy  greatest  need.' 

**  In  mystery,  Sicinus,  not  of  Heav*n, 
But  human  art,  immen*d  is  some  event. 
Which  mocks  my  utmost  fathom ;  but  my  course 
Is- plain.     In  fruitless  search  I  waste  no  thoagfat. 
Who,  as  my  servant,  smiling  Fortune  use. 
Nor  yet  am  hers,  Sioinns,  when  she  frowns. 
Now  ms^rk :  one  passage  wtnds  among  the  hills 
Encircling  Oreus.    When  the  vanqubh'd  foe 
Her  bulwarks  sought  for  shelter,  I  detach'd 
Eretrian  Cleon,  Hyacinthns  brave, 
And  with  Car>'^an  bands  Nicanor  staid. 
Who  unopposed  the  strong  defile  secured ; 
There  shall  my  banner,  strengthen'd  by  the  youth 
Of  MgtR,  soon  be  planted ;  there  shall  wait, 
Till  esu2h  anxiliar,  thou  hatt  nam'd,  arrive. 
Then  pour  on  Demonax  the  storm  of  war. 
Let  Tnezen's  squadron  and  th*  Athenian  ride    . 
Befiore  his 'port.  Oleander  hasve  the  charge. 
Speed  back  to  Chalcis ;  publish  these  resolves." 

They  part.    Not  long  Themistoeles  ddajr'd 
To  gain  ^e  mooDtains ;  nor  three  days  were  passed 
When  brave  Nearchus;  Haliartos  bold; 
Th'  illustrious  brothers  of  Oilcan  race, 
Great  AEachylus  and  Timon,  with  their  bands 
AiTiv*d,  and  joined  him  at  the  strong  defile 
Which  DOW  contain'd  his  whole  oolWoted  force. 
Thence  he  descended  on  a  mofnf ng  fair. 
First  of  that  month,  which  frequent  sees  the  Son 
Through  vernal  sbow'rs,  distilPd  iVom  tepid  elouds, 
Diffuse  prolific  beams  o^er  rocusten'd  Earth 
To  dress  her  lap,  emiberant  and  fresh. 
With  flov'rs  aad  verdure.    Terrible  the  bands 
3occeedJng  bands  expatiate  o^er  the  fields. 
80  when  an  earth(|oake  rives  a  moontasn's  side^ 
'Wbcre  stagnant  water,  gathered  and  ooofin'd 
-  Within  a  deep  vacui^  of  rock. 
For  centuries  hath  slept,  releasM  the  fiooda 
In  roaring  cataracts  impetuous  fall4 
They  toll  before  them  shepherds  aad  ibeir  fioohs. 
Herds  and  their  kaepers;  cottsgn.  Ibid,  and  stall. 


But  of  Athenian  veterans  bO  fbrm'd 
\  square  battalion,  which  the  martial  bard 
Rang'd  on  the  sea-baat  verge;  the  other  wing 
[s  Medott's  charge,  where  thirty  shields  in  file 
Compose  the  Locrian  column.    Ere  the  word 
Is  giv*o  for  onset,  thus  his  wonted  guard 
Themistoeles  addresses:  *<  If  a  troop        ^ 
In  sable  cuiraSB«  and  with  shields  impressed 
By  Death's  grim  figure,  at  ray  head  should  aim^ 
Let  them  assail  me ;  be  it  then  3roQr  care, 
Postponing  other  duty,  to  surnmnd,- 
To  seize  and  bear  them  captive  from  the  fight** 
He  march'd ;  himself  the  cent'ral  phalanx  led; 
The  fkMiting  crimson  of  his  plumage  known,    ' 
Minerva's  bird  his  crest,  whose  terrours  shook 
The  bloody  field  of  Chalcis,  soon  proclaim     ' 
Themistoeles.    Now  targets  clash  with  shields ; 
Barbarian  s^res  with  Cecropian  swords, 
Eubcean  spears  with  spears  ro  sudden  shock, 
Bellona  mingles.     Medon  first  overthrew . 
Thessalia's  line,  his  temperate  mind  was  stung 
By  indignation ;  Timon  bath'd  bis  lance 
In  their  perfidious  blood;  Leontens  gor'd 
Their  dissipated  ranks.    A  chosen  troop 
To  their  assistance  Lamachus  advanc'd ; 
Him  Haliartus  met ;  his  sinewy  arm, 
Which  could  have  cinelPd  Lycaon,  &rst  of  wolves. 
The  Erymanthian,  or  £tolian  boar. 
Smote  to  the  ground  the  miscreant's  bulk  deformM, 
Whose  band,  recoiling,  leave  the  victor  space 
To  drag  him  captive.    Ront  and  carnageSweep 
That  shattered  wing  before  th'  OTlean  swords ; 
Not  with  less  vigour  ^schylus  o*crtum*d       -• 
The  other.     Mindarus  in  vain  oppos*d 
Undaunted  effiirts.    Pallas  seem'd  to  ^n 
Her  own  Athemans ;  Neptune,  in  the  shape 
Of  .Sschylus,  seem'd  landed  fVom  his  conch 
To  war,  as  once  on  Troy's  Siglean  strand ; 
Or  to  have  arm'd  the  warrior-poet's  grasp 
With  that  strong  weapon,  which  can  rock  the  EarUi. 
Not  in  the  centre  suddenly  prevaiVd 
Themistoeles;  the  sev'n  GersBstians,  leagu'd 
By  Hell,  combining  their  assassin  points 
Agamst  the  hero,  for  awhile  delay'd 
His  progress;  firmly  thehr  miited  blows 
His  shield  roceivM.    So  Hercules  endur'd 
The  sev'n-fold  stroke  of  Hydra ;  but  the  zeal 
Of  lolaiii  to  assist  that  god 
In  his  tremendous  labour,  was  sorpass'd 
By  each  Athenian,  each  Laconian  gnard, 
Who  never  left  Themistoeles.    They  watchM 
The  fav'ring  moment;  with  a  hundred  spears 
They  bedg'd  the  trdlitors  round,  forbade  escape, 
ClaspM  and  convey*d  them  livmg  from  the  field. 
Still  Demonax  resirts;  while  near  hhn  tow'rs 
Ariobarzanes,  moving  rock  of  war 
la  weight  and  stature.    Of  Euboeans,  fbrc^ 
By  savage  pow'r  to  battle,  numbers  low'r 
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He  graspM,  red^dibg  to  the  Orean  wall ; 
Where,  uuder  vaulted  sheets  of  missive  anns 
WhirPd  on  his  fierce  pursuers,  through  the  gates 
He  rush'd  to  shelter.    Thus  a  mighty  boar^ 
Of  Calydonian  strength,  long  held  at  bay. 
The  hunter's  point  evading,  and  the  iangs 
Of  stailkhest  hounds,  with  undiminishM  ire 
Red  in  his  eyes,  and  foaming  from  his  jaws, 
Impetuous  plunges  in  accustomed  woods. 

Th'  Athenian  chief,  who  sees  th*  incessant  storms 
Of  darts  and  arrows  from  the  ramparfs  height, 
Betreats  {  but  swift  his  nunibers,  now  enlarg'd 
By  yielding  thousands  of  Baboean  race, 
Pistributes  round  th*  invested  town  to  guard 
Each  avenue  and  station.    From  the  sea 
Oleander  threatens.     In  his  evening  tent 
The  ged'ral  views  the  captives ;  frowns  condemn 
The  sev'n  Geraestians  to  their  former  chains. 
The  hero  smiles  on  Lamachus,  the  prize 
Of  Haliartus,  and  familiar  thus : 

**  Again,  my  Tyrian  trafficker  in  slaves,^ 
I  greet  thee :  son  of  Lygdamis,  what  praise 
To  thy  distiaguish'd  effyrts  is  not  due  ? 
This  prmous  head  to  my  disposal  yield." 
He  then  proceeds  to  Lamachus  apart : 

"  Now  take  thy  freedom,  villain  ;  to  my  use 
See  thou  employ  it,  else  expect  to  die. 
Your  land,  remember,  and  your  sea  are  mine^ 
Soon  on  the  bead  of  Demonax  this  arm 
Shall  dash  yon  bulwarks ;  what  I  speak  is  fate. 
Thou  hast  thy  option,  go.     Sicinus  hear ; 
This  man  is  free;  conduct  him  through  the  camp.'* 

Nww  from  his  friends  sequestered,  on  a  couch. 
Which  never  care  disturbs,  he  slept  till  dawn. 
When,  rous'd  by  heralds  from  the  town,  again 
The  leader^  he  convened.    Before  them  came 
Arbactus,  fierce  barbarian,  who  began: 

"  Themistocles  of  Athois,  in  the  name 
Of  Mindarus  the  Persian,  I  defy 
Thy  arm  to  combat  in  the  lisred  field  ; 
The  same  defiance  to  thy  boldest  chiels 
Ariobarzanes  sends.     If  you  prevail. 
The  royal  host  shall  quit  £utxBa'8  isle. 
Which  shall  submit  to  Xerxes  if  yon  fall.'* 

Up  Hyacinthus,  Haliartus,  start 
Indignant.    First  the  young  Carystian  spake : 

''  Are  they  so' gross  in  ignorance,  to  hope 
Themistocles  will  stoop  to  single  fight 
With  twice-o*erthrown  barbarians,  who,  unsafe 
Behind  a  rampart,  tremble  at  his  pow'r  ? 
But  if  the  Persian  Mindarus  would  try 
A  Grecian's  single  valour,  O  permit, 
Themistocles,  thy  soldier  to  assert 
The  Grecian  fake.''    The  friend  of  Medon  next: 

**  The  same  permission  I  implore,  O  chief, 
Invincible  thyself;  that  all  this  host 
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He  rises.    Straight  embattled  on  the  plwrt. 
His  army  shows  a  formidable  gleam 
To  Demonax.     Still  nurn'roys  for  defence 
Barbarian  warriors,  and  Tbessalian,  throng 
The  battlements  of  Oreus.    Through  the  gates. 
In  solemn  pace  and  slow,  ahcrald  train 
Precede  their  champions.     Heralds  from  the.cadip 
Produce  th'  illnstrious  Haliartus  clad 
In  richest  arms,  the  gift  of  Caria's  queen ; 
A  twig  of  slendYest  laurel,  twisted  round 
A  shepherd's  crook,  in  portraiture  adom*d 
His  modest  buckler.    Grim  his  foe  advanced 
In  mail  blood-colour'd,  with  a  targe  of  gold, 
Ariobarzanes.     Hyacinthus  next 
Appears  in  tried  habilimcnta  of  war, 
Which  on  his  dearest  patron  Mars  had  seen 
In  Marathonian  fields.    A  plumage  black. 
Denoting  grief,  he  carries ;  on  his  shield 
A  female  image,  and  the  fbrm  of  Death, 
Who  blasts  her  graces.    Mindarus  approach'd 
In  armour  studded  bright  with  orient  genu; 
His  buckler  too  a  shape  of  beauty  pale, 
Stretch'd  od  a  fun'ral  pyre,  exhibits  sad ; 
Of  peari  her  limbs,  of  rubies  were  the  flames. 
Ere  they  engage,  the  Persian  warrior  thus.: 

**  Since  my  encounter,  whether  through  disdaia 
Or  policy  I  know  not,  is  reflis'd 
By  your  commander,. not  through  fear  I  know. 
Do  thou  m  courtesy  disclose  thy  name. 
Thy  rank  in  Grecian  armies.     May'st  thou  prove 
In  lustre  such  as  Mindarus  would  choose 
To  be'th'  opponent  of  a  satrap*s  arm.*' 

'*  Then  tremble,  satrap,  at  my  name,  tbe  name 
Of  Hyacinthus,"  fierce  the  youth  returns; 
**  Cleora's  husband,  whom  thy  barb'rous  love 
Hath  wroQg'd,  whom  bell-bom    DemOnax    hath 

damn'd 
To  ever-during  torment,  shakes  this  lance. 
By  vengeance  pointed  and  invet*rate  hate.** 

"  Young  man^"  rejoins  the  Persian,  "  on  thy 
grief 
I  drc^  a  pitying  tear,  while  thou  dost  wrong 
Me  clear  of  wrong  to  thee.    No  barb'rous  love 
Was  mine;  unconscious  of  your  nuptial  tie. 
Till  she  confess'd  it  to  her  savage  sire. 
My  flame  was  holy ;  not  a  thought  impure 
To  violate  a  right  could  taint  my  breast. 
But  that  I  lov'd  her,  Hyacinthus,  sure 
He,  who  her  dear  perfections  knew  so  well, 
Must  wave  his  wonder  ;  that  her  fate  o*erwhe]in» 
My  spirit,  never  to  revive,  I  feel ; 
That  my  disastrous  passion  causM  her  doom. 
Blame  both  our  fortunes,  not  my  guiltless  heart. 
If  .yet  thy  anguish  can  a  moment  look 
Compasaionlite  on  me — but  I  forgive 
Unjust  reproaches  from  a  gprief  like  thine,- 
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Of  woe.    Yet  fearless  he  maintains  the  strife 

With  natlre  force  de^'oid  of  gymnio  skiU, 

Id  which  confiding  Hyacinthus  oft 

Inverts  his  spear,  and  levels  bloodless  strokes, 

Still  Ti^lant  to  ward  the  hostile  point, 

Oft  o*er  his  buckler  glancing,  though  impellM 

By  active  strength.     At  last  a  pond'rous  blow 

Ftall  on  the  Persian's  front  descends;  a  groan 

Is  heard  throughout  the  rampart  as  he  fUls; 

The  groan  redoubles,  as  the  victor  bears 

That  leader  captive  to  th'  investing  camp. 

To  his  own  tent  Themistocles  admits 
The  Persian's  battered,  but  unwounded  limbs  j 
He  praises  Hjracinthus;  he  consoles 
The  noble  foe,  i^mends  to  healing  rest, 
And  at  retnming  mom  salutes  him  thus: 

**  If  thee  unransom'd,  Mindarus,  I  send 
To  Oreos,  canst  thou  pity  her  estate 
Curst  in  a  monster?  Canst  thou  feel  the  wound 
Of  thy  own  glory  longer  to  suppcnrt 
llie  worst  of  men,  excluded  by  his  crimef 
From  HeajVs  protection,  and  the  laws  of  faith  ? 
Wilt  thou,  to  spare  whole  rivulets  of  blood, 
Greek  and  barbarian,  render  to  my  arms 
The  town,  and  thus  procure  thyself  a  name 
To  live  for  ever,  by  a  righteous  act. 
Delighting  gods  and  mortals?  Thee  my  ships 
Shall  land  in  safety  on  thy  native  shore; 
The  king  will  praise  thee  for  his  army  8av*d, 
Which  shall  partake  my  clemency.    Reject 
All  hope,  good  Persian,  io  withstand  my  arm ; 
I  am  Themistocles."    The  satr^>  stacts 
From  languor  thus ;  «  Athenian,  1  confess 
Thy  greatness,  thy  ascendency  have  felt ; 
Batwill/eodure,  whatever  a  victor's  pow'r 
Inflicts  on  captives,  rather  than  pollute 
My  loyal  faith  to  Xerxes ;  from  my  king 
I  took  my  charge,  and  never  will  beteay. 
The  crimes  of  Demonax  I  know;  myself 
Have  prov*d  their  horrours  <in  Cleora's  fate. 
I  lov*d,  ador'd  ber  excellence;  her  thread 
His  impbus  rage  dissever'd ;  oo  her  tomb 
My  tears  have  daily  flow'd.    Retahi  me  still 
Thy  captive,  never  to  revisit  more 
Her  father's  hateful  mansion.    Heav'n  permit. 
By  thy  vindictive  arm,  but  Heav*n  forbid. 
That  ever  by  disloyalty  of  mine, 
Th?  infernal  autbour  of  her  death  may  felL>' 

The  barbarism  of  loyalty,  which  binds 
Men  to  a  monarch,  but  the  monarch  leaves 
Free  to  his  lusts,  his  cruelty,  and  rage, 
Th*  enlighten'd  Greek  despis*d,  yet  now  deplored 
la  one  by  nature  gifted  to  deserve 
A  better  lot  from  Heav'n.    Not  less  aware 
Of  democratic  jealousy,  which  hurls 
From  fortune's  summit  heroes  to  the  dust. 
He  preu'd  no  further,  cautious  not  to  wound 
A  gallant  mind,  whose  friendship  woo  he  meant 
To  use  in  wants,  such  fortune  might  create. 
He  leaves  Sicinus  near  him ;  while  his  care 
Exhausts  the  light  in  traversing  the  camp 
To  view  the  works.    His  evening  orders  hold 
Each  hand  m  arms;  while  anxious  in  his  tent 
He  sits  deep-musing,  whether  to  attempt 
The  town  that  night  by  storm,  or  patient  wait 
For  some  event  less  bloody,  casual  boon 
Of  time  and  fortune.    Wasteful  is  dehiy, 
5«t  precious  toohis  soldiers;  such  brave  lives 
The  ^11  completion  of  his  vast  design 
9«imret.    Thus,  dubious,  till  the  second  wa^ 
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Throughout  the  camp  is  toird,  and  clouded  Heav^ 

Drops  down  her  sable  veil,  he  sits ;  when  lo ! 

Before  him  stands  his  monitor  unknown. 

The  venerable  figure,  which  he  saw 

At  .£gae.    Staid  Sicinus  is  the  guide, 

Who  swift  retires,  but  watches  faithful  nigh. 

**  Themistocles,'*  the  stranger  solemn  spake ; 
*'  Thee  I  have  trusted,  thou  hast  h  usted  me. 
Nor  dther  hath  repent)ed.    Who  1  am, 
Now  learn.     By  friendship's  sacred  ties,  by  blood 
To  thy  best  firiend  Eudora  I  am  bound, 
Elephenor  am  call'd,  pontific  seer 
Of  Jupiter  in  Oreus.    Timely  wam'd 
By  her  most  urgent  mandate  to  repose 
All  confidence  in  thee,  and  lend  my  aid. 
Nor  less  admonish'd  by  Tisander  sage, 
I  helped  thee  first  with  counsel ;  now  I  bring  . 
Efifootual  succour.    Demonax,  though  foil'd. 
Hath  still  a  powerful  remnant  of  his  host 
To  man  his  walls,  and  desp'rate  will  defend. 
Select  two  thousand  spears ;  avoid  delay ; 
A  secret  passage,  known  to  holy  steps 
Alone,  o'er  town  and  t3rrant  will  complete 
Thy  bloodless  conquest.**    Swift  the  Attic  chief: 

**  O  fether !  sacred  in  my  ear  the  sound 
Of  good  TSsander's,  great  Eiidora's  namies; 
Thy  former  warnings  I  have  prov'd  sincere 
To  merit  gratitude  and  trust**    He  calls 
Sicinus,  bids  him  summon  all  the  chiefe 
Of  Locris  and  Carystus;  they  appear.' 
To  Hyacinthus  and  Nicanor  then 
Themistocles :  '*  Attend  with  all  your  bands 
This  rev'rend  guide;  intelligenoe  transmit 
As  you  advance.''    His  orders  are  performed. 
Next  he  exhorts  th'  O'llean  brethren  thus, 
Nor  passes  fevour'd  Haliartus  by : 

**  You  with  your  Locrians  follow  to  support 
These  friends,  lest  ambush  and  deception  lurk 
Beneath  a  promise  of  assur*d  success.** 

This  said,  himself  forth  issaes  to  prepare 
The  gen'ral  host  for  action,  ev*n  that  nigfht. 
If  fUr  occasion  summons,  when  he  meets 
TrGezene*s  leader.     "  Is  Oeander  here  ?" 
Themistocles  began*    "  Momentous  sure. 
The  cause  which  sends  thee  from  thy  naval  charge.  ** 

To  him  Qeander:  **  Anchored  as  I  Jay, 
A  slender  skiff,  when  darkness  first  prevaii'd,    ' 
Approach'd  my  galley.    To  an  earnest  suit 
For  conference  I  listen'd,  and  received 
On  board  a  roan  of  Oreus,  a^  in  limbs 
Deform'd,  in  lineaments  all  rude,  whose  name 
Is  Lamachus.    To  render  up  this  night 
A  sep'rate  fort  he  prodpers,  which  commands 
The  town  and  harbour,  if  thy  faith  be  pledg'd 
Him  and  Thessalia's  garrison  to  land 
Safe  on  her  neighb'ring  coast    Thy  will  to  learo 
I  come,  he  waits."—"  His  profihr  I  accept,'* 
Rejoins  th^  alert  Athenian,  "  and  the  doom, 
I  had  prepared  for  those  degenVate  Greeks, 
Postpone.*'    Cleauder  to  his  station  flies. 
Serene  th'  Athenian  in  array  contains 
His  army  cool,  with  expectation  mute. 
So,  in  deceitful  quiet,  oft  the  main 
Before  the  glazing  light  of  Dian  spreads 
A  mirror  smooth  ;  the  mler  of  the  winds 
Anon  from  troubled  douds,  and  ocean's  god 
From  his  tempestuous  chariot,  give  the  sign 
For  wild  commotion ;  then  the  surgh^  brine 
Assails  the  loftiest  tops  of  reelingmasts, 
Foam«  on  the  rocl^  and  deloges  tba  baK)h» 
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Tbb  morningr breaks;  Nicanor  sadden  gveett 

The  general ;  welcome  tidings  in  these  words 

He  Qtbera  k>od :  **  The  citadel  is  von. 

The  tTrant  slaughter'd.    With  our  racred  guide 

A  rugged,  windog  track,  in  brambles  hid. 

Half  up  a  crag  weclirabM  ;  there,  stooping  low^ 

A  narrow  cleft  we  enterM ;  mazy  still 

We  trod  through  dusky  bowels  of  a  rock. 

While  our  conductor  gathered,  as  he  stepped, 

A  clue,  which  careful  in  his  hand  be  roiPd. 

Our  spears  we  trailM ;  each  soMter  held  the  skirt 

Of  his  preceding  oooMrade.    We  attained 

An  iron  wicket,  where  the  ending  line 

Was  fastened ;  tbenee  a  loiig  and  steep  ascent 

Was  hewn  in  stepf ;  suspended  on  the  sides. 

Bright  rows  of  tapers  obeer'd  our  eyes  with  light*  , 

We  reaob*d  the  top ;  there  lifting  o'er  his  head 

A  staff,  against  two  horizontal  yalves 

Our  leader  siAote,  which  open'd  at  the  sound. 

Behind  me  Hyaciathns  on  the  rock 

Sunk  sudden  down,  pronouncing  in  his  fall 

Qeora.    I  on  Hyacinthus  calVd. 

*<  <  Is  this  Cleora*8  husband?'  cried  the  priest  j 

*  Descend,  my  Pamphil^  my  wife,  descend.' 

**  She  came,  a  rey'rend  priestess;  tender  both 
With  me  assisting  plac*d  my  speechless  friend 
.Within  a  cleft  by  me  unmarked  before. 
Which  seem*d  a  pasKi|;e  to  some  derious  cell. 
Me  by  the  band  Elepheuor  removM 
precipitate;  a  grating  door  of  brass 
ClosB'd  on  my  parting  steps.    '  Ascend,'  he  said, 

*  Make  no  inquiry :  but  remain  assur'd. 
His  absence  now  is  best*    I  mount,  I  rise 
Behind  a  massy  basis  which  upheld 

Jove  grasping  thunder,  and  Satumia  crovn'd. 
Who  at  his  side  ootstretch'd  her  soepter'd  hand. 
The  troops  succeeding  fill  the  spacious  dome. 
Ls^  unexpected,  thoice.more  welcome,  rose, 
Betach'd  from  Medon  with  fire  hundred  sge&a. 
Brave  Hahartns,  who  repaired  the  want 
Of  my  disabled  colleague.    Now  the  priest : 

**  *  Ye  chiefs,  auxiliar  to  the  gods  pra^ui'd. 
And  men  oppressed,  securely  you  have  relicfa'd 
The  citadel  of  Orens.    The  dark  hour 
Befriends  yonr  high  attempt    Let  one  possea 
The  only  entrance  from  the  town  bekiw. 
The  other  swift  the  palace  must  surprise, 
Where  Demonax  lies  slumb'ring,  if  his  guilt 
Admits  of  rest,  and  dreams  not  of  your  spears.* 

"  With  small  resistance  fnnn  a  drowsy  guard 
Iseiz'dtbegatc;  the  palace  soon  was  forc'd 
By  Haliartus.    Demonax  maintained. 


Accept  from  me  good  tidings  in  return 

For  thine.    Intelligence  this  hour  hath  broogbc. 

That  vigilant  Cleander  hath  possessed 

The  naval  ftxt,  an  inlet  to  the  town 

For  his  whole  army,  pouring  from  our  ships  ^ 

Successive  numbers,  if  the  Persian  hands 

Yet  meditate  resisUncc.    Not  to  give 

Their  consternation  leisure  to  sub^e, 

Against  the  walls  each  standard  shall  advance." 

He  saicl,  and  gav^  command  The  different  chiefs 
Head  their  battalions.     Oreu«  trembting  sees 
Encircling  dauger;  heralds  in  their  pomp. 
Dread  summoners,  are  nigh.     Her  foreign  guard. 
Deprived  of  wonted  leaders,  at  the  faU 
Of  Demonax  aghast,  m  thought  behold 
Death  in  the  conquer'd  citadel  esrtend 
His  hideoQs  arms  to  beckon  from  the  fleet 
Oleander's  valour,  and  from  swarming  tents 
Themistocles.    On  his  approach  the  gates 
Are  thrown  abroad.    From  all  the  Persian  bands 
Their  javelins,  shields,  and  banners  on  thegrouiid 
Pale  fear  deposits.    Thus  the  yielding  masts 
Of  all  their  canvass  n^ariners  divest, 
V/^eii  iEukis  is  riding  on  a  storm 
To  oferwhelm  the  vessel,  which  would  drive 
In  full  apparel  to  resist  his  ire. 

Th'  Athenian,  though  triumphant,  in  his  joy 
Omits  no  care.    To  .Sschylus  awhile 
The  charge  supreme  tran^erring,  he  ascends 
The  citadel ;  the  Carian  rictor  there 
Conducts  him  o*er  the  palace,  shows  the  cone 
Of  Demonax,  his  treasury  unspoil'd. 
By  chosen  Locrians  guarded.    Pleased,  the  chief 
Embraces  Haliaitns:  "  Friend,**  be  said, 
*'  Though  late  acquired,  inestimable  friend. 
How  shall  1  praise  thee  ?  But  my  bosom,  wrapt 
In  long  concealment,  now  to  thee  alone 
Disclos'd,  shall  warrant  my  profess'd  regard. 
Know,  that  whatever  thou  hast  beard,  or  seea 
Of  my  Eubcpan  labours,  are  no  more     - 
Than  prt^aration  fbr  a  wider  stage 
Of  action.    Gold,  one  necessary  means 
Ti)Ou  hast  provided ;  but  1  want  a  man 
Of  hardy  limbs  and  rig*r6uS7  bold,  discreet,^ 
Who  all  the  Persian  quarters  would  explore. 
On  either  side  Hfermopylse ;  would  trace 
Whatever  employs  Mardoaius,  what  the  time 
He  takes  the  fi^ld,  and  where  his  gathered  stores 
Of  war  deposits.    Tbessaly  provok'd 
Lung  since  my  just  resentment    £re  the  kin^ 
Of  Asia  passed  the  Hellespont,  I  led 
Ten  thousand  Greeks  her  passes  to  defend  ; 
By  her  deserted  and  betray'd,  I  march'd 
Unprofitably  back.**    The  Carian  here : 

'*  Had  I  endowments  equal  to  my  will. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  ATHENAID.    BOOK  XIX. 


143 


Of  Neodes  beqNkke : "  Tb  morrow's 
Shall  tee  thee  hcnoor^d,  as  beeomes  a  chief, 
Whom  Aristides  nam^d,  atid  Athens  chose 
To  saTe  Enbcca.     I  defer  till  night 
Our  consultatiofM.     I,  not  wanted  here, 
Will  reascend  the  citadel  j  the  voice 
Of  friendship  calls  me  to  a  tender  care.** 

He  seeks  the  feme.    Elephenor  he  greets; 
Applause  to  him  in  gratitude  unfeigned 
Presenting,  next  his  earnest  lips  inquire 
Of  Hyacimhns.     Here  the  rer^rend  man : 

**  First  know,  his  dear  Cleera  is  alive. 
I,  priest  of  Jove,  and  Pampbrta  my  wife. 
Who  to  th'  Olympian  empress  in  this  seat 
Of  blended  rites  are  ministers,  when  told 
That  Demonax  had  doomM  his  child  to  death, 
Solicited  her  pardon  in  the  namea 
Of  both  divinities.     At  both  he  spamM, 
'       While  we  contrivM  this  stratagem.     Her  mirse, 
I       By  vs  admonish'd,  in  due  time  declared 
CJeora  dead.    The  body  of  a  slave, 
A  youthful  muden  recently  expir'd, 
Was  for  Qeora  carried  to  the  flames, 
WhiJe  her  we  sheltered  in  a  secret  cell, 
From  bumaB  sight,  from  sight  of  day  conceaVd. 
These  pow'rs,  alike  offended  at  th'  intAt 
As  perpetration  of  an  impious  deed, 
Have  sent  thee  forth  their  instrument  of  wrath. 
Divinely-prompted  hero.-   Wilt  thou  shed 
On  Hyacintlnis  snd  Cleora's  bliss 
Thy  guardian  smile?*'  This  uttered,  down  the  steps 
He  guides  th*  Athenian  to  the  hiddep  cell. 

By  his  Cleora,  Hyacinthns  sat 
The  youthfefl  husbafiU  o'er  the  snowy  breast, 
Which  kiird  and  cherishM  a  reposing  babe, 
The  blooming  €sther  o'er  that  precious  fruit 
Hung  fondly.    Thonghtful  ecstasy  recall'd 
His  dream  at  Juno's  temple;  where  he  saw 
The  visionary  bosom  of  his  bride 
Disclose  maternal  to  an  infant  new 
That  pillow  smooth  of  lilies.    Wan,  her  cheek 
Told  ber  confineqient  from  the  cheerfol  day. 
Six  moofoa  in  deep  obscurity  she  dwelt ; 
Where,  as  a  sea-nymph  unidemeath  a  rock. 
Or  btdimn  ffcait  in  the  cavemM  earth. 
Her  cell  in  conchs  and  coral  she  had  drets*d, ' 
By  graciotts  Pamphila  sopply'd  to  cheat 
Time  and  despair.    The  loom  her  fiatient  art 
Bad  plied,  her  own  sad  story  had  begun. 
Now  to  conclude  in  joy.    The  starting  3routh 
Beholds  his  patron,  rushes  on  his  breast 
la  transport  thus :  <*  Redeemer  of  my  peace! 
Balm  of  my  grief!  of  happiness  ray  source ! 
My  health  of  mind  and  body  is  thy  gift. 
Via  bis  angoish  Hyacinthus  felt 
His  obligation,  m  the  hour  of  bliss 
To  what  excess  must  gratitude  expand 
His  bosom  now !  Cleora  and  my  child 
I  owe  to  thy  protectiolla — ^this  is  she, 
Thb  IS  my  goddess,  this  my  light,  my  joy. 


Which  owt  Clcora*s.    Down  the  shMd  and  spear 

Dropped  from  my  hands  disabled ;  life  fbnook 

My  heart,  which  irrecoverably  lost 

All  sense  of  doty  both  to  thee  and  Greece, 

By  me  alone  deserted.  "•«"  Bless  that  chance,** 

Themistocles  replies,  and  leads  aside 

Th'  attenthre  youth.   "  Perhaps  thes^  gods  ord^'d. 

In  compensation  of  thy  long  distress. 

In  recompense  of  pure  and  constant  love. 

That  to  Cleora  thou,  unstained  with  blood. 

Blood  of  her  father  by  Imother  slain, 

Shoaldst  be  restored,  nor  taint  with  horroun  new   ' 

This  thy  new  hymen.    JGschylus  t>y  mom 

Will  sit  in  judgment  righteous,  but  severe. 

On  each  Eubcnin  criminal,  the  dead 

Not  less  than  living.    Instantly  remove 

To  thy  Carystian  home  thy  wife  and  babe; 

Whatever  can  pass  in  CN^us  must  offend 

Her  eye  and  ear.*'    Then  taming  to  the  fair : 

**  From  warlike  toils  thy  consort  I  dismiss; 

He,  who  so  nobly  signaliz'd  his  sword 

In  single  combat,  and  the  open  field. 

And  provM  his  valour  equal  to  his  love. 

All  future  palms  to  others  may  resign. 

Whatever  comforts,  time  and  peace  can  yield* 

Are  due  to  both  your  Miflfrings;  uor  an  hour 

Shalt  thou  be  cloistered  in  this  rueful  cell. 

Elephenor,  discreet  and  rev*rend  man, 

Let  thy  kind  due  conduct  Cheir  secret  steps. 

With  presents  laden,  tokens  of  my  love. 

Cars  shall  attend  them  at^the  cavern's  mouth; 

Thou  add  thy  blessing,  that  their  new-bom  day 

Blay  never  set  in  sorrow.**    Thus  the  chief, 

Relax'd  Arom  busy  care,  amid  success, 

Wlkioh  not  a  shade  of  obstacle  o'erhangs, 

Spake,  as  he  felt,  remunerating  full 

For  all  his  service  Hyacinthus  brave. 

His  knees  embracing,  thus  Cleora  spake: 
"  I  have  not  utt'rance  for  my  grateful  heart; 
Jf  thou  dismiss  us.  never  more  to  see 
Thy  guardian  face,  our  day  will  set  in  grief." 

In  smiles  th*  Athenian  dissipates  that  fear: 
<*  Long  ere  thy  husband's  majtisterial  term 
Is  finish'd,  I  have  further  still  to  crave 
From  him  as  archon,  not  as  soldier,  help. 
This  to  Carystus  would  alone  direct 
My  footsteps;  else  amid  domestic  J03rs 
To  see  thy  days  illumin'd,  precious  thne 
Themistocles  would  borrow  from  his  charge.* 

Thus  in  the  grateful  fair-one  he  secured 
Another  fnend,  if  Wanted  to  support 
His  vast  designs,  which,  gathering  on  his  mind. 
Speed  his-departuro  with  a  kind  farewell. 

The  cars  he  orders,  from  the  tyrant's  stores 
Rich  presenU  draws,  to  ^Eschylus^  returns. 
With  him  in  confrence  spends  remaining  day. 

Aurora  hears  Themistocles  command 
Stem  proclamation,  by  the  trampet*s  voice. 
For  judgment  on  the  guilty.     All  in  chains 
The  tyrant's  hated  counsellors  arc  brought, 
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So  late  disUngoiflfa'df  round  the  aolemn  seat 
Conspicuous  wait,  Tbemistocles  himself 
At  the  right  hand  of  .£scbylus.    He  sits 
Like  Minos  sage,  whose  justice  gainM  from  Jore 
Th^  appointment  awful  to  comiemn,  or  spare 
His  fellow  mortals  in  the  world  below. 

When  now  th'  accusers  and  aocusM  were  heard, 
Thus  spake  the  warrior-poet :  "  Crimes  like  these 
The  legislator  punishes  with  death ; 
Let  us  attempt  within  our  soaoty  sphere. 
Far  as  we  may,  to  imitate  the  go4s , 
In  punishment  deserv'd.    Through  those  abodes 
Which  Hades  governs,  long  the  vulture  gnaws ; 
Long  is  the  toil  of  Sisyphus;  to  fill 
Their  leaking  vases  long  the  murderous  seed 
Of  Danaus  must  strive.     By  labour,  pain. 
And  shame  continued,  let  flagitious  men 
Long  wish  to  end  their  suff* rings,  not  enjoy 
That  wish*d-fbr  period  in  a  single  pang. 
This  heavy  sentence  on  assassin  heads. 
On  foul,  atrocious  counsellors  of  ill, 
Lo !  I  pronounce.    An  ignominious  brand 
Imprint  on  every  forehead ;  plunge  them  chained, 
DebasM  by  vile  impurity  of  garb. 
In  deep  Chalcidian  quarries ;  give  them  food 
Just  for  endurance  c^  continu<Hl  toil. 
With  daily  stripes,  that  cruelty  may  feel 
What  she  inflicts  on  others,  and,  imijeird 
By  desperation,  court  relief  iu  death. 
Before  the  gate  of  Oreus  on  a  cross 
Extend  the  limbs  oTDemonax;  the  6esb 
Let  kites  deform,  let  parching  air  the  bones 
Of  that  despotic  mafefactor  bleach. 
Avenging  man,  and  vindicating  Heav'n. 
Flow  next  a  straiu  more  pleasing  through  the  ear, 
A  strain  delightful  to  that  fav'ring  god 
Who  first  created  laurel  to  adorn 
The  good  and  brave.    A  chaplet  from  his  tree. 
Ten  captives,  ten  selected  suits  of  arms     • 
To  ev'ry  leader  j  one  barbarian  slave, 
A  sabre,  targe,  whatever  to  the  field 
Accouters  one  barbarian,  I  allot 
To  ev'ry  soldier.     Phoebus  will  supply 
His  laurel  too,  encompassing  your  brows, 
Ye  gen'rons  people.     But  a  splendid  store 
Of  tripods,  urns,  and  images  provide 
For  great  Eudora,  and  th*  Eretrian  seer. 
That  your  triumphal  oiTring  may  emblaze 
Euboea's  fanes ;  nor  less  with  honours  greet 
Elephejoor,  your  genius  of  success. 
Eudora's  portion  thou,  heroic  priest, 
Phoebean  Timon,  to  her  presence  bear. 
I  need  but  name  Acanthi  to  attract 
Your  reneration ;  for  Acanthi  choose, 
Siseet  paragon  of  Chalcis,  from  your  spoils 
The  costly  tifstie  of  Barbaric  looms. 
And  dazzling  gems,  that-gratitude  may  via 
With  obligation,    Haliartus,  bright 
In  recent  glories  from  a  tyrant  slain, 
Thou  at  her  feet  the  precious  tribute  lay. . 
For  me,  if,  servant  of  Cecropia's  state, 
I  have  upheld  her  justice  and  renown. 


Recount  your  trophies ;  let  your  children  lee 
Paternal  mansions  hung  with  Asian  spoils. 
Remember  still  that  valour  must  not  sleep  ; 
That  law  restored,  and  fireedom,  are  not  firm 
While  Asia's  trumpet  sounds  a  blast  in  Greece." 

Two  days  elapse ;  Timoxenus,  arrived 
From  Chalcis,  joyful  gratulation  brings. 
Solicitous  th'  Athenian  first  inquires 
Of  fair  Acanthi's  sUte.     The  father  fond 
Thus  answers :  **  Wasting  malady  is  fled. 
But  hath  behind  it  left  iudiflPrence  cold 
To  ev'ry  joy.     Thy  wife  a  bracelet  sent ; 
These  words  the  bearer  Haliartus  brought, 
ChargM  by  Timotliea  elegant  and  wise. 
*  From  me  this  present  when  Acanthd  takes, 
Say,  bow  I  prize  her  elevated  mind. 
Enabling  my  Themistocles  to  quell 
The  hateful  breed  of  tyrants.     Further  say, 
The  man  engaging  her  connubial  hand 
I  should  esteem  the  favVite  of  Heaven.' 
1  heard  approving ;  on  the  grateful  hint 
A  secret  hour  I  chose;  my  daughter^  ear 
)  thus  addressed.     '  My  only  child  and  hope. 
Shall  no  sweet  offspring  cheer  a  grandsire*s  age  ? 
Shall  my  possessions  to  a  stranger  pass. 
My  blood  be  lost  for  ever  ?  Shall  this  war. 
Thy  work,  Acanthi,  which  a  father's  love^ 
In  all  to  thee  complying,  at  thy  suit     • 
Commenced,  produce  no  hero  to  console 
'ITiy  widow'd  couch?* — *  The  sacrifice  of  life. 
Of  my  i4<^l»  or  my  real  peace. 
Is  due  to  such  a  father,'  she>exclaim'd 
In  pious  fervour*     '  Arguments  to  urge 
Against  thy  pJea  my  age  and  thine  forbid  ^ 
But  ah !  dear  parent,  my  capricious  &te 
Presents  no  suitor  to  thy  child's  esteem.' 
The  Amarsrthian  priestess,  whose  control 
Surpassess  mine,  with  sternness  oft  enforc'd 
My  just  desire.    At  length  my  daughter  thus 
On  my  departure :  '  I  obey ;  consult 
Themistocles ;  let  him  a  consort  name. 
Who  best  hath  serv'd  him  in  this  righteous  war'.'* 

Ne'er  yet  ill  chance,  or  sorrow,  from  the  mm. 
Of  Neocles  drew  tears.    His  soul  reflects 
On  this  transcendent  fair-one,  who  had  chang*^ 
llie  violence  of  passion  to  respect 
So  confidential,  drest  in  sweetest  grace 
So  far  beyond  his  merits  tow'rds  a  heart 
Of  purest  texture,  late  by  him  misled 
To  errour,  now  to  purity  restored 
By  native  honour.    At  th'  affiacting  thought 
He  turns  those  eyes,  till  then  of  stedfast  look 
On  all  events  and  objects,  tarns  aside 
To  hide  their  oozing  dews;  yet  soon  be  spake : 

**  None  can  I  name,  but  wise  Timoithea's  cboioQ 
To  bear  her  present  Haliartus  brave. 
Who  hath  avowM  to  ^Eschylus  and  me 
A  veneration  for  thy  matchless  child ; 
But  he,  appointed  to  a  service  high. 
Like  Heroules  must  labour  yet  to  gain 
The  sum  of  bliss.     For  three  succ^ve  mooiia 
He  must  continue  mine.**    The  past  events 
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Vor  doe  reeepiioQ  of  that  happy  mai^ 

Whom  Jove  hath  boi«ur'd  ia  a  t]rnaf  t  daaO^ 

Whom  Juno  soon  in  napti«l  ties  will  bleti. 

And  all  fiabooa  to  Acanthi  lendf 

Widi  tokcfB  rich  of  puMfc  praiie  and  lo?<e.*' 

WithjoyTimoKeniiiasanits;  the  morn 
Sees  him  dq;mrt;  at  Chakb  be  arriTeSy 
Performmg  all  Themistodes  eqjoin'd. 
Nov  eT*iy  temple  breathes  perfumes;  prepared 
Alt  choaeo  Tictims,  colonnades  and  gates 
With  chaplets  hong  I  the  garden^  iloir'ry  growth. 
Each  scented  prodoce  of  luxuriant  fields. 
Hie  maids  and  mations  bear,  to  welcome  home 
Tiinmphant  warriors.    Now  th'  expected  gleams 
Of  armonr  tinge  the  champaign's ^tmoet  verge; 
Near»nd  more  near  the  military  pomp. 
At  large  develop'd  d'er^  green  expanse. 
Spears,  bodders,  belmits,  plumes,  barbario  sj^oils 
la  trophio  pil'd  on  hoUow-soundhig  cars. 
Grow  CO  the  Mght      Through  Chakis  lies  the 

march; 
Those  in^ahode  the  most  remote  precede. 
Genestian  bannen  first  Eodemns  shows ; 
With  Lampoo  follow  Styra*s  gaUaat  troop; 
The  Amarynthian  and  Carystian  bands 
Nicanor  leads;  th'  Eretriaos,  now  become 
Once  more  a  people,  with  their  wives  and  race 
At  length  redeemed,  to  Cleon's  orders  move. 
In  blooming  garlands  bad  the  mothers  deck*d 
Theh*  children's  heads,  whom,  tripping  through 

the  streets. 
Spectatress  equal  to  the  loftiest  scene, 
Endora  Meases.    Sweet  Acanthi  melts 
la  teaiB  of  gladness,  while  her  father  nigh 
Awakes  attention  to  a  numerous  train, 
Ber  native  firiends,  whom  brave  Nearchus  heads. 

"  These  are  thy  warriors,"  fondly  cries  the  sire. 
To  whom  Endora:  ^  Who  is  he  in  state 
Bootifica],  a  holy  man  in  arms  ?" 

Three  hundred  Delphians  then  were  passing  4>y, 
Phoebcan  branches  twisted  round  their  spears. 
JBehiBd  tbem,  lodg'd  on  axles  rolling  slow,   • 
Were  vases,  tripods,  images,  ai;^  busts, 
Spods  of  the  palace  Deoionax  had  raised. 

**  Tboa  seest,**  replies  Timoxeous,  "  a  foon 
To  Phmbus  dear,  the  venei;ahle  form 
Of  Hmon,  priest  and  soldier.    From  that  car 
He  win  descend  to  kiss  thy  sacred  hand, 
Befere  thy  feet  a  precious  tribute  Jay 
Pot  thy  pure  goddess,  sister  of  his  ga4f 
Bat  look,  my  sweet  Acanthi  on  the  man 
Themntodes  hath  chosen  to  revive 
My  drooping  years.    Preceded  by  a  troop 
Of  yoaths,  whom  Medou,  ever  kind,  hath  cull'd 
Fma  all  his  Locrian  files  to  grace  his  friend ; 
Preceded  by  a  trophy,  which  displays 
The  nhrer  mail  of  Demonax,  bis  shield, 
Ifishelm  of  flrold,  his  variecrated  anus. 


Her  ever-wakeful  loftiness  of  mind 
Admires  impartial,  and  applauds  the  hand 
Which  dealt  the  glorious  blow.    Her  awful  brow 
The  priestess  softens  to  a  smile,  and  thus : 

**  Is  this  the  suitor,  whom  my  hero  chose 
For  bright  Acanthi }  Favoured  by  the  gods, 
Tbemistocles  in  ev'ry  action  proves 
He  cannot  err."    Acanthi  hears,  and  pres^*d 
By  duty's  hisunnountable  control, 
Aw'd  by  Eudora*s  majesty  austere. 
Resolves  to  meet  him  with  becoming  grace. 
But  of  his  virtue  nudie  one  trial  more. 

The  Delphian  priest  and  Haliartus  quit 
Their  chanots ;  them  Tlmoxenus  receives 
To  his  jich  mansion  and  a  sumptuous  board. 
Eudora  there,  with  curious  eyes  and  voice» 
Explores  and  Questions  oft  the  Carian  brave. 
His  Delphian  niend,  obsenring>  in  these  words 
Besought  him :  "  O,  distingunhM  by  the  gods ! 
Who  have  in  thee  their  care  of  virtue  showo. 
Since  from  Euboea  thou  must  soon  depart. 
Lose  not  the  pi«sent  hour.    ITiese  matchless  dame^ 
Must  hear  thy  wondrous  narrative  at  large; 
For  singular  thy  fortunes  with  events 
Are  interwoven  to  delight  the  ear, 
Affsct  the  heart,  and  win  th*  applauding  tongue  $ 
That  all  may  honour  thy  desert  supreme 
like  me,  so  much  thy  debtor."    Straight  complies 
The  modest  Carian;  listening  silence  reigns. 

In  native  windings  from  his  Lydian  fount 
As  various  flowed  Mseander,  here  along 
A  levQl  champaign,  daisy-painted  meads^ 
Or  golden  fields  of  Ceres,  here  through  woocU 
In  green  arcades  pitjjticting  o'er  his  Wiks, 
There  shqt  in  rock,  which  irritates  the  stream, 
Here  by  low  hamlets^  there  by  stately  towns, 
Till  he  attained  the  rich  Magnesian  seat; 
Thence  with  augmented  fiime  and  prouder  floods 
Roll*d  down  his  plenteous  tribute  to  the  main : 
So  through  the  mazes  of  his  fortune  winds 
In  artless  eloquence  th'  expressive  straifi 
Of  Haliartus,  from  his  peasant  state 
To  scenes  heroic    Humble  still  in  mind, 
Compeird  to  fo1k>w  truth's  historic  clue. 
He  ends  ip  glory,  which  his  blushes  grace; 
Nor  less  they  grace  these  frank  and  manly  words. 
Which  to  Acanthi  singly  he  directs : 

*'  Such  as  I  am,  thou  elevated  fair« 
Who  hast  Eubcea's  liberty  restor'd. 
Her  grateful  offHings  to  thy  feet  I  bring ; 
With  them  an  humble  suppliant  to  thy  smile. 
That  he  may  rank  thy  soldier,  in  thy  name 
His  own  distinguish,  and,  achieving  well 
The  task  by  great  Tbemistocles  impos'd. 
Deserve  Acanthi*s  favour."    She  replies 
With  virtuous  art:  '*  Can  soldiers  uever, know 
Satiety  of  fame  ?  must  her  career 
Be  still  betdnniuK.  never  be  complete  ? 
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But,  wert  thou  flkirer  ttktA  the  t^aphian  quaen^ 
la  each  excellkig  art  like  Pallas  skiir4. 
Her  paragon  in  wisdom,  thy  request 
Should  thus  be  answered  from  a  bleeding  heart : 
To  my  perfbrniance  of  the  trust  repos'd 
The  only  bat  is  fete.'*    AstOnish'd  ga2*tl 
Timoxenus;  nor  knew  the  timid  sire 
Tbat  his  AoAnth^'s  breast  then  first  oonceW'd 
A  spark  of  passion,  but  a  spark  dirine, 
Such  as  for  heroes  goddesses  have  felt; 
As  Thetis  gtow'd  for  PeleUs.    Thus  the  fitir : 
"  O,  most  deserving  of  that  hero's  choice, 
IV)  which  alone  Acanthi  left  her  fate ! 
Weigh'd  in  the  balance,  nor  deficient  frand, 
tliou  more  than  worthy  of  a  hand  like  mine  1 
Go,  but  retnm ;  trinntphantly  return 
Lord  of  Acanthi ;  of  my  truth  onchang*d 
Accept  this  pledge.*'    She  gave,  he  kiss'd  her  hand. 
Eudora's  vestment,  while  the  iolemn  scene 
Her  looks  approved,  with  fervent  lips  he  touch'd ; 
Then,  dasping  glad  Timoxenus,  retired 
f  o  heist  bis  canvass  in  the  tnorning  gale. 


^OOK  XX. 

Am  April  Jtephyr,  with  reviving  sweets 

From  gay  Euboea'is  myrtle-bonler'd  meads, 

Perliimes  his  breath,  scarce  rufl^ing  in  his  coiMe 

iTie  pearly  robe  of  Motn.     A  ready  skiff 

The  Carian  hero  mounts ;  the  gale,  though  soft. 

To  him  is  adveise.    From  a  rapid  keel 

Of  Oreus,  lo  1  Srdinus  lifts  a  sign 

Of  salnUtion.     Htliartus  joins 

The  faithful  m4n,  and  joyftiUy  relates 

Dis  acquisition  of  Acanthi's  hand. 

To  good  Sicinus  gratefnl  sounds  the  tale, 

Who  thus  replies:  •*  To  Athens  I  proceed. 

Ko  sooner  march'd  the  warriors  to  their  homes, 

iThAn,  disengaged  fi[t)m  public  care,  my  lord 

Addressed  me  thus:  *  Sicinus,  ^read  the  sail) 

To  Athens  Ay ;  my  wife  and  ofigpring  waft 

To  my  embraces  \  that,  while  gtmtle  rest 

itemits  the  labours  of  my  limbs  disarmed, 

1  with  Timothea,  she  with  me,  may  share 

The  past  success,  and  taste  of  present  joy.' 

*rhee^  Haliartus,  she  esteems;  thy  fame, 

Exploits,  and  fortune,  will  augment  her  bliMk 

But  of  this  friendly  gale  a  moment  more 

I  must  not  lose."     His  vessel  sails  along; 

*rbe  other  slowly  w'lth  laborious  strokes 

Of  oars  <ioiitends  fer  passage,  till  broad  noon 

Flames  on  the  UurellM  poops  and  colours  gay 

Of  Athens  and  TrdPzene ;  on  whose  decks, 

Emblaz'd  with  spoils  and  trophies,  Pheebus  pours 

His  whole  effulgences     Back  to  Attic  strands 

They  steer  in  view.    To  fifes  and  trumpets  clear 

From  ev'ry  vessel  in  a  blended  sound 

Reply  the  concave  shores.    Now  sudden  shifts 

The  wind,  and  checks  their  progress ;  but  permits 


To  Aristides,  an^  the  «eii()a'rm^  ion 

Of  Neocles  united,  touch'd  the  tyre 

With  melody,  rejoicing  at  their  names. 

The  Attic  warrior?  throog'd  the  silent  dects. 

The  shrouds,  ani-yards.   Attention  clos'd  their  lips 

Their  minds  were  open*d»     Musical  and  leam'd, 

Minerva's  chosen  people  had  been  wont 

To  hear  his  numbers  in  the  tragic  scene. 

Sententious  weight  of  poesy  combin'd 

With  music*s  powerful  apell,  there  tam*d  the  rude, 

Abash'd  the  vicious,  and  the  good  refin'd. 

«*  Oh !  Artemisia,"  llaliartus  sigh'd. 
While  at  the  strain  his  progress  he  delay'd, 
**  How  canst  thon  splendid  vassalage  prefblr 
Tn  barb'rotts  climes,  the  residence  of  staves. 
To  Greece,  the  land  of  freedom,,  arts,  and  arras, 
The  legislator's  and  the  hero's  seat. 
The  guardian  pure  of  equity  and  laws. 
The  nurse  of  orphans  helpless  and  oppvesiM, 
Of  all,  whom  Phoebus  and  the  Muses  lift 
Above \he  rank  of  mortals!  Greece,  I  owt» 
More  than  my  birth  and  being  to  thy  lons^ 
My  sentiments  I  owe.    Adopted  child. 
For  thee  my  better  parait  now  I  go 
To  hazard  all  in  voluntary  zeal, 
Ev*n  the  possession  of  Acanthi*s  charms." 

On  Atalanta's  sea-beat  verge  he  lands ; 
Swift  he  collects  his  peasant  weeds,  the  crook. 
The  pipe,  and  script,  thus  musing:  **  Ancteot  garb) 
Thou  dost  remhid  me  of  Oilcus  good. 
Dost  summon  all  my  gratitude  to  prove^ 
That  he,  who  benefits  receives,  and  fbels 
A  grateful  sense,  is  happy."     Fkt>m  his  aid^ 
Hia  arm,  and  temples,  he  ungirds  the  sword. 
The  shield  releases,  and  unclasps  the  helm  ; 
These  he  commits,  Sophronia,  to  thy  care. 
Spouse  of  Leonteus,  mother  of  the  race 
Oilean.    Them,  in  tenderness  embraced. 
He  leaves  with  blessings,  re-embarki  and  prints 
His  bounding  feet  on  Locrts.     Hermes  thus 
In  shepherd's  weeds  his  deity  conceal'd. 
By  Jove's  appointment  on  the  dow'ry  meads 
Of  Inachus  flighting  ;  where  be  stole 
On  watchful  Argus,  and,  his  hundred  eyes 
Eluding,  rescued  from  her  bestial  form 
Afflicted  lo.     Like  the  mduntain  roe 
The  son  of  Lygdamis  in  speed  excelled ; 
He,  had  he  run  for  Atalanta's  love. 
Would  have  rgected  Cytherea*s  aid. 
Nor,  of  her  swiftness  to  beguile  the  feir. 
Before  her  steps  the  golden  apples  thrown. 

He  quits  the  shore  impatient;  on  he  flies 
Unquestion'd,  rank'd  among  the  locriati  hindit. 
All  Persian  subjects  now.     A  midnight  course 
To  (Eta's  well-known  mountains  he  prefers 
Through  winding  vallies,  sprinkled  with  bis  tears 
In  memory  of  past  events.    He  finds 
The  track  to  Mycon's  hut ;  that  goatherd  bc^ars 
The  sound  of  footsteps  through  the  momini^  dew  | 
He  sees,  he  flies  to  B^eKboros,  clings 
Around  his  nock.    The  seeming  shepherd  thus : 
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The  fiuM  he  Tisiti.    neasM,  Metissa  greets 
The  gentle  Persian,  who  delights  to  speak 
Of  Aristides  righteons  and  humane. 
Of  Medon's  valour  on  Psyttalia's  isle. 
Who  inade  Masistius  captive.    Thus  at  times 
The  tedious  winter's  melancholy  hours 
She  soothM ;  deprived  of  thee,  superior  swain, 
M  times  conven'd  with  Mycon.    She  hath  tan*d 
My  pipe  to  music,  purify'd  my  tongue, 
Befin*d  its  langoage,  and  my  soul  edarg'd. 
Despairing  never  of  the  public  weal, 
TV)  Aristides,  virtuous  guardian  pow'r 
Of  Greece,  she  strikes  her  celebrating  chords**' 
"  So  will  she,  Mycen,  to  the  conqu'ring  son 
Of  Neocles,  our  second  guardian  pow'r,'* 
Oies  Haliartus;  "  but  too  long  1  wait 
To  hail  my  holy  mistress."—"  She,"  rgoihs 
The  swam,  **  hath  left  this  mounUin.    Forty  days, 
Since  I  beheld  Masistius,  are  elaps'd ; 
ffis  welcome  hand  before  Melissa  plac'd 
A  woman,  rather  deity  in  form ; 
The  boary  temple  with  her  beauty  seemM 
Illnmin*d ;  regal  was  her  state;  her  spouse, 
The  yoathfu)  king  of  Macedon,  was  by. 
She,  in  Melissa's  presence,  cast  aside 
Hier  majesty;  a  suppliant  in  these  words, 
Whose  strong  impression  I  retain,  she  spake : 
*  Most  gracious,  leam'd,  and  prudent  of  thy  rank, 
In  Greece  the  highest,  I,  in  Delphi  bom, 
Phcebseafi  Timon's  child,  a  pious  suit 
Both  in  my  fiither*s  and  Apollo's  name 
To  thee  prefer.    Trachiniz's  neighb'ring  walls 
Contain  the  object  of  my  tend 'rest  care, 
Smdauce,  thither  from  Ematian  bounds 
For  help  conrey*d.    Masistius  will  conflrm, 
Whate'cr  I  utter  in  Sandauce*s  praise. 
Her  virtues  more  than  equal  her  estate 
Of  princess,  Xerxes*  sister;  but  her  woes 
Ainost  exceed  her  virtues.    Nature  droops 
Beneath  its  burdeu,  sickness  wastes  her  youth, 
BesisU  all  med'cine,  while  her  feeble  frame 
To  dissolution  verges.    O,  beloved 
By  ev*ry  Muse  illumining  thy  mind 
With  cv'ry  science,  holy  woman,  fam'd 
Among  these  natioos  for  benignant  deeds, 
Voochsafe,  descending  from  thy  pure  abode. 
To  grant  thy  healing  aid.'    Masistius  then: 

•This  ii  the  princess,  who  her  husband  saw 
Sbin  at  bcr  feet,  her  infants  doom'd  to  death 
By  Eupin  autides ;  never  sin^e  that  day 
The  wound  inflicted,  on  her  gentle  heart 
Admitted  cure.'    The  chariUble  suit 
Prevaitd,  and  soon  Trachinix's  gates  received 
The  priestess  borne  in  Amarantha's  car.** 
Here  Halmrtns :  "  Hast  thou  never  seen, 
Among  the  Persians  who  frequent  this  hill, 
A  yoath  in  rosy  vigour,  by  the  name 
Of  Aitamanes  known  ?" — "  1  have,'*  returns 
The  goatherd ;  **  he  with  Amarantha  came ; 
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Yon  fh>th  of  torrents  in  their  stony  beds. 

Yon  shagged  rocks,  and  that  disastrous  pats 

Beneath  us ;  whence  bartiarian  nnmbeis  huge 

O^erwhelm'd  Thermopyle.    But  first  accept 

RefVeshment**    Under  hairy  boughs  of  pmies 

A  rustic  board  he  piles  with  oaten  loaves, 

Dry'd  fWiH^  and  chesnuts;  bubblmgnigh,  a  spring 

Supplies  their  bev'rage.     Here  tfa'  Illustrious  son 

Of  Lygdamis  recounts  a  cqpious  tale 

To  wondering  Mycon ;  but  his  bitth  conceals, 

And  cousanguhiity  with  Carta's  queen. 

He  stops  to  note  the  narrow  passage  thtongM 
WUh  laden  mules  and  camels.    Mycon  then : 

*<  These  are  thy  constant  spectacle;  his  best 
Mardonius  now  assembles.    He  transports, 
Alpenus,  3ronder  Locrian  town,  receives 
The  gather'd  produce  of  Tbessalia's  fields ; 
Nicsea*s  fort  contains  an  equal  store. 
Preparatives  for  war." — "  Where  lies  the  camp*>» 
The  Carian  questions.    *<  On  the  Malian  plain, 
Which  (Eta's  cliflb  command,**  the  swain  reply'd. 
New  tents  on  clear  Spercheos  daily  rise 
Of  Persians  banded  from  their  winter  holds ; 
Thou  Shalt  behold  them ;  follow.**    Both  proceed 
Along  the  green  expanse  Melissa  lov'd; 
Where  genial  spring  had  formed  of  tufted  shrubs 
A  fiorid  cincture  to  the  lucid  pool 
Behind  the  dome,  inviolable  seat 
Of  all  the  Muses.    Thence  harmonious  nymphs 
Part  of  Melissa's  ministerial  choir, 
Left  in  their  f\inction,  with  mellifluent  voice 
To  harps  in  cadence  true  enchant  the  soul 
Of  Haliartus,  doubly  charm'd  to  hear, 
Leonidas  the  theme.    With  numbers  sweet 
His  praise  inwoven  by  Melissa's  skill. 
Was  their  diurnal  song.     But  sorrow  soon 
Invades  a  breast,  where  gratitude  presides^ 
The  time  and  place  to  Haliartus  rise, 
Where  he  and  Medon  took  their  last  farewell 
Of  that  devoted  hero.     In  a  sigh 
The  Carian  thus :  "  O  well-remember*d  scene 
Once  to  these  eyes  delectableJ  Thy  flow'rs 
Have  lost  their  odour;  thy  crystalline  pool 
Is  dull  in  aspect  to  my  sad'ning  sight ; 
You  cannot  soothe,  melodious  maids,  the  pain 
Of  recollection,  starting  at  the  name 
Your  measures  sound.    Beneath  yon  solemn  beech 
Regret  sits  weeping;  Lacedssmon's  king 
There  of  terrestrial  music  heard  the  last 
From  .Sschylds,  the  last  of  banquets  shar*d 
With  good  Oileus'  daughter.''    Mycon  here : 

^'  Suppress  this  grief;  the  priestess  has  forbid 
All  lamentation  fpr  that  hero's  fate, 
Who  died  so  glorious.     Follow  to  the  clHf." 

They  soon  attain  a  high  projecting  point. 
When  Haliartus  in  a  sec^ond  sigh  : 

**  Here  stood  Melissa ;  from  her  sacred  lips 
The  queen  of  Caria  hence  endur'd  reproof; 
Hence  did  the  great  Leonidas  explore 
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Each  Tital  p»w*r  throaglumt  the  rtifTnuig  Umbsy 

Which  ctill  retain  their  posture ;  rigid  thus 

Is  Haliartus ;  riveted  to  earth 

He  seems,  nor  utters  sound,  nor  breathes,  nor  moret 

His  ghastly  eyeballs.    Now,  when  Myoon  thrice 

His  name  repeated,  briefly  be  replies : 

"  I  am  b^amb*d — Conduct  me  to  a  cell 
Where  I  may  slumber— Tend  thy  herd— Expect 
Me  at  thy  home."    A  mossy  cave  is  nigh ; 
There  Mycon  leaves  him.     Haliartus  stays. 
Not  slumb*ring,  but,  when  Mycon  is  remote. 
Darts  from  the  shelter,  traverses  a  wood, 
Descends  a  orag,  which  bounds  the  upper  straits. 
Thence  winds  his  rapid  journey  to  the  cross. 
Which  stands  a  witness  of  baibaric  rage. 
His  ardent  zeal  to  free  those  honour'd  bones 
Admits  no  pause.    The  midnight  watch  is  past; 
Importunate  and  hateful,  birds  obscene 
Are  gathered  round ;  disturbed,  their  grating  shrieks 
They  mix,  and  clatter  their  ill-pmen*d  wings. 
A  stationM  guard  is  rous'd ;  res^ess  force 
Surrounds  the  Carian,  seizes,  leads  him  bound 
Before  the  chieftain  of  a  camp  advanoM. 
He,  at  the  sight  of  Haliartus  charged 
With  guilt,  whose  punishme|>t  is  death,  commands 
Th'  accusing  soldiers  to  retire,  and  thus : 

'*  Alas !  hath  sorrow  so  impaired  the  hue 
Of  Artamanes,  that  oblivion  masks 
His  face  from  Haliartus.    Thee  I  know. 
Thee  Melibceus  once,  benignant  swain. 
My  comforter  in  bondage,  when  we  ploughed 
The  Grecian  seas  in  Delphian  Ttmoa'p  bark* 
Was  not  I  present,  when  the  genuine  seed 
Of  Lygdamis  in  thee  Aroncess  trac'd  ? 
But,  O !  illustrious  brother  of  a  que^ 
Ador'd  in  Asia,  what  disastrous  star 
Thy  midnight  steps  misguided,  to  incur 
The  king*s  immuUble  decree  of  death  > 
Thy  bold  attempt  was  virtuous,  but  his  will 
Hath  made  thy  virtue  criminal.    Thy  head 
At  his  own  peril  Artamanes  still 
Shall  gu^rd ;  thy  liberty  accept ;  mvself 
Will  be  thy  guide  to  safety."—"  Ah  r  replies 
The  generous  son  of  Lygdamis,  and  cl^sp^ 
The  meritorious  Persian,  *'  I  perceive 
Still  unimpaired  thy  virtues ;  but  receive 
Thy  noble  proffer  back.    For  my  behoof 
Not  with  its  shadow  danger  shall  approach 
My  friend;  thy  prisoner  let  me  rest  till  mom. 
A  lib'rd  garb  is  all  the  boon  I  crave, 
Then  to  Mardonius  lead  me ;  tell  my  crime. 
No  grace  solicit;  who  I  am,  conceal." 

In  tears,  replied  the  satrap :  **  Then  thou  diest; 
The  royal  edict  cannot  be  controird.^* 

**  It  can,^*  returned  the  Carian ;  "  reft  9S8ur*d, 
My  preservation  in  myself  I  bear. 
Oh  !  that  with  equal  certainty  my  pow'r 
Might  from  thy  bosom  chase  that  inmate  new, 
Whatever  it  he,  which  violates  thy  peace. 
Thy  eariy  youth  disfigures,  and  consumes 
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The  object,  onoe  potgesBiog  er'ry  charm 

Exterior,  still  each  beauty  of  the  soul. 

By  malady  hxmrable  devour'd 

Prom  day  to  day  is  hast'ning  to  the  tomb. 

Oh  !  Ifing  deplor'd  Sandauce;  thee  my  steps 

Shall  follow  close — ^My  passion  is  unknown 

To  her;  peculiar  was  her  state  and  mme, 

Too  delicate  at  first  for  me  to  speak. 

For  her  to  hear.    My  hopes  malignant  time 

Hath  wasted  since,  my  health  in  her  decay. 

But  while  my  heart  is  ble^ing  for  my  love. 

The  sluice  gnrows  wider,  and  to  friendship  pours 

A  stream  enlarged.    Thy  danger— Ah !  permit. 

That  I  reveal  thy  origin  and  rank ; 

Thy  sister*s  name  can  shake  the  king's  decree." 

**  No,  Artamanes,  by  th*  immortal  gods,** 
Rejoins  the  Carian;  "  of  my  just  ^ttiempl, 
I,  if  succeeding,  all  ^e  ipept  kn^ew. 
If  taken,  knew  mF  ransonu    But  the  start. 
Half  through  their  circles  run,  suggest  repoaer 
May  grief-assuaging  heayiness  of  sleep 
Embalm  thy  eyeli£,  and  like  mine  th^  breast 
Feel  no  disquiet ;  mayst  thou  rise  agam» 
Saluting  hope,  the  harbmger  of  peace." 

StretchM  on  a  carpet  Haliartus  slept ; 
Not  so  the  troubled  Persian,  long  disus*d 
To  lenient  rest    Before  the  dawn  he  roae  ; 
Among  the  Greek  auxiliars  he  procur'd 
Apparel  fair  of  Greece.    His  Carian  guM^ 
Attired  he  guided  o'er  the  Malian  beach. 
To  that  august  pavilion,  which  contaiu'd 
The  royal  person  once,  Mardonius  now 
In  all  the  state  of  Xerxes,  save  the  crown. 

Thus  Artamanes:  "  See  a  hapless  mmn. 
Who  hath  attempted  to  remove  the  corse 
Of  Sparta's  king." — "  That  h^less  mjMi  most  dift' 
Returns  the  gen'ral ;  **  Xerxes  so  ordain'd. 
Not  I.    Then  absent  on  a  charge  remote, 
Mardonius  knew  not,  nor  approvM  when  knoiwii, 
Th*  iqdignity  that  noble  corse  sustain'd.*' 

To  him  the  Carian :  **  Mindarus  to  death. 
With  hecatombs  of  nobles  thou  decreest. 
Who  in  Euboea  will  appease  my  gbost" 

"  Ha !  who  art  thou?"  in  agitatioii  spake 
The  satrap.    '*  Guard,  bid  Lamachus  approach, 
Our  visitor  so  recent  from  that  isle." 

He  was  not  far;  the  son  of  Gobryas  thus 
Address'd  him  entering :  "  Note  that  stranger  well. 
Why  dost  thou  start?" — "  Themistocles  can  boast 
No  bolder  warrior,"  Lamachus  exclaim'd  ; 
"  I  was  his  captive  in  th'  Orean  fight" 

Again  the  C^arian :  '*  Truth  for  once  be  speaks ; 
I  dragg'd  him  bound  my  captive  on  thstt  fi^  ; 
Ariobarzanes  felt  me ;  further  learn. 
By  me  the  savage  Demonax  was  slaip. 
But  to  have  rescuM  from  inhuman  wron; 
The  mortal  part  of  that  transp^ndent  man. 
Who  liying  shook  ^1  Asia  with  dismay. 
Had  been  my  proudest  boast; "    Mardonius  then : 

"  By  Horomaz^,  I  adniire  and  proe 
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Hieiiiiftodeially;  bimtetfrniyiiaine. 
But  PeniA*s  boaiity  shall  etceed  his  price. 
Tllis  if  bis  Attic  arrogance  rejects, 
Tell  bim,  Ifardooitis,  who  dttdains  a  war 
Of  oars  and  sails,  the  dubioos  ocean*s  sport. 
Win  give  bim  battle  on  the  plains  of  Thebes'.'* 

Though  Artamanes  joyfully  beholds 
W»  friend  in  safety,  with  a  tremblhig  step 
IVacbiniflrs  gates  he  panes  to  the  nwf. 
Which  holds  Sandauc^    Ent'ring,  he  peroeites 
Melissiu    She,  transported  at  the  sight 
Of Haliart(is,thns began:  <*0 friend! 
Dear  to  my  sire,  to  all  th'  Oilean  house, 
What  unexpected  ecstasy  were  mnie 
At  t&y  appearance,  if— Ah !  Persian  lord, 
Sindaac^  sweet  Sandauci,  jrields  to  fate< 
Her  dying  lips  on  Artamanes  call ; 
Soft  gratitude  o'erflows  her  gentle  breast; 
Her  vish  is  esger,  ere  she  breathe  her  last. 
To  ite  her  friend  and  guardian."    Ending  hefe, 
She  moves  befDre  him ;  with  unstable  feet, 
With  other  prompters,  anguish  and  despair. 
He  follows.    Pallid  on  her  monmfbl  oooch 
Theprince»Ue«;  her  infimts  weep  around } 
Bright  Amanmtha  in  disorder'd  giirb, 
UiiloQsenM  hair,  and  frantic  with  distress, 
Stands  nigh.    The  graces  sadden  on  her  Ikoot; 
Her  beanteous  eyes  i  gtishing  torrent  pour 
like  overswellrog  fountains,  once  serene. 
The  lucid  mimnvto  encirclhig  fiow'rs, 
Now  troubled  by  a  storm,  which  levels  round 
The  growtlr  of  shade,  and  scatten  on  their  hce 
Vpnxited  shrubs  In  bloom.    Her  languid  lips 
^  length  unclosing,  thus  Sandauc^  spake : 

**  Omniscient  God  of  nature!  let  me  lift 
Mf  foi<»  appealing.    When  before  me  lay 
Antucttts  shuigtiter'd,  when  these  babes,  condemn*d 
^y  cmel  rHes,  to  sacrifice  were  led, 
Did  not  the  creature  of  thy  tend'rest  mould 
P«el  as  a  wifc^  a  mother,  and  receive 
A  careless  wound  ?  Thy  providence  upraisM 
A kiDdnrotector  through  my  lengthened  walks 
Of  grief,  till  now  they  termmate  in  death, 
"to  ills  generous  purity  of  care, 
AiBduoas,  kind  and  pious,  time  hath  raisM 
Within  my  breast  a  secret,  soft  return, 
Wasthisanerronr?  Hath  my  heart  abns*d 
TheieoiibiUtT,  thou  gav^st?  Alone 
Art  thou  my  judge.    Creator,  I  obey ; 
^nre  thy  awful  presence  thou  dost  clill 
JJ**tnc^8  y«mth ;  nnconsdoos  of  a  crime, 
«y  debt  avow'd  of  gratitude  I  pay 
^  this  confemion  of  my  fleeting  breath." 
To  Artamanes.    "  O!  illustrious  youth, 
^*^Koie  in  rank,  ia  virtue  still  mora  high, 
'■7  eve  oQotinne  to  these  orphan  babes.'' 

She  ceas'd,  and  speechless  on  her  pillow  sunt. 
'^^UDour'd  Persian  instant  on  the  floor 
^^*d,  tike  a  stony  mass^  which  inward  throes 
"[«rth  convulsive  from  a  cliff  di^johis  ^ 
r^  monument  of  ruin  on  the  beach: 
jnuBoveable  it  lies.    Melissa  calls 
IJaHaliartas;  suddenly  he  bean 
^haplev  youth,  famnimate  and  cold, 
•otnsdjoinmg chamber.    There oiitstfeteh*d» 
»wd  to  sense  by  kind,  unwearied  seal 
"^liwttti,  aU  the  night  he  roani'd 
"r«l^  ~d  deKrinm?*  labyrinths  tai  morn ; 
whtti,lo!  MeUssa:  «<  Gomfort  thee,"  she  said, 
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Discharged,  hath  rendered,  to  ihe  powers  of  life 
Exertion  less  confined,  rekindling  hope 
Of  restoration.     Stf  th*  all-ruling  gods 
Vicissitude  to  nature  have  decreed ; 
The  mind,  the  body  languishes  to  day. 

Revives  to  morrow" Interrupting  came 

Mardonius  thus :  **  What  tidm^  hate  I  heard 

Of  A^t«nanes  and  the  princess  dead 

By  malady  most  rare,  a  mutual  flame 

Too  long  concealed  ?  Bvtt  ent'rhig  I  received 

A  milder  tale ;  they  live.    Thou  holy  Greek  ! 

Employ  thy  science ;  save  a  lovely  dame, 

Though  Persian  bom ;  in  him  prewrve  my  friend; 

Mardonius,  long  thy  country's  ibe,  to  thee 

Will  ne'er  be  hostile.    To  Sandauc^  go. 

Say  from  my  lips,  and,  Artamanes,  hear. 

The  flow*r  of  nobles,  Xerxes,  shall  not  lose 

Through  disappointed  passion  ;  were  my  friend 

ham  than  he  is,  among  the  satraps  least. 

At  my  enforcement  shall  the  king  unite 

Their  nuptial  hands.  Now  rouse  thee,  galHmt  youth. 

Not  long  thy  general  from  his  side  Am  spare 

Thy  worth  approvM.     Masistius  is  remote ; 

In  virtue  rich  beyond  a  nfortal's  share. 

But  to  tliat  virtne  never  yielding  rest. 

He  for  a  thne  on  high  adventure  bent 

Hath  left  me;  thou  his  vacant  place  must  iUi" 

The  son  of  Gobrjras  to  his  tent  returns. 


BOOK  XXL 

SivV  days  were  past,  when  Lamachus  appeared 

Before  Mardonius.    "  Mighty  chief,e*  he  said, 

*'  I  hasted  to  Themistocles,  and  spoke 

Thy  friendly  words.    His  answer  first  imply*d 

No  more,  than  cold  acceptance  of  the  terms 

For  Mindarus.    At  length  two  hundred,  primes 

Of  all  his  numerous  captives,  he  nleas*d ; 

His  minister,  Sicious,  in  the  sbip, 

Which  landed  me,  detains  them  near  the  port, 

Till  Haliarttii,  wad  the  promised  gold 

Are  lodg'd  on  board.    Themistocles  himself 

Was  bonnd  to  Athens  with  his  menial  train. 

His  wife  and  race.    We  parted  on  the  sho^. 

To  me,  repeating  in  a  whispered  tone 

Thy  profilers  large,  he  scornful  thus  replyed  t 

<  The  spoils  of  Asia  will  exceed  her  gifts.' 

Then  loud  thy  brave  defiance  1  pronounc'd. 

He  with  redoubled  arrogance  thus  brief: 

*  Rouse  thy  new  master;  else  the  plains  of  Thebes 

I  may  attain  before  him'.**    Fir'd  with  rage 

Mardonius  here :  **  If  Athenft  do  not  send 

By  Alexander's  mouth  submission  low. 

She  shall  become  the  spoil  of  Asian  fl 

Themistocles  spectator  of  the  blaze. 

Be  swift;  yon  Greek  for  Mindarus  exchange ; 

Two  hundred  talents  promised  shall  be  paid ; 

These  ransom'd  warriors  I  appoint  my  guard ; 

Brave  Mmdarua  their^ captam. 'e    Stern  he  ends ; 

In  open  fight  th^  Athenian  to  confiront 

Magnanigoous  he  bums «  bis  heated  soul 

Yields  to  delusion  of  that  subtle  chief. 

Wise  like  the  serpent  gliding  through  a  brtke^ 

When  his  empoison'd  jaws  in  silence  steal 

On  some  incautious  woodman,  who,  on  toil 

Intent,  exerts  his  brawnv  strength,  nor  deemt 

A  foe  is  nigh,  nor  hears  nim,  nor  perceives, 

TUl  lore  the  dettb-isflictiog  wound  be  f«e|«.  ^T^ 
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A  summoas  svift  lor  embarkation  flies 
To  Haliartus.    With  regret  he  leaves 
Dear  friends,  but  dearer  his  AcaDth^*s  love, 
More  prevalent  his  constant  zeal  for  Greece 
Connbine  to  soothe  his  paiu.    They  wing  his  speed 
To  good  Sicinus,  who,  the  ransom'd  train 
Discharging,  tow'rds  Eubcea  steers  the  keel 
With  Persian  treasure  fraught   The  evening  closed. 
When  by  a  hasty  mandate  to  the  son 
Of  Oobtyas,  Lamacbus  was  call'd.    The  chief 
Tn  perturbation  of  indignant  wrath 
Was  striding  o'er  the  carpet,  which  bespread 
His  rich  pavilion's  floor.     His  v^rds  were  these : 

"  The  Macedonian  king  is  just  arriv'd 
From  Athens}  I  have  seen  him.    Dost  thou  know, 
That  supercilious  populace  haUi  spum'd 
My  condescension,  menaced  ev'n  a  prince, 
Their  host,  for  proffering  kindness  in  my  name. 
Such  my  reward.    To  all  th*  Ionian  Greeks, 
The  seed  of  Athens,  I,  when  victor,  left 
Their  democratic  rule  and  lawS  unchang*d ; 
But  I  will  cut  all  freedom  by  the  roots 
From  man's  ungrateful  race.*'    The  wily  Greek 
Insinuating  fram'd  this  brief  rqply : 

**  Perhaps  the  name  of  Xerxes  may  oflend 
Th'  Athenian  tribes.     Might  Europe  once  behold 
The  son  of  Gobryas  thron'd,  then"—-"  Ha  !  pro- 
Mardomus  answer'd.     Lamacbus  again  :     [ce^," 

*'  Doth  not  all  £g3rpt,  doth  not  Ijbya's  clime, 
With  Asia  vast,  afford  redundant  sway 
To  gratify  one  monarch  ?  First  of  men, 
Why  may  not  Thrace,  with  Macedonia's  realm, 
Thessalia,  Greece,  whatever  tliy  mighty  arm 
Shall  rend  by  conquest  from  the  western  world, 
Become  thy  prize  i  They  willing  might  accept 
A  sov'reign  like  Mardonius.    ^ry  their  choice." 

"  Away!'*  Mardonius  spake;  and frownihg bade 
The  Greek  retire.    Now  lefl  alone  he  mus'd. 
Thus  questioning  his  heart :  *^  Aspiring  thoughts. 
Do  ye  awaken  at  the  cozening  touch 
Of  this  vile  tempter?  Honour,  while  my  ear 
Detests  th'  advisej*,  fortify  my  breast 
Against  th'  advice — FAOugh — Moce  swifUy  drive. 
Dull  Night,  thy  sooty  wheels ;  come,  active  Mora, 
Then  to  the  field,  Mardonius.    Conquer  now; 
Deliberate  hereafter  on  the  ^x)iL 
But  thou  may'st  perish— perish,  and  |he  gifts 
Of  fortune  change  to  everlasting  fame." 

A  sudden  trumpet  strikes  his  ear;  be  sees 
Masistius  nigh.    So  breaks  the  polar  star 
Through  night's  unravMing  canopy  of  clouds 
On  some  bewilder'd  sailor,  to  correct 
His  erring  course.    Amidst  a  warm  embrace 
Began  Mardonius :  "  O,  in  season  come. 
Thou  more  than  half  myself !  my  strength  decays, 
My  talents  languish,  ev*n  my  honour  sleeps, 
When  thou  art  far.'*    Masistius  calm  replies: 

"  I  have  compos'd  Pallene's  late  revolt 
Through  all  the  district;  Potidsea's  walls 
Akme  resisted ;  from  whose  small  domain 
O^Arflow'd  hv  tides  the  armv  I  withdrew. 


Resume  thy  native  manliness,  O  chief. 
Whose  loyal  faith  the  mightiest  kipg  entrusts 
With  all  his  pow'r  and  splendour,  save  th^  crova. 
Prepare  to  pass  Thermopylae  and  bring 
Our  labours  to  decfsion."    Gobryas'  son 
Compares  the  language  of  his  spotless  friend 
With  his  own  devious  thoughts,  and  turns  aside 
In  blushing  silence ;  but,  recover 'd,  sends 
Uis  mandate  forth  to  march  by  rising  dawn. 

Not  with  a  less  commotion  in  his  soul 
From  different  cares  £mathia's  prince  resorts 
To  Amarantha.    On  her  beauteousvoeck 
In  conjugal  affection,  yet  in  gcief 
Unutterable,  long  he  hangs.     "  Alas ! 
My  lord,"  she  said,  "  though  eariy  I  pretagM 
Thy  embassy  abortive,  hath  it  prov'd 
Disastrous?" — "  Yes,"  her  agonizing  spouse 
RetumM ;  "  what  more  disastrous  than  reproack 
Among  the  old,  hereditary  friends 
Of  my  forefethers !  Amarantha,  lend 
Attention ;  amply  shall  my  tongue  raUtia . 
Events  impress'd  too  deeply  on  my  heart 
I  went  to  Athens  ;  Aristides  call'd 
Her  various  tribes ;  the  image  of  a  god 
Was  he  presiding.     Innoeent,  at  lea^ 
Intentionally  guiltless,  I  began ; 
Good  will  to  Athens  prompted  ev'ry  word  : 

**  *  Impow'r'd  by  Xerxesi,  thus  Mardonius  greets 
You,  men  of  Athens.    Repossess  your  soil. 
Enlarged  dominion  from  the  royal  band 
Ask  and  obtain ;  be  govem'd  by  your  lavs ; 
The  son  of  Gobryas  will  rebuild  your  &iiet ; 
Accept  the  king's  alliance,  and  be  firee 
With  added  strength  and  aplendoos.     Me  receWe, 
Illustrious  people,  oflSq^uring  of  the  soil 
Which  you  inhabit    Not  a  guest  unlmQwa 
In  Athens,  I,  your  Macedonian  host. 
Of  warm,  unchang'd  affection  to  your  state, 
Salvation  bring,  prosperity,  and  peace. 
Reflect,,  what  numbers  of  subjected  Greeks, 
Some  ancient  foes  to  Athens,  others-friends, 
But  now  constraint,  with  Xerxes  are  aUy'd. 
The  small  remainder  unsubdu'd  consult 
Their  own  defence.    Are  Spaitaas  in  tlie  (Md? 
Your  produce,  indefotigable  race. 
Your  new-built  mansions  to  a  second  waste 
Of  flanpies,  your  wives,  yo«r  progeny,  tbey  leave 
To  want  and  rapine.    Singly  can  yon  foca 
Half  Greece,  all  Asia,  leagu'd  against  3ronr  weal  V 

"  Oh  I  Amarantha,  frowns  on  ev'ry  brow 
Indignant  lower*d  around  me.    Pvesent  theve 
Was  Aemnestus  from  Laconia's  stata ; 
He,  who,  unaw'd  by  Xerxes  on  his  throne. 
Strange  retribution  claim'd,  and  sternly  cbOM 
Mardonius'  self  the  victim  to  appease 
Leonidas.    Th'  Athenians  be  address'd : 

'* '  Invading  Sardis  to  enlarge  yoar  amgr, 
Athenians,  you  are  attlhors  of  a  war, 
Which  now  extends  to  all  of  Gsectan  blood  ; 
111  would  it  then  become  you  to  desest 
Th#>  o-j>n>ral  /*«»flA.     Tn  oervitude  riMJiu'd 
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hdofe  win  diarbK    Altio  ean,  be  ihiit 
To  this  deceiTer ;  his  conditioa  cmUs 
Od  him  to  plesd  for  tjrraimy ;  himtelf 
Wields  a  despotic  sceptre,  petty  lord 
Of  feeble  MacedoD,  and  Penia's  shiTe,^ 

'*  Severe  and  awfbl  'Aristides  rose; 
His  maosen  still  urbanity  adora'd  : 

**  *  Ambassador  of  Sparta^'  be  befpan, 
'  Ui  tboo  hast  charg'd  as  authors  of  the  war, 
Yet  dost  extol  our  Tigour  in  redress 
Of  hijar*d  states.    Iti'  lonians  were  enslaved. 
Our  own  descendants ;  Sacdis  we  assail'd 
To  set  tbem  free;  nor  less  our  present  zeal 
For  all  of  Grecian  blood,  by  comnon  ties 
Of  language,  manners,  customs,  rites,  and  laws, 
To  us  9lly'd.    Qsa  S|wrU  doubt  onr  faith  ? 
What  disingeotious,  unbeseeming  thought 
Id  her,  late  witness  of  our  liVral  proof 
Of  constancy  !  when  er'ry  clime  on  Earth 
Was  equal  to  Athenians,  where  to  choose 
Their  habitation,  true  to  Greece  they  ststy'd 
In  sight  of  Athens  burning  to  attempt 
The  dangerous  fight,  wlroli  Spartans  would  have 

shunu'd. 
Nov  from  the  nmis  of  pateraal  tombs. 
Of  altars  fall'n,  and  violated  fanes 
Ix)ad  vengeance  calls,  a  voice  our  courage  hears, 
Eolarg'd  to  pious  fury.     Spartan,  know, 
If  yet  unknowing,  of  the  Attic  race 
Not  one  to  treat  with  Xerxes  wilt  survive  ; 
Our  wives  and  oApring  shall  encumber  none ; 
AH  wa  require  of  ^avta  is  to  march; 
That,  ere  th*  expected  fbe  invades  our  bounds, 
The  Greeks  united  on  Bosotian  plains 
May  give  him  battle— Alexander,  view 
That  gkMrkras  pow'r,  which  rolls  above  our  he#ds ; 
He  first  his  wonted  orbit  shall  forsake. 
Ere  we  our  virtue.    Never  more  appear 
Before  the  presence  of  Cecropian  tribes 
With  embassies  like  this;  nor,  blind  by  seal, 
Howe'er  sincere  to  Atbeiis,  urge  again 
Wbi^  is  beneath  her  majesty  to  hear. 
I  should  be  griev'd  her  anger  should  disgrace 
A  prince,  distiugnish'd  as  her  host  and  frieod^ 
Ifcantime  I  pity  thy  dependent  stote.* 

"  Loud  aedamationi  hurried  from  the  sight 
Of  that  assembly  thy  dejected  spouse, 
In  his  own  thoughts  dishooourM.    What  a  lot 
Is  mioe !  If  Xerxes  triumph,  I  become 
A  slave  in  purple;  should  the  Greeks  prevail, 
Shooki  that  Eubosan  conqueror;  the  son 
Of  Neocles  be  sent  th'  Athenian  scourge " 

**  Hear,  and  take  comfiMt,"  interpos'd  the  queen, 
**  To  thee  I  come  for  counsel,"  sigh*d  her  lord ; 
**  I  will  repose  me  on  thy  breast,  will  hear 
Thy  voice,  hereafter  ever  will  obey ; 
'^  bve,  thy  oharms  o«n  soothe  my  present  cares, 
^y  wisdom  wafid  the  future."    She  proceeds : 

"That  Greece  will  triumph,  rest  assured;  Bofovce 
^  these  untaught  barbarians  can  resist 
Her  poBcy  and  anns.     Awhile,  dear  lord. 
We  must  submit  to  wear  the  galling  mask 
Necessity  imposes.    New  events 
^  daily  scattered  by  the  restless  palm 
Of  Fortune;  some  will  prove  propttioiis.    Wise, 
To  aU  men  giacious,  Aristides,  serv*d 
By  OS  in  season,  will  befriend  our  state.'' 

1>is  said,  her  star-like  beavty  gilds  hit  gloom. 
While  round  them  Heav^hismidnightenrtain4rDp«< 
»y  Tiamg  dawn  th'  CEtsBia  rocki  and  cure* 


Ring  with  ten  thousand  tramps  and  elariens  loud, 
With  all  his  host  the  son  of  Gobryas  leaves 
His  empty'd  camp.    So  rushes  from  his  den    ^ 
The  strong  and  thick-furr'd  animal,  whe  boasH 
Calisto^  lineage ;  bound  in  drowsy  slodi 
Bleak  winter  he  exhausts ;  when  tepid  spring 
His  litnbs  releases  from  benumbing  cold, 
He  reinstates  his  vigonr,  and  asserts 
Among  Sarmatian  woods  his  wonted  sway. 

The  bands  entire  of  Persians  and  of  Mede^, 
The  rest,  selected  from  unnumber'd  climes,  ' 
Compose  the  army.    Forty  myriads  sweep 
Thy  pass;  renown'd  Therm(4>yl8?,  to  rush 
On  Grecira  oities  scattered  in  their  view. 
So  by  the  deq>  Borystenes  in  floods 
Of  frothy  rage,  by  mightier  Danube's  wave, 
Nor  less  by  countless  congregated  streams. 
The  Euxine  swdn,  through  Hellespontine  straits 
Impels  his  rapid  current ;  thence  extends 
Among  th'  .^^pcan  isles  a  turbid  maze. 
Three  days  the  multitude  requirM  to  pa« 
The  rough  defile.    Masistius  in  the  van 
His  sumptuous  arms,  and  all-surpassing  form. 
Discovers.    Tiridates  leads  the  rear 
Clos'd  by  the  troops  of  Macedon,  whofee  kh|g 
Sat  on  a  car  beside  his  radiant  queen. 
Amid  the  centre,  on  a  milk-white  steed, 
Mardonius  rode  in  armour,  plated  gold 
Thick  set  with  gems.    Before  him  march'd  a  gntrd 
Of  giant  sise,  from  each  barbarian  tribe. 
For  huge  dimension,  and  terrific  mien. 
Preferred.    Their  capUin,  from  his  stature  nas|M 
Briareus,  bom  on  Rhodope,  displayed 
That  hundred-handed  Titan  on  his  shield, 
He  swung  around  an  iron-studded  mace. 
In  length  ten  cubits ;  to  his  shoulders  broad 
The  hairy  spoils  of  hunted  boirs  supply'd 
A  shaggy  mantle ;  his  uncover'd  head 
Was  bald,  except  where  nigh  the  brawny  neck 
Short  bushy  locks  their  crisped  terrours  knit. 
So  his  own  mountain  through  surrounding  woods 
Lifts  to  the  clouds  a  summit  bare  and  smooth 
In  frost,  which  glistens  by  no  season  thaw'd. 
Not  such  is  gentle  Mindarus  behind 
tn  argent  mail.    Unceasing,  on  his  thieiff 
Intent,  Cleora  newly  painted  there 
A  living  beauty,  but  another's  prize. 
He  views,  while  hopeless  passion  wastes  the  boQ 
Of  hisYair  cheek,  and  elegance  of  form. 
Not  less  th*  unrivall'd  Amarantba's  eyes 
Had  pievo*d  the  son  of  Oobrsras.    Instan^  sparks 
On  her  appearance  from  Nicssa  first 
Had  kindled  warm  desire,  which  absenoe  cooi'd, 
While  she  in  distant  Macedon  abode. 
When  winter  melted  at  the  breath  of  spring, 
Her  sight  again  amid  th*  assembling  host 
Reviv'd  the  fervour  of  an  eastern  breast 
By  nature  prone,  by  wanton  licence  us'd. 
To  am*rous  pleasures,    Public  duty  still 
Employ'd  his  hours;  still  smother'd  wfu  th^  flam^ 
Nor  on  his  wishes  had  occasion  smil'd. 
Ev*n  in  the  absence  of  Emathia's  priooe 
At  Athens,  friendship's  unremitted  care 
Still  in  9andauc^*s  chamber  held  the  queen 
Sequestered,  inaccessibly  immor'd. 

Beside  Masistius  rode  a  youthful  page 
Of  easterq  lineage.    He  in  teitd'rett  year« 
Stol'n  by  perfidious  traffickers  in  slates. 
By  Medoo  purohas'd,  to  Melissa  giv'n. 
By  her  was  nam'd  Statinis,  «nd  f^tain^d  t 
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Amotkg  her  holy  temton.    This  youth 
On  her  boiigo  protector  the  bestow'd. 
Masisthu  prizM  her  token  of  esteem 
Beyond  himself,  and  daily  bounty  showVd  . 
On  young  Statirus.    Near  the  Locrian  vale 
Advancing  now  the  satittp  thus  began : 

"  O !  early  train'd  by  ssge  Melissa*s  hand^ 
Gift  of  her  friendship,  and  in  merit  dear. 
Nine  DMoths  are  fled,  Statirus^  since  I  bow'd 
In  docile  reverence,  not  unlike  thy  own. 
To  her  instruction.    All  her  wonb  divine 
In  preciept  or  narration,  from  this  breast 
No  time  can  blot     I  now  perceive  a  lake. 
Which  holds  an  island  she  hath^ift  describ'd. 
Where  tombs  are  mouhl*ring  under  cypress  shades; 
There  she  hath  told  me,  great  Oileus  rests. 

0  father  of  MelisM,  should  my  pow*r 
To  savage  licence  of  invasion  leave 

Thy  dust  expos*d,  my  progress  were  but  small 
In  virtue's  track;  Masistius  would  disgrace 
Thy  daughter's  guidance— Fly,  Statirus,  post 
These  my  attendant  vassals  ta  protect 
That  sacred  turf;  let  each  battalion  pass 
Ere  ye  rejoin  me."     Uttering  this,  he  hears 
The  trumpet's  evening  sig^nal  to  encamp. 
The  Sun  is  low;  not  ent'ring  yet  the  vale, 
Mardonius  halts,  and  summons  to  his  tent 
Thessalia's  chieftain,  feithloss  Greek,  approv'd 
The  Persian^s  friend,  with  him  th'  unwilling  prince 
Of  Macedon,  to  whooi  the  gen'ral  thus: 

"  To  march  by  dawn  your  squadrons  both  prepare : 
Thou,  Larisssean  Thorax,  in  these  tracts 
My  trusted  gnide,  with  swift  excursion  reach 
The  isthmus ;  watch  the  Spartan  motions  there. 
Thou,  Alexander,  sweep  the  furthest  bounds 
Of  Lo^ris,  Doris,  Phocis ;  ail  their  youth 
In  arms  collect ;  ere  thirty  days  elapse, 

1  shall  expect  them  on  the  plains  of  Tbebea." 

He  said :  the  king  and  lliorax  both  retire. 
The  morning  shines ;  they  execute  tlieir  charge ; 
The  host  proceeds.    Once  happy  was  the  vale, 
Wh^re  Medon*s  father,  and  his  fiiithfnl  swam. 
Now  to  illustrious  Haliartus  rhang'd. 
Abode  in  peace.    No  longer  is  retained 
The  venhAC  smoothness,  ridg'd  by  grating  wheels 
Of  Libyan  care,  nptom  by  pond'rous  hoofs 
Of  trooping  steeds  and  camels.    Not  this  day 
Is  festive,  such  as  Sparta's  king  enjoy*d. 
When  lib'ral  hospitality  received 
His  guardian  ^standard  on  thetXlean  turf. 
No  jocund  swam  now  modulates  his  pipe 
To  notes  of  welcome ;  not  a  maiden  decks 
Her  hair  in  flow'rs ;  mute  Philomel,  whose  throat 
Ouce  tun*d  her  warble  to  Lacooian  flutes. 
Amid  barbarian  dissonance  repines. 

Now  is  rude  march  th*  hinumerable  host 
Approach  the  fbunlam,  whose  translucent  rills 
In  murmur  IttU  the  passenger's  repose 
On  beds  of  rnoss^  in  that  refreshing  cell. 
To  rural  peace  constructed  by  the  friend 
Uf  man,  O'lleus.    Thither  to  evade 
The  noontide  heat  the  sou  of  Gobrya^  turns. 
Driareus,  captain  of  his  giant  guard, 
Acco^its  him  ent*ring:  **  Image  of  the  king, 
A  listening  ear  to  me  thy  servant  lend ; 
Thou  goest  to  Thebes ;  far  diflTrent  is  the  track 
To  Delphi.    Shall  that  receptacle  proud 
Of  Grecian  treasure,  heap'd  from  earliest  times, 
Vet  rest  unspoil'd  ^  An  earthquake,  not  the  arms 
Of  feeble  Delphians,  foil'd  the  first  attempt; 


Not  twice  Pamasras  will  disjoint  his  firame. 

Let  me  the  precioa^  enterprise  resume, 

Who  neither  dread  the  mountam,  nor  the  god." 

Though  not  assentmg,  yet  without  repreof 
Mardonius  looks,  postponing  his  reply. 
Hence  soon  the  rumour  of  a  new  attempt 
Against  the  Pythian  orade,  the  seat 
Of  Amarantha's  birth,  alarms  her  souL 
Maststins,  bom  to  virtue,  and  refln'd 
By  frequent  converse  with  Melissa  pure. 
The  queen  consultA    Her  mstant  he  convters 
Before  his  friend,  to  deprecate  an  act 
Of  sacrilege  safaul  once.    The  cell 
She  enters.    Uke  Anchises,  when  his  flock 
On  Ida's  mount  was  folded,  at  the  sight 
Of  Venus,  breaking  on  his  midnight  but 
In  all  the  radiance  of  celestial  charms, 
Mardonius  stands,  and  fixes  on  the  queen 
An  eye  transported.    At  a  sign  his  friend 
Withdrew,  but  waited  nigh.     To  her  the  chief: 
"  What  fortune  brings  the  fiurest  of  her  sex 
To  her  adoring  servant  ?"  She  replies: 

**  Falsesnre  the  rumour  which  pervades  thy  csffp^ 
A  second  time  to  violate  the  shrine 
Of  Pbcebus  once  provok'd,  and  sorely  feh. 
Thou  canst  not  mean.'*  The  eager  Pernan  then: 

«•  Admit  th'  rotent ;  thy  intercedhig  voice 
Protects  Apothx" — "  Not  on  my  request 
Avoid  an  impious  action,"  firm  she  spake; 
'*  Weigh  thy  own  danger  in  offendhig  Heav'n, 
By  piety  and  mercy  win  its  grace." 

'*  No,  all  the  merit  shall  be  thine,"  he  cried  ; 
"  The  favour  due  Axnd  Heav*n  be  sJl  thy  ovn. 
I  ask  no  more  than  Amarantha's  smile 
For  my  reward ;  as  Phcebus  is  thy  god. 
Thou  art  my  goddess.    Let  me  worship  thi»— " 

He  stopp'd,  and  seiz'd  her  hand  with  am'nmslipi 
To  stain  those  lilied  beauties,  which  sorptss'd 
Junonian  whiteness.    Virtue  fron  her  eyes 
Flash'd,  and  with  crimson  indignatkn  dy'd 
Her  cheeks:  «  Retire ;  forget  not  who  I  am," 
Stern  she  rebuk'd  him.    He,  accustom'd  kvg 
To  yielding  beauty  in  the  wanton  East, 
That  torrid  clime  of  love,  a  stranger  he 
To  elegance  of  coyness  in  the  sex. 
Much  more  to  chaste  repulse,  when  ev'ry  bar 
But  honour  warm  occasion  hath  remov'd. 
These  words  austerely  utter'd :  «*  Am  I  chaof 'd 
No  more  Mardonius  ?  Is  my  daszling  sun 
Of  pow'r  and  splendour  suddenly  obscur'd  ? 
In  state  degraded,  for  a  peasant's  garb 
Have  I  exchang'd  my  purple?  Is  my  prime, 
My  form,  in  all  th'  impurities  of  age 
By  some  malignant  talisman  disguis'd. 
At  once  grown  loathsome?  Who,  and  what  I  am. 
Thou  prodigy  of  coldness  and  disdain, 
Remindme."— "Who,  and  what  thou  art,"sbeisiU, 

I  will  remind  thae,  to  confound  thee  more. 
No  characters  of  magic  have  the  pow V 
To  change  a  noble  and  ingenuous  mind ; 
Thou  hast  thyself  degmded ;  thou  hast  rent 
The  wreaths,  which  circle  thy  oommandiog  brov, 
And  all  their  splendour  wantonly  defiK'd. 
Thy  rank  and  pow'r  exalted  dost  thou  hold 
From  partial  Heav'n  to  violate  the  laws 
Of  men  and  gods  ?  True  pattern  to  the  world 
Of  Persian  virtues  !  Now  to  all  thy  pomp. 
Thy  steeds,  thy  chariots,  and  emblaxing  gens. 
The  gorgeous  pageants  of  tyrannic  state, 
I  leave  thee,  mm  oCloxury  and  vice^!' 
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Sbe  said,  and  darted  like  a  meteor  swift 
Away,  khoee  aspect  red  presages  woe 
To  fapentltioil'B  herd.    The  Fenian's  prtde 
Is  woQoded ;  tapers  to  the  cell  he  calls ; 
By  them  a  tablet,  imobserv'd  before. 
Attracts  his  gloomy  eye.    The  words  were  these: 

**  The  Spartan  king  a  vUtitaot  was  here. 
Who,  by  a  tyrant's  muttitode  o'erpowVd, 
Died  for  bis  country.    Be  accurst  the  roan, 
The  man  impure,  who  violates  these  walls, 
Which,  by  Oileos  hospitably  rais'd, 
Receiv'd  the  great  Leonidas  a  guest 
Oilean  Medon  this  inscription  traced." 

Another  hangs  beneath  it  in  this  strain : 
'*  laconian  Aemnestus  rested  here. 
From  Asia;^  camp  retum'd.    His  fiilchion's  point 
To  deities  and  mortals  thus  proclaims 
His  arm  to  rengeasoe  on  Mardonius  pledged. 
The  king  of  Sparta's  manes  to  appease.** 

Brave  was  the  son  of  Gobryas,  like  the  god 
Of  war  in  battle ;  yet  a  dream,  an  act 
Of  froward  chance,  would  oft  depress  his  mind. 
He  recollects  with  pain  the  challenge  bold 
From  that  severe  Laconian  in  the  tent 
Of  Xerxes ;  this  to  Amarantha's  scorn 
Socceedingv  throws  new  darkness  o'er  his  gloom. 
Bfasistius  ent'nng  hasty  thus  began : 

'*  What  hast  thou  done,  Mardonius?  When  I  led 
This  princess  bade,  indignant  she  oomplain'd 
Of  wrong  from  thee.    Thy  countenance  »  griev*d.» 

Ooufus^d,  Mardonhis  pointed  to  the  scrolb;     . 
Hasittius  read ;  be  took  the  word  again : 

"  Now  in  the  name  of  Horomazes,  chief. 
Art  thou  discourag'd  by  a  Grecian  vaunt, 
Or  by  that  empty  oracle  which  claimed 
Atonement  for  Leonidas?  Despise 
Mystarloas  words  and  omens  like  a  man. 
But  if  tbon  bear'st  the  conscience  of  a  deed 
Unworthy,  jQst  thy  sorrow ;  like  a  man 
Feel  due  contrition,  and  the  fault  repair." 

**  I  have  meant  wrong,  not  acted^"  said  the  chief. 
"  Greece  once  prodoc'd  a  Helen,  who  forsook 
A  throne  and  husband ;  what  these  later  dames 
GiU  hoooar,  which  without  an  ennnch  guard 
Protects  their  charms,  in  Asia  is  unknown. 
Besentfol,  gaird  at  first,  I  now  admire 
This  krfly  woman,  who.  like  Helen  bright, 
B^ected  me  a  lover,  who  surpass 
The  SOD  of  Priam.    Thou  art  gentler  far 
Than  I,  discreet  Masistius ;  soothe  by  mom 
With  lenient  words,  and  costly  gifts,  her  ire. 
Call  Mindarus,  together  let  us  feast; 
He  too  is  gentle,  I  am  rough  and  hot. 
Whoa  tbou  canst  guide,  Bdasistius,  thou  alone. 

Soon  Bfindarus  appears  in  aspect  sad ; 
Soon  b  the  royal  equipage  produc'd, 
Whidi  Xerxes  gave  Maidooius  to  sustain 
ffis  delegated  state.     "  Ye  rustic  pow'rs  I 
Ye  Dryads,  Oreads  of  th' Oilean  teat ! 
Ye  Naiads  white  of  Idcid  brooks  and  founts  ! 
Had  you  existence  other  than  m  tales 
Of  £uicy,  how  had  voor  astonish'd  eves 


To  sing  of  Daplmi  by  Apollo  cbas'd, 
Of  him  inaam*d  at  beauties  in  her  flight 
Discloe'd,  him  reaching  with  a  vain  embrace 
Those  virgin  bekuties,  into  laurel  changed 
On  flowry-hank*d  Orontes,  Syrian  stream. 

Mardonius  sighs  at  disappointed  love ; 
Tears  down  the  cheeks  of  Mindarus  descend. 
Recalling  dear  Qeora,  not  as'dead 
RecalPd,  but  living  in  another's  arms. 

Not  so  the  firmness  of  Masistius  yields ; 
The  soft,  lascivious  theme  his  thoughts  reject. 
By  pure  afiectioiM  governed.    Yet  the  charm 
Of  harmony  prevailing  serves  to  raise 
CoroposM  remembrance  of  Melissa's  lyn. 
Which  oft  in  stillness  of  a  moonlight  hour, 
Amid  her  nymphs  in  sjrmphony  high-Um'd^ 
TV>  moderation,  equity,  and  faith. 
To  deeds  heroic  and  humane  she  struck 
With  force  divine,  reproving  lawless  will, 
Intemp'rate  passions,  turpitude  of  mind. 
And  savage  manners  in  her  ethic  lay. 

The  banquet  ends,  and  all  depart  to  rest 
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Br  mom  retum'd  Masistius:  *'  Hear,"  he  said, 
'*  Th'  event  unpleasing  from  thy  passion  H>rung. 
Mardonius,  thy  temerity  hath  chas*d 
From  Persia's  camp  the  Macedonian  queen ; 
I  found  her  tent  abandonM ;  but  her  course 
Conjecture  cannot  trace.    What  other  style 
Than  of  barbarians  can  the  Greeks  afibrd 
To  us  of  Asia  ?  Lo !  a  youthful  king. 
Our  best  ally,  and  my  distinguish'd  friend. 
Exerts  a  distant  cflbrt  in  our  cause. 
Meantime  the  honour  of  his  queen,  by  all 
Ador'd,  inviolate  till  now,  our  chief 
Insults,  by  station  her  protector  sole. 
When  I  am  absent.    Not  thyself  aVone 
Thou  hast  disgraced,  but  me  her  guardian  pledg'd 
By  sacred  oaths  to  Macedonia's  lord." 

These  words,  evincing  Nature's  purest  gifts. 
Deserving  that  society  sublime 
With  Grecian  Muses,  where  Melissa  pour*d 
Her  moral  strain,  in  perturbation  plunge 
The  hearer ;  when  importunate,  abrupt 
Appears  Briareus,  and  renews  the  suit 
To  pillage  Delphi.    **  No,"  in  wrath  replied 
The  clouded  son  of  Gobryas ;  "  bring  my  steed ; 
March  all  to  Thebes."    Then  humble  as  a  child, 
Who  to  parental  castigation  owns 
His  fault  in  tears,  Masistius  he  addressed : 

*<  How  blMs*d  the  mind  by  Horomazes  firam'd 
Like  thine,  serene  Masistius,  to  resist 
Unruly  passions !  never  warm  desires. 
Pride,  or  ambition,  vex  thy  e({ual  thoughts. 
Which  from  their  level  no  dejection  low'rs ; 
Yet  none  surpasses  thee  in  rank  and  powV 
Among  the  satraps.    Uncorrupted  man ! 
O,  in  thyself  superior  to  thy  stote, 
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Those  dreadfbl  mmltten  of  jealoos  Heav'n, 
The  elements,  are  hostile,  and  to  Iow*r 
The  great  with  changing  fortune  oft  conspire. 
tl&c  cruel  sport,  Mardonius,  n*^  we  tempt 
With  our  own  follies  ?  In  thy  arduous  post 
Thy  hand  sustains  a  balance,  where  the  lives 
Of  nations,  where  an  empire's  fate  is  pois'd 
From  hour  to  hour  against  the  common  ills 
Of  chance  and  nature,  which  so  often  foil 
7'he  wisest;  do  not  superadd  the  weight 
Of  thy  own  passions  to  the  adverse  scale* 
I,  who  am  ever  to  thy  virtues  just, 
Will  not  be  slow,  thongh  grieving  at  thy  faults, 
To  furnish  present  help.     FareweU ;  I  mount 
My  swiftest  courser  to  overtake  the  queen, 
Wliose  indignation  I  caa  best  compose." 

Mardonius  then :  "  Adventure  is  a  chase 
Thy  virtue,  no  idolatress  of  fame. 
Enjoys  ;  thy  prompters  are  the  love  of  right. 
Care  for  a  friend,  or  zeal  for  Persians  state, 
Which  render  hazardous  attempts  thy  bliss. 
Sublime  Masistius.    Thou  bast  weight  to  awe 
Mardonius,  who  thy  enterprising  hand 
Laments,  but  never  to  control  assumes, 
Yet  feels  and  most  regrets  his  own  defects, 
Whene'er  they  cause  thy  absence."    Here  they  end 
Discourse.    Of  cavalry  a  uum*rous  powV, 
Trahi'd  by  himself,  Masistius  beads,  and  leaves 
The  army  filing  towards  Boeotian  fields. 

He  bends  his  course  to  Delphi ;  he  attaint 
Permessns,  roond  the  Heliconian  heights 
In  argent  mazes  wbisp'ring,  as  he  flows. 
To  passengers  ahmg  the  winding  way. 
Which  skirtsthe  moontatn,  asdo'erlooks  the  stream. 
Back  from  the  fbrd  the  siUrap's  courser  starts 
AfiVighted.    Lo !  to  erimson,  as  of  blood. 
In  sudden  change  the  late  crystdline  wavi^ 
Melodious  solace  of  the  saci«d  Nine, 
'  Rolls  horrible  to  view.    Abob  with  helms. 
With  spears  and  bnckiers,  gratinff  o*er  the  bed 
Of  loosen'd  stone,  with  limbs  and^trnnka  of  men, 
The  tuiUd  current  cbafos.    Masistius  spurs 
Through  all  obstruction;  in  his  fove'd  oareer 
The  clank  of  armour,  crash  of  spears,  and  shouts 
Of  battle  strike  his  ear ;  the  vocal  rocks 
Augment  the  mimating  sound ;  he  sees 
A  flying  soldier,  by  his  target  knofwn 
A  Macedonian  guard,  who  stops,  and  thus: 

"  Hail !  satrap,  hail !  thoatimeJy  sent  by  Heav*n, 
Haste  and  protect  the  Macedonian  queen. 
A  host  of  robbers,  by  the  lawless  times 
Combined,  have  vanquished  our  infvrior  force ; 
Part  of  our  mangled  number  choke  that  flood, 
Pftrt  on  the  ground  lie  bleeding.*'    At  these  worda 
Masistius  rushes  with  his  ponderous  lance 
In  rest ;  Emathia's  beauteous  queen  in  flight 


With  Trojan  dead,  and  straggling  to  disohaiige 
Th'  unwonted  load  in  Neptune's  briny  waste. 

The  conqueror  dbmouots;  before  the  qu«aa 
His  gracious  form  presenting,  in  the  arms 
Of  his  sustaining  friends  he  sudden  sinks. 
Oppressed  by  wounds  unheeded,  ev'n  unfelt 
Amid  the  warmth  of  action.    Then  her  veil 
She  rends  asunder,  and,  lamenting,  beats 
Her  grateful  breast    The  notes  of  sorrow,  loud 
Through  all  the  concourse,  dissipate  his  tranee. 
Serene  these  words  he  utters :  **  Honour's  track 
Is  perilous,  though  lovely ;  there  to  walk. 
Not  fearing  Death,  nor  coveting  his  stroke. 
Though  to  receive  it  ever  well  prcpar'dy 
Has  been  my  choice  and  study.    But,  fair  qu«en. 
Be  not  discouraged  at  my  present  state. 
Wounds  are  to  me  familiar,  and  their  cures  ; 
To  Delphi  lead  me,  or  whatever  place 
Thy  wish  prefers.     Masistius  comes  thy  guard. 
So  will  continue,  and,  ere  long  restored. 
Hath  much  fyt  thy  instruction  to  impart*' 

While  these  to  Delphi,  on  his  march  to  Thebes 
Advanced  the  son  of  Gobryas.    Soon  the  steps 
Innumerous  of  men  and  coursers  bruise   - 
On  green  Cephissian  meads  the  growth  of  May. 
Copoea's  lake,  perfum'd  with  orange  groves. 
Which  rude  unsated  violence  deforms. 
The  multitudes  envelop ;  thence  along 
Tlie  sedgy  borders  of  Ismenus  reach 
Cadmean  walls,  when  now  the  golden  Sua 
Sev'n  times  had  fill'd  his  orbit    Hiebes  adnnitc 
The  Persian  gen'ral,  in  these  wofds  addressed 
By-Leontiades:  **  Thrice  weloooie,  lord. 
We,  thy  allies,  our  counsel  to  disclose 
Have  waited  long.    Not  hazarding  a  fight. 
Thou  hast  the  means  to  ascertain  success. 
Here  seated  tranquil,  from  e&haustless  slora* 
Distribute  gold  among  the  Grecian  states; 
Corrupt  the  powerful,  open  £M:tiott's  nxHitb, 
Divide,  nor  doubt  to  overcome  that  strength. 
Which,  link'd  in  union,  will  surmount  the  fonea 
Of  all  mankind.'*    The  ardept  Persian  here : 

"  To  court  th*  Athenians  with  a  lavish  han^ 
Have  I  not  stoop*d  already  ?  but,  disdained. 
That  haughty  race  to  destiny  I  leave. 
Have  I  not  b^d  defiance  to  their  bpast, 
Themistocles  ?  Him,  forfeiting  his  word* 
Pledged  to  confront  me  on  Borotian  plains, 
I  haste  to  summon  at  his  native  gates. 
What  are  the  Greeks,  if  Athens  be  reduc'd  ? 
Where  are  the  vaunted  Spartans }  lock*d  in  fear 
Behind  their  isthmian  wall,  by  Heav'n  in  fear 
Of  Thorax  ranging  with  a  slender  band 
Of  his  Thessalian  horse.     Thou  rule  in  Thebe^ 
Brave  Mindarus,  till  I  from  Athens  tam'd 
Eteturo  with  fetters  for  the  rest  of  Greece." 
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A  HeUespoQtme  OreciAB  of  his  tnun, 
Nor  m  his  favour  low ;  to  him  be  spake : 

<*  Look  oo  that  banghty,  but  that  gallant  race  i 
Perhaps  at  me,  by  myriads  thus  begirt. 
Their  very  children  lift  their  liule  hands 
In  menaces,  and  cursing  lisp  the  names 
Of  Xerxes  and  Mardonius.    Mount  a  bark ; 
Pass  with  a  herald  to  that  crowded  isle  i 
The  senators  accost ;  the  people  shun. 
In  pride  beyond  nobility ;  repeat 
The  words  .£mathian  Alexander  us'd: 
*  Ye  men  of  Athens,  repossess  your  kcries ; 
Enlarged  dominion  from  the  royal  hand 
Atk  and  obtain ;  be  governed  by  your  laws ; 
The  son  of  Gobryas  will  rebuild  your  fanes; 
Accept  the  klng^s  alliance^  and  be  free 
With  added  strength  and  splendour.'    Further  say. 
They  little  know  what  confidence  is  due 
•  To  him  who  sends  thee.    Asian  Greeks,  subdued 
By  me,  retahi  their  democratic  rights." 

On  Salamis  the  UeUespontioe  lands ; 
Before  th*  Athenian  senate  he  displajrs 
The  Persian  proffer.    All  indignant  bear 
But  Lycides,  who  thus  exhortmg  spake: 

"  From  Athens  twice  expel  I'd,  deserted  twica 
By  Lacedsemon,  who  her  toil  employs 
Still  on  her  isthmian  fence,  who  lifts  no  shield 
To  guard  our  wives  and  progeny,  to  si^ve 
From  desolation  our  defenceless  fields. 
Or  from  our  homes  repel  the  hostile  Maze, 
What  can  we  better,  injur'd  and  betray'd. 
Than  listen  to  Mardonius  ?  be  referr'd 
His  terms  of  friendship  to  th*  assembling  tribes." 

The  universal  senate  rose  in  scorn 
Of  ^h  submissioB.    By  the  people  known* 
His  counsel  rous'd  enthusiastic  rage,  , 
Mbr  Aristides  can  the  tumult  cool ; 
They  stone  the  timid  senator  to  death. 
The  women  catch  the  spirit;  fierce,  as  fair, 
Laodice  collects  th'  infuriate  sex. 
They  band  in  band  a  dreadful  circle  form 
Around  bia  mansion,  and  his  wife  and  race 
Boom  to  perdition,  that  his  coward  blood 
May  ne'er  survive  in  Groeoe.    Enormous  thought ! 
Periiaps  noi  less  than  such  excess  of  zeal 
Bxcess  of  peril  in  that  season  claim'd 
To  save  a  land,  which  ftisteed  ev'ry  Muse; 
That  eloqoQnoe,  phikMophy,  and  arts» 
Might  shine  in  Attic  purity  of  light 
To  latest  agns:  but  a  sndden  Oeet, 
In  wide  array  extending  on  the  shore, 
Suspends  the  deed.    Before  each  wond'ring  eye 
Tunothea  lands,  Sicuius  at  ker  side; 
When  tkus  the  BMitron  to  th'  impatient  throng: 

"  His  native  irie&ds  Tb^mistocles  salutes ; 
Eobosan  planty  in  your  present  need 
He  tends.     Retnming,  I  this  crowded  isle 
Will  disencumber,  and  to  safety  bear 
Your  wives  and  hiibnts ;  open  to  their  wantr 
£adora  holds  her  Amarynthian  seat; 
£lephenor,  Usaoder  to  the  shrines 
Of  Jove  invite  them,  and  to  friendly  voofii 
Fuboea's  towaa.    Ab  oft  Aurom-sbeds 
Serenity  around  her,  when  the  gates 
or  light  finfc  open  to  her  firagrant  slep; 
Hosh'd  at  her  feet  »es  Boreas,  who  had  rent 
The  dusky  pall  of  night,  and  Jove  restnuns 
The  thundtf's  roar,  aad  tenrentft  of  the  skies; 
Mch  was  Tinothen's  proieMe,  so  tha  storm. 
By  f arias  latft  escitedf  at  her  vttoe 


Was  tame.    She  learns  the  melancholy  fete 
Of  Lycides,  to  her  protection  takes 
His  helpless  orpha^  and  disastrous  wife. 
Now  of  its  plenteous  stores  while  eager  hands 
The  num'rous  fleet  unlnde,  and  Attic  dames 
Prepare  with  good  Timothea  to  embark; 
Just  Aristides,  first  of  men,  conducts 
That  first  of  matrons  to  his  joyful  tent. 
Where  she  began :  "  O,  righteous  like  the  god^ 
Now  hear  my  whole  commission,  and  believe 
Themistocles,  my  husband,  feels  thy  worth. 
When  at  his  summons  on  Euboea's  coast 
I  landed  first,  *  Thrice  welcooie,'  he  exclaini'd, 
'  From  Athens  hither  to  a  safe  abode. 
A  second  emigration  I  presage 
To  her  afflicted  race.'    From  port  to  port 
Around  Euboea's  populous  extent 
With  him  convey'd,  I  saw  her  wealthy  towns 
To  his  control  subordinate.    Their  pow'rs 
He  now  is  gath'ring;  some  achievement  neir 
He  meditates,  which  secresy  conceals 
Like  Fate's  dark  roll  inscrutable  to  all. 
.Prom  thee  an  early  notice  he  requests, 
^n  as  the  Greeks,  united  intuie  camp. 
The  sole  attention  of  Mardoniiu  draw ; 
Th'  intelligence  to  bring  I  leave  behind 
That  fhithfal  man,  Sicinus.'*— "  Virtuous  damr. 
Wise  is  thy  husband,"  Aristides  spake ; 
"  From  him  no  other  than  achievements  high» 
However  my  conjecture  they  surpass, 
I  still  expect.    Themistocles  apprise. 
That  I  am  bound  for  Sparta  to  upbraid 
Pausanias  proud,  and  summon  to  the  field 
That  selfish  breed  so  martial,  yet  so  cold 
To  public  welfere.    Let  me  next  prefer  ' 
To  thy  benignity  a  fervent  suit" 

He  straight  withdrew,  and  reappearing  led 
Two  little  damsels  humble  in  attire. 

'*  Behold  my  daughters,"  he  resum'd ;  "  admit 
These  to  thy  care ;  now  motheriess  they  want 
Protection;  ev'n  Euphemia  they  have  lost; 
My  venerable  parent  have  the  gods 
Releas'd  bu^  newly  from  the  growing  80cn« 
Of  trouble.    Athens  must  a  parent  prove 
To  these  hereafter,  fated  to  receive 
No  portion  from  a  fether,  who  delights 
In  poverty.    His  arms  are  all  the  wealth 
Of  Aristides."    With  a  tender  hand 
She  takes  the  children ;  "  O !  of  m^^"  she  said^ 
**  Most  rich,  whose  wealth  is  virtue,  in  the  name 
Of  household  gods  this  office  I  accept. 

0  Aristides !  these  shall  mix  with  mine ; 
These  shall  contribute  to  cement  the  work, 

1  long  have  wrought,  the  amity  begun 
Betwwt  Themistocles  and  thee."    In  tears 
Depart  the  infant  maidens  from  a  sire 

Of  gentlest  nature,  and  in  manners  bland 
Not  less  than  just.    Meanwhile  to  Athens  steer? 
Murichides,  unharro'd.    The  rising  dawn 
Sees  with  her  precious  charge  Timotbea  saU. 
Lo !  from  the  city  clouds  of  smoke  ascend 
Voluminous)  with  interiacing  flames, 
Such  as  Vesuvius  vomib  from  his  gulf 
Sulphureous,  when  unquenchable  the  heat 
Within  his  concave  melts  the  surging  ore 
To  floods  of  five.    Murichides  had  told 
His  fruitless  embassy ;  Mardonius,  wild 
With  ire,  to  instant  conflagration  docna'd 

ITh*  abode  of  such  ineaormble  foes. 
They,oath^Bia«IMlAnxNuU^b•h•ld  t 
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Their  ancient  retidenoe  a  second  tim« 

Bestroy'd ;  nor  atter'd  more  than  just  complaint 

Of  tardy  Sparta.    When  Briareus  dire 

With  his  gigantic  savages  o'ertnni'd 

The  recent  tomb,  which  held  the  glorious  slain 

At  Salamis;  when  scatter'd  in  the  wind 

They  saw  that  dust  rerer'd  ;'  in  solemn  rage, 

Devoid  of  sound  illiberal,  or  loud. 

Each  his  right  hand  with  sanctity  of  oaths 

Pledg'd  to  his  neighbour,  and  to  vengeance  full 

His  blood  devoted.    Aristides  look*d. 

As  some  incens'd  divinity,  and  spake : 

"  Pernst,  ye  sons  of  folly;  crush  that  tomb; 
The  last  repoee  of  yon  heroic  dain 
Disturb,  therein  exhibitmg  your  doom 
From  mortals  and  immortals.    Thus  your  pride 
By  Heav^  and  Grecian  valour,  shall  be  crush'd, 
Your  impious  host  be  scatter'd  like  that  dust 
Which  your  barbarity  profones.    Now,  friends. 
By  youir  appointment  I  to  Sparta  sail ; 
You  under  watchful  discipline  remain 
Compos*d  and  firm ;  such  patience  will  surmount 
All  obstacle,  Athenians;  will  restore 
In  brighter  glories  your  paternal  seats." 

This  said,  the  isle  he  leaves,  selecting  none 
But  Cimon  for  associate.    In  the  bark 
Him  Aristides  placidly  bespake : 

"  Son  of  Miltiades  the  great  in  arms. 
Thy  early  youth  was  dissolute ;  thy  look 
Ingenuous  still,  and  ftank  thy  tongue,  reveal'd 
Internal  virtue ;  friendship  on  my  part 
Succeeded,  thence  a  study  to  reclaim 
Thy  human  frailties.    I  rejoice  in  hope, 
Thou  wilt  hereafter  prove  an  Attic  star. 
In  council' wise,  triumphant  in  the  field. 
Humane  to  strangers,  to  thy  country  just. 
Friend  to  her  laws,  to  all  her  Muses  kind, 
Who  may  record  thy  actions."    Cimon  here: 

"  If  I  have  virtues,  they  proceed  from  thee  ; 
If  I  attain  to  glory,  I  shall  owe 
To  thee  my  lustre.    To  deserve  thy  praise. 
What  have  I  yet  accomplished  ?  I  have  fought 
At  Salamis,  what  more  performing  there 
Than  each  Athenian?"  Aristides  then :  [rest 

"  True,  alt  were  brave ;  my  ludgment  doth  not 
On  one  exploit ;  thy  modesty  o  eriooks 
The  signs  of  worth  and  talents,  whence  my  hopes 
Have  rank*d  thee  first  of  Grecians.    To  acquire. 
To  keep  that  station,  Cimon,  be  thy  choice; 
Thou  hast  the  means ;  but  this  impression  hold, 
Who  would  excel,  most  be  a  moral  man." 

Thus  they  exhaust  their  voyage  of  a  day, 
When  at  Trcezen^  they  arrive,  and  find 
R^nown'd  Cleander  training  for  the  field 
His  native  bands.    To  Sparta  thence  they  sail.* 
The  Ephori  assemble,  when  they  hear 
Of  Aristides,  who  an  audience  claims ; 
He  comes  before  them,  and  austerely  thus: 

**  Cecropia's  race,  exterminated  twice. 
Demand  of  Soarta.  whether  sloth,  or  fear. 


For  their  own  sep'rate  safety  at  their  wall, 
Inglorioos  isthmian  wall,  while  half  the  Greeks 
B^xime  your  foes,  and  Athens  is  betray'd.'* 

Pausanias  present  proudly  thus  replied : 
**  Hast  thou  not  heard,  the  Hyacinthian  ritep 
Employ  the  Spartans  ?  shall  the  heads  of  Greece 
Be  question'd,  be  directed  when  to  act 
By  you  Athenians  ?  your  inferior  state 
May  wait  our  leisure."    Aristides  here : 

**  Talk*st  thou  to  me  of  Hyacinthian  games. 
While  rude  barbarians  riot  in  our  fields. 
While  Athens  bums,  while  sacril^e  invadea 
Our  temples,  while  our  ancestors  we  see 
Tom  from  the  grave }  Pausanias,  thou  disgrace 
To  thy  forefiither  Hercules,  whose  arm. 
To  friends  a  bulwark,  was  a  scourge  to  foes. 
What  hast  thou  said  ?  But,  guardian  to  the  ton 
Of  that  renown'd  Leonidas,  who  fought 
Beyond  the  isthmus,  and  fbr  Greece  expired. 
If  thou  retain^st  no  rev'rence  for  his  blood. 
If  thou  dost  scorn  Lycurgus  and  his  laws, 
If  holding  liberty  an  empty  name. 
Art  now  in  treaty  with  a  lawless  king. 
No  more  of  words.    Athenians  have  their  choice 
To  treat  with  Xerxes,  or  to  distant  elhnes 
Expand  the  sail,  resignmg  to  their  fate 
Unfaithful,  timid  Grecians,  who  have  lost 
All  claim  to  succour— Yet  assume  your  swords ! 
My  love  for  Greece  solicits  you  in  tears. 
Be  thou,  Pausanias,  general  of  all ; 
We  in  that  noble  waHaro  will  refuse 
No  hardship— Ev*n  thy  arrogant  command 
I  like  the  meanest  soldier  will  abide." 

Then  Aemnestus  brief:  '*  O  righteous  man, 
I  fbel  thy  wrongs !  Laconia's  shame  I  fleel. 
Which  if  delay  still  blackens,  thou  shalt  lead 
Me,  the  due  victim  of  Athenian  wrath. 
Before  those  injnr*d  tribes,  by  me  deceived; 
Where  my  own  sword'  shall  sacrifice  the  4>lood 
I  pledged  fbr  ^>arta*s  foith.    Meantime  withdraw ; 
I  was  thy  guest  in  Athens,  thou  be  mine." 

Not  till  the  day-spring  Aemnestus  greets 
His  Attic  friend:  "  Onr  citizens  are  march*d  ; 
A^  night  my  indefatigable  toil 
Hath  urg'd  the  phalanx  on ;  the  various  rtatea 
Within  the  isthmus  will  ob^  our  call ; 
Now  speed  with  me,  o'ertake,  inspect  our  host." 

They  both  depart  with  Cimon.    Sparta's  camp» 
Ere  PhoBbus  couches,  Aristides  gains ; 
The  marshall'd  pupils  of  Lycurgus  there 
He,  ever  true  to  equity,  applauds. 
Who  their  disgraceful  sloth  m  council  blam*d. 
Subordination,  silent  order  held 
Each  in  his  place ;  in  look,  as  virgini,  meek. 
Sedate  they  listened  to  then*  chiefs,  as  youth 
To  learning's  voice  in  academic  schools. 
Thus  hi  some  fertile  garden  well-manur'd. 
The  regularity  of  plants  and  trees 
Enriched  with  produce,  on  a  stable  root 
Stands  permanent,  by  skilful  care  dii^ios'd 
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TbeiiOiBiissvafnit;  ionake  thb  rocky  kad 

For  cATmlry  mdlt ;  collect  thy  force 

To  face  the  OrecUmt  oo  Cadmean  plaim.** 

**  Her  sleepy  sword  at  last  has  Sparta  nHuU?** 
Bephes  BfardDiiias^    *'  On  Cadmean  plains 
The  Fenian  trump  shall  sound ;  CithsBron'k  hill, 
Asopian  banks,  shall  soon  repeat  the  notes 
TriumphaL"    Swift  he  rushes  back  to  Thebes, 
Ere  Phopbus  darted  his  solstitial  heat. 
Am  some  hot  courser,  who  from  pasture  led 
Replete  with  food  and  courage,  spurns  the  ground 
In  oonfidaM^  and  pride,  no  sooner  meets 
His  wonted  rider,  than  admits  the  rein; 
Such  was  Mardonius,  when  from  Theban  gates 
Masisthis  thus  address'd  him :  "  Be  inform'd, 
T3iat  Macedonia's  sov'reign  is  arriT*d, 
With  his  fair  consort    Her  to  Delphi's  walls 
I  guarded,  there  delivered  to  her  lord. 
Who  hath  conducted  fifty  thousand  Greeks 
la  arms,  auxiHar  to  thy  camp,    The  queen, 
Kdw  at  a  fisbric  old,  to  Dirc^  built, 
Cfeee  by  her  fountain,  and  beset  with  shade. 
Dwells  in  retreat,  which  careftil  thou  avoid* 
But  tell  me,  son  of  Gobryas*  whither  flown 
Was  all  my  magnanimity,  when  flames 
A  second  time  laid  stately  Athens  low  ? 
Though  disappointed,  couldst  thou  deem  a  crime 
Her  constancy,  refusing  to  betray 
A  ooounon  cause  ?  Mardonius,  thou  dost  hope 
To  conquer ;  why  a  city  of  renown, 
Which  m  her  beauty  would  have  graced  our  sway, 
Hast  thou  reduc*d  to  ashes?  Oh !  reflect. 
What  fires  of  stem  resistance  and  revenge 
Thb  act  hath  lighted  in  such  gallant  hearts. 
That  pow^  eternal,  by  the  hallow*d  qame 
Of  Horomases  wonhipp'd  in  our  dime, 
Who  earth,  and  seas,  and  firmament  controls, 
With  all  therein,  looks  down  not  less  on  Greece, 
Than  Persia,  both  bis  creatures.    Just  and  wise, 
lBtenip*rate  deeds  in  either  he  resents." 

Mardonius  answer'd:  **  By  that  PowV  I  swear. 
Thou  to  a  Grecian  almost  art  transformed 
By  intercourse  with  yon  religious  bill 
Of  thy  admn^'d  Melissa.    Do  I  blame  ? 
Ah!  no;  too  awful  art  thou  to  incur 
My  censure.    O  Masistius,  I  confess 
thy  genius  purer,  more  sublime,  than  mine  ; 
I  often  err,  thou  never — But,  dear  friend, 
I  am  dejected  ever  when  thou  cbid*st; 
Yet  thee,  my  chiding  monitor,  should  fate 
Saatdi  from  Mardonius,  he  would  rise  no  more." 

**  I  only  Betk  to  warn  thee,  not  deject,'* 
Rgoins  Masistius;  **  turn  to  other  cares; 
Greece  is  in  arms;  address  thee  to  thy  charge." 

This  said,  to  council  they  in  Thebes  proceed. 
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Thb  HeUoonian  records  now  unfold : 

Calliope  1  harmonious  thence  recite 

The  names  and  numbers  of  the  various  Greeks, 

Who  in  array  on  fair  Boeotian  plains. 

With  gleams  of  armour  streak  the  twinkling  wave 

Of  clear  Asopus.    Troezen,  known  to  fame. 

Where  Pittheus  dwelt,  whose  blood  to  Athens  gave 

The  hero  Theseus,  Troezen  ftxnn  her  walls  . 

In  drcuit  small,  from  Hylycus  her  stream, 

Pmii  her  ScyllsMm  prMnoBtory  high. 


From  vine-attir'd  Methen^  fitmi  the  Uet, 

Calauria,  Neptune's  seat,  and  Sphseria  dear 

To  Pallas,  daughter  of  almighty  Jove, 

Two  thousand  warriors  sends.    Cleander  pass'd 

The  isthmus  first;  who  manly,  finom  the  bed 

Of  Ariphijia  rising,  v6w'd  to  deck 

Her  future  cradle  with  a  victor's  wreath 

Of  laurel  new.    Her  beauteous  image  grac'd 

His  four-fold  buckler.    Twice  eight  hundred  youths 

From  j^scttlapian  Epidaurus  marched. 

From  mount  Cjmortius,  and  the  sacred  hill, 

Tittb^on,  where  the  mother  of  that  god 

Medicinal  in  secret  left  her  fruit 

Of  stolen  e^ioymeot  in  Apollo's  arms ; 

When  in  serenity  of  smiles  was  found 

The  sweet  Phopbean  child,  while  lambent  flames 

Play'd  round  his  temples.    Clitophon  the  chief, 

A  serpent  green,  the  sjrmbol  of  his  god. 

Bore  on  his  silver  shiekL    Four  hundred  left 

LepsiSuiii,  clear  Areni,  and  th'  impure 

Anigrian  waters,  where  the  centaur,  fell 

Polenor,  wounded  by  Herculean  shaib. 

Dipped  in  the  blood  of  Hydra,  purg'd  bis  limbs 

From  putrid  gore,  envenoming  the  stream; 

Their  leader  Gonon.    Of  Mycenc  old. 

Of  Tiryns,  built  by  fom*d  Cydopian  toil. 

Eight  hundred  shields  Polydamos  commands. 

Two  thousand  gallant  youths,  with  standards bless*d 

At  Hebe's  altar,  tutelary  pow^ 

Of  Phlius,  bold  Menander  led  to  wan 

Himself  was  young ;  the  blooming  goddess  shona 

Bright  on  his  buckler.    Under  Lycus  brave 

Hermionft,  fair  city,  had  eoroll'd 

Six  hundred  spears.    Hie  impress  on  his  shield 

Was  strong  Alcides,  dragging  from  the  gates 

Of  Dis  their  latrant  guardian  triple-mouth'd 

Through  an  abyss  in  Hermionean  land. 

The  fiabled  wonder  of  the  district  shown. 

Three  thousand  sail'd  from  Cepbalenia's  isle. 

From  Acarnaniao,  and  Epirot  shores, 

With  Tarious  chieftains.    Of  Areadian  breed 

Orchomenus  twelve  hundred,  Tegea  sent 

Three  thousand.    Chileus,  prime  in  Tegea's  camp. 

Was  skiird  in  arms,  and  vaunted  high  the  name. 

The  rank,  and  prowess  of  his  native  state. 

Ten  thousand  helms  from  wealthy  Corinth*s  walls 

Blaze  o'er  the  champaign;  these  Alcmaeon  leads 

With  Adimantus.    Neighboring  Sicyon  arm'd 

Six  thousand  more ;  amidst  whose  splendid  files 

Automedon  comnumded.    Lo !  in  air 

A  mighty  banner !  from  the  holk>ws  green. 

The  wood-crown'd  hills  in  I«acedaunon's  rule, 

Taijgetus^  and  Menelaian  ridge. 

From  Crocean  quarries,  from  Gytbeum*s  port, 

TherapQ^,  sweet  Amyclss  on  the  banks 

Of  fam*d  Eurotas,  from  a  hundred  towns, 

A  glitt'iipg  myriad  of  laconians  show 

Their  just  arrangement.    Aemnestus  thero 

Lifts  his  tall  spear,  and  rises  o'er  the  ranks 

In  arduous  plumes  and  stature.    So  his  strength 

And  stately  foliage  of  a  full-grown  oak 

O'erlooks  the  undershades,  his  knotted  arms 

Above  their  tops  extfendiog.    Mightier  still 

Callicrates  appears,  in  martial  deeds 

Surpassing  ev'ry  Greciaiu    He  bis  frite 

Foresees  not;  be,  capricious  fortune's  mark, 

Must  fiill  untimely,  and  his  generous  blood 

Unprofltably  shed.    A  firmer  band 

Succeeds.    Huge  Sparta,  who  for  ever  scom'd 

Defensive  walls  and  battlements,  siqiplied       j 
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fire  thousand  citi£«iii  dlbse-maird;  a  train 
Of  ser'n  bold  Helots  exerc'ts'd  in  arms, 
Attend  each  warrior;  there  Pausanias  towVd. 
In  pride  the  son  of  Atreus  he  surpass'^ 
Without  his  virtues,  a  superior  host 
CommandiDg.    Never  Greece  such  heroes  sent, 
Nor  such  a  pow'r  in  multitude  to  war} 
For  landed  recent  on  the  neighboring  shore 
Th'  Athica'an  phalanx  ppens  broad  in  sight 
Their  eleutherian  banner.    They  advance 
Eight  thousand  men  at  arms  *,  an  equal  force 
In  archers,  slingers,  missile-weapooM  sons 
Of  terrour  follow.     Round  her  naval  flag 
Already  four  bold  myriads  from  her  loins 
Had  Attica  enrolled.    What  chiefs  pre&ide  I 
Themistocles,  Xanthippus  in  remote, 
But  glorious  action ;  Aristides  here, 
Mirronides  and  Cimon,  Clinias  sire 
Of  Alcibiades,  the  warrior  bard, 
Young  Pericles,  and  more  than  time  hath  seen 
Sfince  or  before,  in  arts  and  arms  renowned* 

The  ancient  foe  of  Athens,  yet  averse 
Like  her  to  Xerxes,  Megara,  enrolled 
Six  thousand  warriors.    From  ^ina  sail'd 
A  thousand.    Twice  six  hundred,  phenix-like, 
Sprung  from  the  ashes  of  Platea  burnt. 
With  Arinmestus  march 'd,  th'  intrepid  friend 
Of  him,  whose  deeds  Thermopylae  resounds, 
Diomedon.    From  Thespia,  who  had  shar'd 
Platsea*s  doom,  two  thousand  came  unarm'dy 
Uiiclad,  a  want  by  Attic  stores  supplied. 
Alchnedoo  was  chief,  of  kindred  blood 
To  Dithyrambus ;  whom,  his  early  bloom 
For  Greece  devoting,  on  Melissa's  hiU 
The  Muses  sing  and  weep.    Between  the  roots 
Of  tall  CithsDron,  and  the  Asopian  floods. 
The  army  rang'd.    The  Spartans  on  the  right 
One  wing  compos'd ;  the  men  of  Tegea  claimed 
The  left  in  prefrence  to  th*  Athenian  host 
Contention  rose;  Pausanias  sat  the  judge, 
Callicrates  and  Aemnestus  wise, 
His  two  assessors ;  thick  Laconian  ra^ks 
A  circle  form ;  when  Chileus  thus  asserts 
The  claim  of  Tegea :  **  Spartans,  from  the  time. 
The  early  time,  that  Echemus,  our  king, 
In  single  combat  on  the  listed  field 
Overthrew  the  invader  Hyllus,  and  preserv'd 
UospoiI'd  the  land  of  Pelops,  we  obtained 
From  all  her  sons  unanimous  this  post. 
Whene'er,  united  in  a  common  cause, 
They  marchM  to  battle.    Not  with  you  we  strive. 
Ye  men  of  Sparta,  at  your  choice  command 
In  either  wing;  the  other  we  reclaim  * 
From  Athens ;  brave  and  prosperous  we  have  join'd 
Our  banners  oft  with  yours;  our  deeds  you  know ; 
To  ours  superior  what  can  Athens  plead 


What  we  are  Ddw,  yon,  Grecian!,  most  dedidi 

At  this  important  crisis.    Judges,  fix 

On  Marathon  your  thoughts,  that  recent  stage 

Of  preservation  to  the  public  weal; 

Where  fifty  nations,  arm'd  to  conquer  Greece, 

We  imassisted  fbiPd ;  more  fresh,  the  day 

Of  Salamis  recall.    Enougi«  of  words ; 

No  more  contention  for  the  name  of  rank ; 

The  bravest  stand  the  foremost  in  the  sight 

Of  gods  and  mortals.    As  to  you  is  meet. 

Determine,  Spartans ;  at  your  will  arrange 

Th'  Athenians ;  they  acknowledge  you  the  chieft 

Of  this  great  league,  for  gen'ral  safety  fram'd. 

Wherever  plac'd,  obedient  they  will  fight." 

The  sense  of  all  his  coohtr]rmen  he  breathed, 
Who  for^e  public  wel&re  in  this  hour 
Their  ail  relinquish,  and  their  very  pride 
A  victim  3rield  to  virtue.    From  his  seat. 
Inspired  by  justice,  Aemnestus  rose : 

<^  Brave  as  they  are,  our  fHends  of  Tegea  seem 
To  have  forgot  the  Marathonian  field. 
The  Salaminian  trophies ;  else  this  strife 
Had  ne'er  alarm'd  the  congregated  host 
Of  states  so  various  and  remote."    As  brief 
Callicrates  subjoins  :  "  Not  less  our  friends 
Of  Tegea  seem  forgetful,  that  their  claim 
Within  the  isthmus  is  confined,  the  gift 
Of  part,  not  binding  universal  Greece." 

Athenian  moderation  had  before 
Won  ev*ry  Spartan ;  loud  they  sound  the  name 
Of  Athens,  Athens,  whose  pretension  just 
The  general  confirms,  restoring  peace. 
So  in  a  chorus  full  the  manly  bass 
Directs  the  pow'r  of  harmony  to  float 
On  equal  pinions,  and  attune  the  air. 

Now  Sparta's  wide  encampment  on  the  right 
WasfonnM;  sedate  and  silent  was  the  toil,  ' 
As  is  the  concourse  of  industrious  ants. 
In  mute  attention  to  their  public  cares. 
Fjcteriding  thence,  successive  states  erect 
Their  standards.    On  the  left  their  num'rous  tcnti 
Th'  Athenians  pitch.     In  labour  not  unlike 
The  buzzing  tenants  of  sonorous  hives, 
Loquacious  they  and  lively  cheer  the  field. 
Yet  regularly  heed  each  signal  giv'n 
By  staid  commanders.    Underneath  a  fringe 
Of  wood,  projecting  from  Cithanran's  side. 
Ascends  the  chief  pavilion.    Seated  there 
Is  Aristides  at  a  frugal  board. 
An  aged  menial  his  attendant  sole; 
But  from  the  tribes  selected,  round  him  watch 
An  hundred  youths,  whose  captain  is  the  son 
Of  iam*d  Miltiades.    The  neighbVing  bed 
Of  pure  Asopus,  from  Cithsron's  founts, 
Reft^hment  inexhaustible  contained. 
His  arms  th'  Athenian  patriot  in  his  tent 
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Or  wait  Us  MmbgV'— '<  Let  him  oome,'*  repliM 
The  Attic  tage ;  *'  let  bold  invaders  court 
A  battle,  not  th'  ioTaded,  who  most  watch 
Occasion*8  faroor.    Present  in  thy  mind 
Retain,  that  Greece  is  center'd  in  this  host, 
Which  if  we  hazard  lightly  were  a  crime. 
The  otfeoded  gods  with  fetters  would  chastise t 
Oor  Attic  flame  to  sudden  onset  points. 
By  me  discouraged.**    Aemnestus  then : 

**  Know,  that  with  me  Callicrates  unites ; 
Farewell ;  thy  wisdom  shall  direct  us  both." 

The  Son  was  set ;  th*  unnumberM  eyes  of  Heav*n 
Thin  clouds  envelope ;  dusky  was  the  veil 
Of  night,  not  sable;  placid  was  thl!  air; 
The  low-tonM  current  of  Asopus  held 
No  other  motion  thau  his  native  flow, 
Allnr^ng  Aristides  in  a  walk 
Gontemplative  to  pace  the  stable  verge 
Attir*d  in  moss.     The  hostile  camp  be  views. 
Which  by  Mast«tian  vigilance  and  ait 
With  walls  of  wood  and  turrets  was  secur'd* 
For  this  the  groves  of  Jupiter  supreme 
Oa  Hypatus  were  spoil 'd,  Teumessian  brows, 
MesabiuSy  Fames,  were  uncoverM  all. 
Square  was  th*  enclosure,  ev'ry  face  emblaz*d 
With  order'd  lights.    Each  elevated  tent 
Of  priik:ely  satraps,  and,  surmounting  all, 
Mardonios,  thine,  from  coronets  of  lamps 
Shot  lustre,  soft*ning  on  the  distant  edge 
Of  wide  Plat»an  fields.    A  din  confused 
FrocIaimM  barbarians ;  silent  was  the  camp 
Of  Greece.    These  thoughts  the  spectacle  eadtes 
In  Aristides:  **  Slender  is  thy  bound, 
Asopus,  long  to  separate  such  hosts, 
Or  keep  thy  silver  wave  from  blood  unstained. 
Lord  of  Olympus !  didst  thou  want  the  powV, 
Or,  boundless  powY  possessing,  want  the  will 
Thy  own  created  system  to  secure 
From  such  destruction }  Wherefore  on  this  plain 
Is  Europe  thus,  and  adverse  Asia  met 
For  human  carnage  ?  Natural  this  search. 
Yet  but  a  waste  of  reason.    Let  me  shun 
Unprofitable  wand'rings  o'er  the  land 
Obscure  of  trackless  m3rstery ;  to  see 
The  path  of  virtue  vpen  is  enough. 
Whatc'er  the  cause  of  evil,  he,  who  knows 
Himself  not  partner  in  that  cause,  attains 
Booogh  of  knowledge ;  aH  the  rest  is  dream 
Of  folsely-etyrd  philosophy.     My  task 
Is  to  destroy  the  enemies  of  Gieecc ; 
"Be  acdve  there,  my  fecultics,  Und  lose 
Nor  time,  nor  thoagbt.**    Revisiting  his  tent, 
Sicnias  calVd  apart  he  thus  instructs: 

'^  Retnm,  discreet  and  feithfiil,  to  dM  sob 
Of  Keodes ;  thy  own  observing  eye 
Will  prompt  thy  tongue ;  this  notice  sole  I  send. 
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I  at  the  haxard  of  my  lifs  will  gall,  [fK«nd,»* 

Perhaps  may  force  that  quarter.**— «  Ah!    my 

Mardonius  answered,  **  shall  thy  precioos  liCs 

Be  hazarded  ?  let  others  take  the  charge, 

Briareus,  Midias,  Tlridates  brave. 

Or  Mindarus ;  a  thousand  leaders  bold 

This  host  affords.     Masistius,  in  the  gloom 

Of  midnight  from  ray  pillow  I  discem'd 

Thy  gracious  figure  on  a  steed  of  fire; 

Who  bore  thee  up  to  Heav*n,  where  sudden  folds 

Of  radiant  vapour  wrapp*d  thee  firom  my  view. 

At  once  throughout  th*  innumerable  tents 

Their  hue  was  changed  to  black ;  Bosotia's  hiUs 

And  caves  with  ejulation  from  the  camp 

Rebellow*d  round  -,,  the  camels,  horses,  mules, 

Dissolved  in  tears.    Let  Mithra*s  angry  beam 

Pierce  this  right  arm,  annihilate  my  strength, 

And  meU  my  courage  I  I  will  rest  content 

To  purchase  thus  the  safety  of  my  friend.** 

Masistius  answer*d :  **  Son  of  Oohryas,  lean%  ^ 
That  he,  who  makes  familiar  to  his  mind 
The  certainty  of  death,  and  nobly  dares   * 
In  virtue's  clear  pursuit,  may  look  serene 
On  boding  dreams,  and  auguries  averse. 
No  sign,  but  honour,  he  requires ;  he  waats 
No  monitor,  but  duty.    Au  attempt. 
My  observation  hath  maturely  weigh*d, 
Belongs  to  me;  to  others  less  inform'd 
I  will  not  leave  the  danger.*'    Quick  replies 
Disturb*d  Mardonius,  while  at  friendshtp*s  warratk 
Ambition  melts,  and  honour  fills  his  breast: 

*<  O  !  worthier  far  than  frail  Mardonius,  take 
0*er  all  the  host  of  Xerxes  cluef  command  $ 
Me  from  temptation,  him  from  danger  guard.* 

Again  Masistius :  "  Son  of  Gobryas,  peace  ; 
My  ear  is  wounded.    Ever  dost  thou  sink 
Below  the  level  of  thy  worth  with  me. 
With  others  soar'st  too  high.  What  means  the  werd 
Temptation  ?  what  this  danger  to  the  king  i 

0  satrap !  lifted  by  his  grace  so  high. 

Thou  hast  o'erwhelm'd  Masistius.     May  tha  Ged 
Of  truth  and  justice  strengthen  in  thy  s^l 
The  light  ingenuous,  which  so  much  reveals; 
That  sense  of  duty  may  suppress  a  thou^t, 

1  dare  not  clothe  in  language.    Still  in  mind 
The  parting  words  of  Artemisia  bear. 

Which  in  its  blameicss  moments  oft  thy  tongue 
Repeats  with  admiration.    *  Look,*  she  said, 
*  Look  only,  where  no  mystery  can  lurk. 
On  ev*ry  poaaly  duty.    Nothing  dark 
0*er8hades  the  track  of  Virtue ;  plain  her. path ; 
But  Superstition,  chosen  for  a  guide. 
Misleads  the  best  and  wisest*    **  Let  me  add. 
Worse  is  the  guide  Ambition,  which  misleads 
lb  more  than  errour,  to  atrocious  acts." 
"  I  shall  despair,  Masistius.  if  thou  falPst,** 
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Tnurn  blm,  thaa  deeds  to  menifest  a  toul, 
Which  merits  such  distinctioo  ?  We  again 
This  day  will  meet,  Mardooius — ^but  as  none 
Of  human  texture  can  the  flight  foresee 
Of  that  inevitable  dart,  which  soon 
Or  late  will  strike,  I  leare  these  words  befamd. 
If,  blinded  still  by  superstition's  cloud. 
Thou  wilt  believe  me  In  this  hour  the  mark 
Of  fste,  retain  them,  as  my  djring  words : 
Ambition  curb ;  let  virtue  be  thy  pride." 

They  separated  sad ;  Mardonins  still 
Foreboding  evil  to  his  noble  friend. 
He  at  the  frailty  of  Mardonius  griev*d* 

Manstitts,  soon  collecting  round  his  tent 
The  prime  of  Persian  cavalry,  bespafce 
Their  captains  thus :  **  Your  steeds  and  )srms  pre- 
pare; [shafts; 
Strihg  well  your  bows,  your  quiven  store  with 
With  num*rous  javelins  each  his  courser  load« 
I  am  this  day  your  gen'ral ;  I  rely 
On  your  known  prowess ;  and  I  trust,  the  hand 
Of  Horomazes  will  conduct  you  back 
Victorioos;  but  remember,  that  the  brave 
In  life,  or  death,  accomplidiing  their  part. 
Are  hapi^y."    All,  rgoioing  m  a  chief  • 
Belov'd,  his  orders  sedulous  fulfil. 

In  arms,  more  splendid  than  for  Peleus'  son 
Th*  immortal  artist  forged,  Masistius  cas*d 
His  limbs  of  beauteous  frame,  tod  manly  grace, 
To  match  that  hero,  whom  Scamander  saw 
With  Dardan  blood  imbruU    In  hue  of  snow 
His  horse,  of  all  Nissea's  breed  the  choice, 
Cap^rison'd  in  rubies,  champs  the  gold, 
Which  rules  his  mouth ;  his  animated  mane 
Floats  o*er  the  bridle,  formed  of  golden  braid. 

His  page  was  nigh,  that  3routh  of  eastern  race, 
Whom  for  his  merit  pure  Melissa  gave 
To  this  benignant  satrap.    To  ascend 
His  gorgeous  seat  preparing,  thus  the  chief: 

"  If  I  return  a  conqueror  this  day. 
To  that  excelling  dame  who  made  thee  mine. 
Who  hath  enlargM  whatever  of  wise  and  great. 
Of  just  and  temp'rate  I  to  nature  owe, 
Refin'd  my  manners,  and  my  purest  thoughts 
Exalted,  I  my  friendship  will  prolong 
In  gratitude  and  reverence ;  blessing  Heav'n, 
Which  thus  prefers  Masistius  to  extend 
Benevolence  to  virtue.    If  I  fall. 
Resume  with  her  the  happiest  lot  my  care 
Can  recommend,  Statirus.    Though  no  Greek, 
Her  pupil,  say,  in  offices  humane 
Hath  not  been  tardy ;  by  her  light  inspired. 
He  went  more  perfect  to  a  noble  grave." 


BOOK  XXIV. 
Wnai  thus  Masistius  for  the  field  prepared, 


The  augur  ceasM ;  when  mddeiily  in  view 
Th'  Aaopian  current,  overswelling,  foams 
With  eastern  squadrons,  wading  through  the  fords* 
Bounds  in  the  van  Masistius  on  a  steed. 
Whose  glist'ning  hue  the  brightest  of  the  four 
Which  drew  th*  irradiate  axle  of  the  mora 
Might  scarce  outshine.    Erect  the  hero  sat. 
Firm  as  the  son  of  Dsuae  by  Jove, 
When  his  strong  pinion'd  Pegasus  he  wheerd 
Through  .Ethiopian  air  from  death  to  guard 
Andromeda  his  love.    In  rapid  haste 
A  herald  greeb  Pausanias:  *'  From  the  men 
Of  Megara  I  come.    A  post  advanced. 
The  most  ohnoxious  m  the  Grecian  line 
To  harassing  assaults,  their  daily  toil 
With  unabating  firmness  long  has  held. 
Unwonted  numbers  of  barbarian  horse 
Now  sweep  the  field ;  a  remforoement  send. 
Her  standard  else  will  Megara  withdraw." 

Pausanias  then,  alike  to  try  the  Greeks, 
And  save  his  Spartans,  answer'd:  '*  Chiefs,  you  hear; 
Who  will  be  foremost  to  sustain  our  friends?" 

Through  fear  the  dang'roos  service  is  declio'd 
By  many.    Indignation  to  behold 
No  ^[Murtans  offered,  but  the  arduous  task 
Impos'd  on  others,  held  Cteander  mute ; 
When  AristideS :  **  Herald,  swift  return,  * 
Athenian  aid  might  else  prevent  thy  speed." 

The  patriot  spake,  and  left  the  Greeks  amaz*d. 
Well  knowing  Athens  with  abhorrence  looked 
On  Megara,  her  envious,  ranc'rous  foe 
Of  ancient  date,  whom  now  she  flies  to  aid. 

Meantime  that  feeblest  station  of  the  camp 
Th*  impetuous  Asian  cavalry  surround. 
As  clouds,  impregnated  with  hail,  discharge 
Their  stormy  buiden  on  a  champaign  rich 
In  ripen*d  grain,  and  lay  the  crackling  rows 
Of  Ceres  prostrate ;  under  sheets  of  darts. 
With  arrows  barfo*d  and  javelins,  thus  whole  ran|;« 
Of  Megara,  by  wounds  or  death  overthrown* 
Gasp  on  the  ground*    Alcathdus  expires. 
The  blood  of  Nisus,  Megarensian  prince 
In  times  remote,  and  fabled  to  have  held 
His  fate  depoident  on  a  purple  hair 
Amidst  his  hoary  locks.    That  vital  thread 
His  impious  daughter  sever'd,  blind  with  love 
For  Minos,  Cretan  king,  her  fother's  foe. 
Masistius  pierc'd  him ;  javelins  from  his  arm 
Incessant  flew ;  on  heaps  of  nameless  dead 
He  laid  Evenus,  Lysicles,  the  youth 
Of  Cyparissus,  and  Cratander*s  age, 
Distinguished  each  by  of)Rce,  wealth,  or  birth. 
Or  martial  actions.    Beasts  of  chase  and  prey. 
The  wolf  and  boar,  the  lion  and  the  stag. 
Within  close  toils  imprisonM,  thus  become 
The  hunter's  mark.    The  signal  of  retreat 
Is  now  uplifted  by  the  hopelt^ss  chiefii; 
When,  as  a  friendly  g^  with  stiflTning  wings 
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like  TeliiiioiiiMi  Teucer  on  the  mound 

Of  Atreos'  son,  where  Fate's  unerring  hand  [dead 

Had  Strang  the  bow  which  heapM  with  Phrygian 

Th'  empurpled  (base,  while  Ajax  swung  abroad 

The  ser'n-fold  shield  to  guard  a  brother's  skill. 

Sdli  in  the  field  Maaistius,  who  obaerv'd 

The  active  archer,  from  his  lofty  seat 

Agaiost  him  whirls  a  javelin.    Cimon  near 

Receives  the  bKinted  weapon  on-the  boss 

Of  his  huge  buckler.    His  vindictive  bow 

OlyiDpiodorus  bends;  the  rapid  shaft 

Fall  in  the  forehead  of  the  gen*rous  steed 

He  lodges  deep.    The  high  Nisssan  blood 

Boili  in  its  channeb  through  tormenting  pain ; 

Erect  the  courser  paws  in  air,  and  hurls 

la  writhing  agitation  from  his  back 

Th'  illustrious  rider  on  the  plain  supme. 

Against  him  rush  th'  Athenians ;  on  his  feet 

They  find  him  brandishmg  his  sabre  keen. 

With  his  firm  shield  a  bulwark  to  his  breast, 

Like  one  of  those  earth-spruog  in  radiant  arms, 

Whom  the  Cadmean  dragon's  fruitful  jaws, 

Or  Colchian  serpent's  teeth,  producM.    Assail'd 

On  ev*ry  side,  his  fortitude  augments 

With  danger.    Down  to  Pluto's  realm  he  sends 

Iphicrates  and  Eurytus,  who  drank 

Callirrhotfs  fountain  5  Amynander,  bom 

On  smooth  Uissus,  and  three  gallant  youths 

Of  Marathon.    Hit  cuirass  strong  withstands 

Repeated  blows;  unwoynded,  but  overcome 

By  unremitted  labour,  on  his  knees, 

like  some  proud  structure  half  o'erthrown  by  time, 

Bt  sinks  at  last     Brave  Cimon  hastes  to  save 

A  foe  so  noble  in  his  deeds,  in  port 

Beyond  a  mortal ;   when  a  vulgar  sword 

That  moment  thioagh  the  vizor  of  his  helm 

I'ransfix'd  the  brain,  to  exquisitely  form'd. 

The  seat  of  purest  sentiment  and  thought 

His  frame,  in  ruin  beauteous  still  and  great. 

The  &ta]  stroke  laid  low.    An  earthouake  thu< 

Shook  from  his  Itaae  that  wonder  of  the  worid. 

The  CokMsean  deity  of  Rhodes. 

Of  danger  aU  unheeding,  by  his  lord 
S^tinis  koeePd,  and  o'er  his  bosom  spread 
Hm  palms  in  anguish.    Timely  to  protect 
^gentle  youth  ingenuous  Cimon  came. 
While  thus  the  gasping  satrap  breathed  his  Ifst: 

"Farewell,  thou  fSaithfnl~Bid  Mardonius  think 
]ww  brief  are  life's  enjoyments— Virtue  lives 
pw»gh  n/A  eternity— By  virtue  eara'd, 
Praise  too  is  long— Melissa— grant  me  thine." 

fa  death,  resembling  sweetest  sleep,  his  eyes 
J?«ncly  drop  their  curtains,  and  the  soul 
*»J»  to  th'  eternal  mansions  of  the  just. 
Withm  the  trenches  Cimon  straight  commands 
To  Wge  the  cone ;  when  lo !  another  cloud 
5^Ea8tem  squadrons,  Mindarus  their  chief, 
Jj*><^*er  the  stream  detached  with  numbers  new, 
JNot  finding  great  Masistius,  roWd  afresh 
The  storm  of  onset    Dreadful  was  the  shock 
Wthese,  attempting  to  redeem,  of  those. 
Who  held  the  body  5  but  the  Attic  spears 
■w  m  the  chesU  d"  fiery  steeds,  which  press 
with  fiolence  unyielding,  and  the  ranks 
i?™t disarm.    The  archers  have  discharged 
nw  quivers.    Now  had  Mindarus  acquir'd 
^y»ng  glory,  and  the  Greeks  resigned 
iJ^JJ^ontcsted  prixe,  when  throat'ning  shouts, 
YJ  «ff*rent  Grecians,  pouring  from  the  camp, 
^^|««wteni chief.    Cleanderhere 


With  all  Troezen^,  Arimnestus  there, 

Diomedon's  bold  successor  in  arms. 

With  his  Platcans,  and  the  Thespian  brave, 

Alcimedon,  assail  the  Persian  flanks. 

So  two  hoairse  torrents  opposite  descend 

From  hills,  where  recent  thunder-storms  have  burst ; 

In  the  mid-vale  the  dashing  waters  meet 

To  overwhelm  the  peasant*s  hopes  and  toil. 

M3nronides  and  .^schylus  in  sight. 

Each  with  his  formidable  phalanx  moves ; 

Th'  encampment  whole  is  arming.    From  the  fight 

His  mangled  cavalry  th^  Persian  calls. 

In  eager  quest  of  refuge  in  their  lines 

Bt^yond  Asopuf,  through  surrounding  foes 

The  coursers  vault  like  swimmers,  who  forsake 

A  foundering  vessel,  and  with  buoyant  strength 

Bound  through  the  suige  for  safety  on  the  beach. 

Triumphant  in  their  camp  the  Greeks  replace 
Their  staiklards ;  thither  Qmon's  gen'rous  care 
Transports  Masistius.     Eager  to  behold 
A  prize  so  noble,  curious  throngs  on  throngs 
Press  in  disorder ;  each  his  station  leaves ; 
Confusion  reigns.    The  genVal  host  to  arms 
Pausanias  sternly  vigilant  commands, 
And  next  provides  a  chariot  to  display. 
Throughout  th'  extensive  lines,  th*  illustrious  dead. 
In  magnitude  and  beauty  late  the  pride 
Of  Nature's  study'd  workmanship.    His  limbs 
The  hand  of  Cimon  tenderly  composed. 
As  would  a  brother  to  a  brother's  corse. 
Masistius  fill'd  the  chariot ;  on  his  knees 
Suturus  held,  and  watered  with  his  tears 
The  face  majestic,  not  by  death  deform'd. 
Pale,  but  with  features  mild,  which  still  retain'd 
Attractive  sweetness  to  endear  the  sight 

First  on  the  right  through  Lacedemon's  range 
The  spectacle  is  carried ;  silence  there 
Prevails ;  the  Spartan  citizen  no  sign 
Of  triumph  shows,  subordinate  to  law. 
Which  disciplin'd  his  passions.    Tow'rds  the  left, 
Through  exultation  loud  of  other  Greeks, 
The  awful  car  at  length  to  Attic  ranks 
Brings  their  own  prize,  by  Aristides  met ; 
There  silence  too,  in  rev'rence  of  their  chie^ 
Is  univenaL    He  prepares  to  speak ; 
But  first  the  mighty  relics  he  survesrs. 
He  feeb  like  Jove,  contemplating  the  pure. 
The  gen'rous,  brave  Sarpedon,  as  he  lay 
In  Doith's  cold  arms,  when  swift  th'  almighty  sire 
Decreed  that  Morpheus,  gentlest  of  the  gocb. 
Should  waft  to  Lycia*s  reaUn  the  rojral  clay. 
From  pious  friends  and  subjects  to  obtain 
The  rites  of  splendid  sepulture^    Complete 
Was  now  the  solemn  pause;  to  list'ning  ears 
Thus  Aristides  vents  his  godlike  soul : 

"  Here  close  your  triumph,  Grecians,  nor  provoke 
The  jealous  pow'rs  who  mark  for  chosen  wrath 
O'er-weening  pride.    Though  auguring  success 
From  this  great  satrap*s  fell,  revere  his  clay ; 
Such  rev'rence  all  of  mortal  mould  will  need. 
All  soon,  or  late.     If  comeliness  and  strength. 
If  gracious  manners,  and  a  mind  humane. 
If  worth  and  wisdom  could  avoid  the  grave. 
You  had  not  seen  this  towV  of  Asia  foil. 
Yet  there  is  left  attainable  by  man, 
What  may  survive  the  grave ;  it  is  the  feme 
Of  gen'rous  actions ;  thui  do  you  attain. 
I  in  Psittalia's  isle  this  Persian  knew 
Brave  Medon's  prize;  his  captive  hands  wa  fireed  { 
To  him  our  l>o.pit.bie  t^%l^,j^^oogl^ 
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Through  whom  Phoebean  Tlmoo  was  redeemed, 

With  Haliartus,  oo  Euboea's  fields 

To  signalise  their  swords.    On  CEta's  hill 

In  him  the  daughter  of  Oileus  found 

A  spotless  guardian.    Let  his  corse  and  arms. 

Thy  aoquisitioa,  Cimon,  be  resign'd 

To  piety  ;  a  herald  shall  attend 

Thy  steps ;  remove  him  to  his  native  friends. 

Let  Xerxes  hear,  let  fierce  Mardonius  see. 

How  much  barbarians  difier  from  the  Greeks.'* 

Minerva's  tribes,  approving,  hear  the  words 
Of  clemency  and  pity.    Cimon  mounts 
The  fun'ral  car ;  attentive  and  composed, 
Like  Maia's  son  commissioned  from  the  skies 
By  his  eteimal  sire,  the  warrior  hears 
The  full  instructions  of  his  patron  chief. 
Th'  Asopian  stream  he  fords  to  Asia's  tents. 
Whence  issue  wailing  multitudes,  who  rend 
The  air  with  emulation,  while  the  wheels 
Before  Mardonius  stop  then-  solemn  roll. 
He  rives  his  mantle,  and  defiles  with  dust 
His  splendid  head.    Not  more  the  destin*d  king 
Of  Judah  moum*d  the  virtuous  heir  of  Saul, 
Mow>d  down  in  battle  by  Philistian  strength 
On  Gilboa's  heights ;  nor  melted  more  in  grief 
O'er  Absalom^s  foir  locks,  too  much  endear'd 
To  blind  parental  fondness.    From  the  car 
Descending,  Cimon  spake :  "  Lo !  Persian  chief. 
The  just  Athenian,  Aristides,  sends 
These  relics,  which  he  honours,  to  partake 
Of  sepulture,  as  eastern  rites  ordahi.'* 

"  Then  art  thou  fairn,  too  confident,*'  exclaims 
Mardonius,  "  too  unmindful  of  my  love, 
And  anxious  warnings !  Mithra,  veil  thy  ftice 
In  clouds  !  In  tears  of  blood,  thou  sky,  dissolve! 
Earth  groan,  and  gen*ral  nature  join  in  woe ! 
The  tallest  cedar  of  the  orient  groves 
Lies  prostrate— Destiny  malign !  I  brave 
Thy  further  malice — Blasted  to  the  root 
Is  all  my  joy."    Here  sorrow  clo«*d  his  lips. 
As  fipozen  dead  by  wintry  gusts  he  stood. 
Devoid  of  motion ;  Mindarus  was  nigh. 
Whose  interposing  prudence  thus  was  heard : 

**  O  chief  of  nations  numberless!  who  stand 
SpecUtora  round,  and  watch  thy  lightest  look. 
Confine  thy  anguish ;  in  their  sight  revere 
Thyself;  regard  this  messenger  benign 
From  Aristides,  and  thy  native  sense 
Of  obligation  rouse."    Mardonius  then. 
As  from  a  trance :  "  I  hear  thee,  and  approve. 
My  gepUe  kinsman.    This  returning  car. 
With  purest  goW,  and  costly  vesture  piPd, 
Shall  bear  the  copious  tribute  of  my  thairics 
To  Aristides;  whom  extoll'd  to  Heav'n 
By  excellent  Masistius  oft  my  soul 

Hath  heard.  t}m  riffhtAnn«  htrfrhp  riahf^nnc  ««««U>,i1  » 


Mardonius  fix'd  on  Cimon :  **  Thai  request, 
O 'Greek !  is  big  with  danger  to  my  h^. 
Which  I  will  hazard,  since  the  only  price 
Set  on  the  precious  relics  thou  restor'st" 

This  said,  lie  orders  to  his  tent  the  torse ; 
There  on  tlie  clay-cold  bosom  of  his'friend 
Thus  plaintive  hangs:  "  Fall»n  pillar  of  my  hopes. 
What  is  Mardonius,  wanting  thy  support  ? 
Thou  arm  of  strength,  for  ever  are  anbrac'd      ^ 
Thy  nerves !   Enlighten'd  mind,  where  prudence 

dwelt. 
Heart  purify'd  by  honour,  you  have  left 
Mardonius  helpless ;  left  him  to  himself. 
To  his  own  passions,  which  thy  counsel  tam'd ! 
The  dangerous  patln  of  errour  I  shall  tread 
Without  thy  guidance !  Shame,  defeat,  and  death. 
Frown  in  thy  wounds  ill-boding — yet  thy  look 
Not  fate  itself  of  gentleness  deprives. 
By  Heaven  a  world  shall  mourn  the6" — Loud  he 

calls; 
Which  Mindarus  obeys.    To  him  the  chief: 

"  Thou  too  didst  love  Masistius— Fly,  prodaiia 
A  gen'ral  lamentation  through  the  camp ; 
Let  all  Bceotia  sound  Masistius  lost 
O  verify *d  too  clearly,  boding  dream 
Of  mine,  by  him  so  fatally  despis'd  ! 
See  ev*ry  head  dismantled  of  its  hair. 
The  soldiers,  women,  eunuchs ;  of  his  mane 
See  ev*ry  steed,  the  mule,  and  camel  shorn. 

0  that  the  echo  of  our  grief  might  pass 
The  Hellespont  to  Asia !  that  her  loss 

Through  all  her  cities,  through  her  vales,   and 

streams. 
Beyond  the  banks  of  Ganges  might  be  told  1" 

As  Mindarus  departs,  the  Theban  chief 
Approaches  Leontiades,  who  spake: 

"  If  there  b^  one,  O  gen'ral,  can  replace 
Masistius  wise,  that  prod4|ry  is  found, 
Elean  Hegesistratus,  of  seen 
The  most  renown'd.    His  penetrating  mind 
Can  from  the  victim  slain,  or  msrstie  flight 
Of  birds,  foresee  the  dark  events  of  time ; 
InvetYate  foe  to  Sparta,  sore  with  wrongs, 
He  comes  thy  servant." — "  Opportune  he  cookes,*' 
Replies  Mardonius.    **  In  the  rites  of  Greece 
Ten  hecatombs,  before  the  Sun  descends. 
Shall  to  Masistius  bleed  an  offring  high. 

1  will  engage  this  augur  at  a  price 
Beyond  his  wishes;  let  his  skill  decide. 
When  to  give  battle,  and  avenge  my  friend* 
Collect  your  Grecian  artists ;  instant  build 
A  cenotaph  in  your  Dircsan  grove. 

Where  that  pure  fountain  trills  a  mouniful  note. 
There  shall  Masistius  in  his  name  survive 
Among  the  Greeks;  his  last  remains,  embalm'd. 
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How  brief  tre  life's  eojoymeatg.    Virtae  lires 
Tbroagb  all  eternity.    By  virtue  eam*d 
Praiie  too  is  loog — Melissa,  grant  me  tliine'.*' 
**  Commend  me  to  Melissa/'  starting,  spake 
The  son  of  Gobryas.    "  From  the  shameful  cross 
Bid  Artaoumes  in  her  presence  free 
I^onidas  the  Spartan.    Now  perform 
Aoother  act  of  duty  to  thy  lord ; 
Despoil  my  bead  of  all  its  curliug  pride; 
Slight  sacrifice  to  grief— but  ev*ry  limb, 
h^i  from  this  body,  and  its  mangled  flesb 
Shall  in  the  dust  be  scatter'd,  ere  1  quit 
My  chase  of  gremt  revenge.''    Concluding  bcrc, 
He  strides  impetuous  like  a  stately  ram, 
lAid  of  the  flock  new-shorn.    His  giant  guard 
Enclose  him  round ;  th*  innumerable  host 
Attend  him,  all  divested  of  their  hair. 
In  bowling  anguish  to  an  altar  huge. 
By  hasty  hands  constructed.    Deep  the  earth 
Around  is  boUow'd,  deep  is  drench'd  with  bUxd. 
Ten  hundred  sable  victims  heap  the  ground. 

Now  gen'ral  silence  reigns,  as  o'er  the  main 
In  winter,  when  Halcyon^  lamenu 
Her  Ceyx  ktst,  and  iEolus,  her  sire ; 
By  pity  loften*d,  mil  the  air  is  calm, 
WhUe  she  sits  brooding  on  her  watry  nest 
Amidst  a  cloud  of  frankincense  the  priest 
Of  Qis,  Hegesistratus,  performs 
The  rites  of  divination ;  awful  thus 
At  length  unfolds  tbe  mysteries  of  time : 

"  Hear,  all  ye  nations ;  great  Mardonius,  bear; 
Th*  Asopian  channel  is  the  line  of  fate ; 
The  host,  which  passes,  falls ;  success  will  crown 
Th*  assailM ;  th*  assailant  is  to  slaughter  doom'd.'* 

The  moltitade,  discourag'd  by  the  death 
Of  their  belov'd  Masistius,  hear  in  joy ; 
Not  so  Mardonius  at  revenge  delay'd. 
Io><:tion  aggravates  his  pain ;  his  tent 
Beceives  him.     Solitary  there,  like  Night 
Within  her  cavern,  thus  he  feeds  his  grief: 

" '  Ambition  curb ;  let  virtue  be  thy  pride.' 
So  spake  >Iasistic|s»  when  we  parted  Uist 
To  meet  no  more — I  feel  ambition  cold, 
B(>QQmb*d  by  sorrow — *  Let  Mardonius  think, 
How  brief  are  life's  ei^oyments;'  so  thy  Cite, 
ptt^  friend,  evincea— Life  itself  b  short ; 
Itsjoys  are  shorter;  yet  the  scanty  span 
Adreisity  can  lengthen,  till  we  loathe. 
If.  00  the  brilliant  throne  of  Xerxes  plac'd, 
I  held  the  orient  and  Hesperian  worlds 
My  vasBais,  could  tbe  millions  in  my  host 
(^pel  the  adamantine  gate  of  death 
^render  back  my  friend  ?  O  tortur'd  heart ! 
*^h  bum'st  with  friendship,  of  thy  gen'rous  flame 
IV  inestimable  object  is  no  more. 
JJ)»tthen  is  greatness  ?  What  th*  imperial  robe, 
^  diadem  and  sceptre  ?  Could  you  fill 
J^  void,  his  endless  absence  hath  produced 
lo  my  sad  bosom  ?  Were  ye  mine  how  vain 
^•cquiiition,  which  my  grief  would  loathe, 
And,  wak*d  by  grief,  let  honour  timely  shun, 
}f^  ftom  his  grave  Masistius  should  arise 
To  shake  my  pillow  with  his  nightly  curse, 
^ot  hecatombs  on  hecatombs  of  bulls 
Heap*d  on  bis  manes,  not  the  votive  hair, 
Nor  fuB*ral  moan  of  nations,  could  avail 
To  moderate  his  ire;  nor  all  the  pow'r 
Of  empires  join'd  to  empires  guard  my  sleep.*' 
At  length  he  sinks  in  slumber,  not  composed, 
B«t  waoden  restless  through  the  wild  of  dreams. 
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Eeb  thus  each  augur  in  the  different  camps 
Unmann'd  the  soldier  by  religious  dread, 
Eubcca's  coast  Sicinus  had  regain*d. 
That  peopled  island's  force  of  ships  and  arms 
Themistocles  had  muster'd.    Oreus  held 
The  ready  chief,  expecting  weighty  news 
Prom  Aristides,  which  Sicinus  swift 
Imparts.    To  him  Themistocles :  "  My  friend, 
I  ask  uo  more ;  the  assembled  host  of  Greece 
Hath  flx*d  Mardonius  oti  th'  Asopian  vei^e ; 
A  hasty  conflict  Aristides  shuns ; 
Then  shall  the  blow,  I  meditate,  be  struck. 
Ere  thy  reverted  passage  can  transmit 
To  him  my  greetings.    Stay  and  see  my  oars 
For  infamous  Thessalia  dash  the  waves ; 
Her  Aleuadian  race  of  t3rrants  foul. 
Friends  to  barbarians,  traitors  to  theTGreeks, 
Shall  feel  my  scourge.     Her  plenty  I  will  bar 
Against  Mardonius ;  £smine  shall  invade 
His  tents,  and  force  him  to  unequal  fight" 

He  gives  command ;  the  signal  is  uprear*d 
For  embarkation.    All  Eubcea  pours 
Her  sons  aboard,  and  loads  the  groaning  decks. 
From  his  Cleora  Hyacinthus  parts, 
Brave  Haliartus  from  his  new-espous'd 
Acanthi    Lo  !  each  female  seeks  the  beach. 
Spectatress  eager  of  th'  alluring  man, 
Whose  artful  eye  could  summon  ev'ry  grace 
To  fascinate  both  sexes,  and  his  wiles 
Arm  with  enchantment.    Beauteous  and  august 
Like  Cybel^  prime  goddess,  turret-crown'd. 
Source  of  th'  ethereal  race,  his  consort  lifts 
Above  the  rest  her  countenance  sublime. 
By  her  own  ofifspring,  and  the  pledges  dear 
Of  Aristides,  which  her  hand  received 
At  Salamis,  and  cherish'd  like  her  own, 
She  stands  encircled,  her  embarking  lord 
Accosting  thus :  "  Unfavourable  winds. 
Or  Fortune's  frown,  I  fear  not    All  the  gods 
Of  earth  and  ocean,  who  delighted  view 
The  virtuous  bmve,  contending  for  their  laws 
With  lawless  tyrants,  will  combine  to  bless 
Themistocles  and  Aristides  link'd 
In  harmony  of  counsels.    See,  dear  lord. 
His  and  thy  children  interweave  their  hands; 
Thy  sure  success  I  augur  from  their  smiles.* 

*'  1  from  Timothea's,**  pUantly  replies 
The  parting  chief.    <<  This  union  is  thy  work ; 
Thine  be  tbe  praise  from  thankful  Greece  preserv'd.*' 

He  said,  and  lightly  to  his  vessel  pass'd  ; 
While  ev'ry  sail  was  op'ning  to  the  wind. 

Euboea,  where  she  fronts  the  Malian  shore, 
Beneath  a  promontory's  quiet  lee 
Protects  the  fleet  benighted.    Here  the  son 
Of  Neocles  abterd  his  galley  calls 
His  pupil  Hyacinthus,  whom  he  thus 
Instructs :  "  Young  hero,  since  Qeora's  love 
Could  not  detain  thee  from  the  lists  of  hme. 
Fame  thou  sbalt  win.    Thessalia's  nearest  bounds 
I  from  Spercheos  in  Trachinic's  bay 
Mean  to  invade.    Nicanor  and  thsrself 
With  your  Carjrstian  force,  Nearchus  brave 
With  his  Chaicidians,  must  a  distant  ooune 
To  Potidsa  take,  whose  valiant  race 
The  winter  siege  of  great  Masistius  foil'd. 
Forewam'd  by  due  intelligeace  from  me,   [month 
They  will  augment  your  ORf^J^byl?*!^!*!^ 
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Of  fam*d  Enipeus,  Potidsan  zeal 

Will  guide  your  helms  to  rich  Larissa's  wtAh, 

Tbessalia's  helpless  capital,  whose  youth 

Attend  Mardonius.     Land,  and  bum  th*  abode 

Of  Aleuadian  Thorax,  who  conducts 

llie  foe  through  Greece.  O'er  all  the  region  spread ; 

Where'er  thou  seest  an  Aleuadian  roof, 

The  residence  of  traitors  hurl  to  earth  j 

The  flocks  and  herds  from  ev*ry  pasture  sweep. 

From  ev'ry  store  th'  accumulated  grain, 

Support  of  Asia's  mjrriads.    O !  recall 

Thy  late  achievements  on  the  Bloody  fields 

Of  Cbalcis,  and  of  Oreus.    They,  who  brav*d 

Thy  native  coast,  of  Demonax  the  friends. 

Now  in  their  own  Thessalia  lie  thy  spoil ; 

On  their  wide  ruins  build  thee  trophies  new." 

Commissioned  thus,  the  animated  youth 
With  each  Carystian,  each  Chalcidic  prow, 
By  morning  sails.    Three  days  the  Attic  chief, 
Skreen*d  in  a  harbour  nigh  Cenaum*s  point, 
ResU  on  his  anchors.     So,  by  thickets  hid 
In  fell  Hyrcania,  nurse  of  rav'nous  broods, 
The  tiger  lurte,  and  meditates  unseen 
A  sudden  sally  on  his  heedless  prey. 

The  fourtl^  gay  dawn  with  fresh'ning  breezes  curls 
The  Malian  waters.     In  barbaric  flags 
T^e  wily  chief  apparelling  his  masts 
Fallacious,  ere  the  horizontal  Sun 
Couch'd  on  the  ocean,  fills  with  hostile  prows 
The  wide  Sperchean  mouth.    Along  the  vales 
lunumerable  carriages  display 
Tlie  plenty  huge  fur  Asia's  camp  amass'd. 
Th'  encircling  mountains  9II  their  echoes  blend 
In  one  continued  sound  with  bleating  flocks. 
With  bellowing  herds,  and  dissonant  uproar 
Of  their  conductors ;  whom  Thessalia  sent, 
Whom  all  the  extent  of  Thracia,  and  the  realn»> 
Of  Amarantha's  lord.    Th'  affrighted  hinds 
Desert  their  charge.   Trachiniae's  neighb'ring  gates 
With  fugitives  are  throng'd.     Lo !  Cleou  plants 
His  bold  Eretrian  banners  on  the  strand ;. 
The  Styrians  form  j  Eudemus  bounds  ashore,  « 
Genestians  follow ;  then  auxiliars  new, 
The  subjects  late  of  Demonax ;  the  troops 
Of  Locrian  Medon,  Delphian  Timon  land, 
Themistocles  the  last}  whose  chosen  guard 
Of  fifty  Attic,  fifty  Spartan  youths, 
Still  sedulous  and  faithful  close  the  rear. 

They  reach'd  in  order'd  march  Trachinian  walls. 
Whose  gates  unclos'd.     Majestical  advanced 
A  form  rever'd  by  universal  Greece, 
Prais'd  by  each  tongue,  by  ev'ry  eye  admired. 
The  Oileau  priestess  of  th'  immortal  Nine, 
The  goddess-like  Melissa.    Medon  swift, 
With  Haliartus,  met  her  sacred  step. 
Her  name  divulg'd  from  ev'ry  station  call'd 
The  gazing  chiefs,  Themistocles  the  first ; 
Whom,  by  her  brother  pointed  out  to  view. 
She  thus  addressed:  "  Themistocles,  give  ear. 
And  thou,  O  Medon,  whom,  a  stranger  long 
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At  Amarantba*8  suit  my  old  abode ; 

A  virtuous  princess  from  a  sickly  couch 

My  care  hath  rais'd,  Sandauc^,  in  those  walls 

Long  resident  with  me.    Two  dajrs  ate  past 

Since  Artamanes,  governing  these  tracts. 

Heard  of  a  navy  on  Thessalia's  coast. 

And  with  his  force,  though  slender,  took  the  field 

To  guard  Larissa.    Your  descent  unmans 

The  few  remaining  Persians  in  the  fort ; 

All  with  Sandaucfe  and  her  children  flew 

To  my  protection  ;  mercy  to  obtain 

Became  my  charge ;  her  terrours  will  disperse. 

Soon  as  she  knows  Themistocles  is  nigh." 

The  army  halts.    Trachiniae's  gates  admit 
Cecropia's  hero,  Medon,  and  the  son 
Of  Lygdamis.    Sandauc^  they  approach, 
Sandaucfe  late  in  convalescent  charms 
Fresh  as  a  May-blown  rose,  by  pallid  fear 
Now  languid  as  a  lily  beat  with  rain. 
Till  she  discovers  with  transported  looks 
Her  Salaminian  guardian ;  then  the  warmth 
Of  gratitude,  redoubling  all  her  bloom, 
Before  him  throws  her  prostrate.    To  him  ran 
The  recollecting  children,  who  embrace 
Their  benefactor's  knees.     She  thus  unfolds 
Her  lips,  whose  tuneful  exclamation  charms : 

"  O,  my  protector" —Interposing  swift. 
His  ready  hand  uplifts  her  from  the  ground. 

"  Do  not  disgrace  me,  thou  excelling  fair,*' 
He  said  ;  **  to  leave  such  beauty  thus  depress'd 
Would  derogate  from  manhood.'*    She  replies ; 

"  Forbear  to  think  my  present  captive  lot 
Hath  humbled  thus  Sandauc^    No,  the  weight 
Of  obligation  past,  my  rescu'd  babes 
In  Salamis,  myself  from  horrour  sav*d. 
Have  bent  my  thankful  knee.    No  fears  debase 
My  bosom  now ;  Themistocles  I  see. 
In  him  a  known  preserver."    Melting  by, 
Melissa,  Medon,  Haliartus,  shed 
The  tend'rest  dews  of  sympathy.     In  look 
Compassionate,  but  calm,  the  chief  rejoins : 

"  Suggest  thy  wishes,  princess,  and  command 
My  full  compliance."    She  these  accents  sighs  : 

"  Ye  gen'rous  men,  what  pity  is  not  due 
To  eastern  women !  Prize,  ye  Grecian  dames. 
Your  envy^d  state.    When  your  intrepid  lords 
In  arms  contend  with  danger  on  the  plahiy 
You  in  domestic  peace  are  left  behind 
Among  your  lettered  progeny,  to  form 
Their  ductile  minds,  and  exercise  your  skill 
In  arts  of  elegance  and  use.    Alas ! 
Our  wretched  race,  m  ignorance  and  sloth 
By  Asia  nurtured,  like  a  captive  train. 
In  wheeling  dungeons  with  our  infants  cloa'd. 
Must  wait  th'  event  of  some  tremendous  bonr^ 
Which,  unpropitious,  leaves  us  on  the  field 
A  spoil  of  war.    What  myriads  of  my  sex 
From  Greece  to  distant  Hellespont  bestrew 
The  ways,  and  whiten  with  their  Meachhig  bones 
The  Thracian  wilds  !  Spercheos  views  the  tomb 
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Let  vice,  not  virtue  Uoab.    Cecropian  chie^ 
Her  soft  attentioD  well  that  youth  deservit, 
She  all  his  cooftancy  and  care.    Their  hands 
Are  pledg'd ;  th*  assent  of  Asia's  king  alone 
b  wanting,  which  Mardonhis  hath  assur'd 
To  Artamanes,  flow'r  of  Asia's  peers. 
Him,  with  unequal  force,  to  battle  march'd 
Against  thy  ranks,  which  never  have  been  fbird, 
She  knows,  and  trembles.*'    Artfully  replies 
Themistocles :  '*  Sandauc^  may  prevent 
This  danger.     Let  her  messenger  convey 
A  kind  injunction,  that  the  noble  youth. 
Whose  merit  I  have  treasured  in  my  breast. 
May  sheath  his  fruitless  weapous,  and,  returned 
To  her,  aboard  my  wel]«appointed  keel 
With  her  embarking,  seek  their  native  soil." 

The  princess  hears,  and  joyfully  provides 
A  messenger  of  trust     Assembling  now 
His  captains,  thus  Themistocles  oi^ains : 

**  Friends  of  Euboea,  soon  as  Phoebus  dawns 
Your  progress  bend  to  Larissaean  tow'rs; 
Yoor  chief  is  Cleoa.    Hyacintbus  join ; 
To  your  united  force  the  foe  must  yield. 
Save  Artamanes ;  bring  him  captive  back. 
Bat  not  with  less  humanity  than  care. 
AeoompIishM  Medon,  Haliartus,  vers'd 
In  (Eta's  neighboring  wilds,  your  Locrians  plant 
Among  the  passes;  once  secured,  they  leave 
Us  at  our  leisure  to  contrive  and  act. 
Tbee,  honoured  seer  of  Delphi,  at  my  side 
la  this  Trachinian  station  I  retain.'* 

By  opening  day  eaph  leader  on  his  charge 
Proceeds.     Themistocles  inspects  the  vale, 
GonstraioB  the  peasants  from  unnumber'd  can 
Aboard  his  fleet  to  lade  the  golden  grain. 

Before  Thermopyls  the  Locrian  files 
Appear.     From  (£u*s  topmast  peak,  behold. 
O'er  ModoD*s  head  a  vulture  wings  his  flight. 
Whom  to  a  cross  beside  the  public  way 
Th*  CKlean  hero's  curious  eye  pursues. 

"  Oh !  stay  thy  rav'nous  beak,"  in  anguish  loud 
Griea  Haliartus.     "  Shudder  while  thou  hear*st. 
Sob  of  O'lleus;  on  that  hideous  pile 
The  bones  of  great  Leonidas  are  hung." 

Then  Medon*8  cool,  delib'rate  mind  was  shook 
By  afptation,  to  his  nature  strange. 
Ifis  spear  and  buckler  to  the  ground  he  hurl'd ; 
Before  th'  illustrious  ruins  on  his  knee 
He  sank,  and  thus  iu  agony  exclaimM : 

**  Shoald  this  flagitious  profanation  pass 
UapmushM  still,  th'  existence  of  the  gods 
Were  but  a  dream.    O,  long-enduring  Jove ! 
Thy  own  Herculean  ofispring  canst  thou  see 
B^Kr'd  by  vultures,  and  the  parching  wind. 
Yet  wield  resistless  thunder  ? — But  thy  ways 
Are  avrfully  mysterious ;  to  arraign 
Thy  heaviest  doom  is  blasphemy.    Thy  will 
For  me  leserv'd  the  merit  to  redeem 
These  precious  relics ;  penitent  I  own 
My  raahness ;  thankful  I  accept  the  task. 

"  O  mighty  spirit!  who  didst  late  inform 


As  this  indignity  to  thee."    He  said. 
And,  with  the  aid  of  Haliartus,  free'd 
The  sacred  bones ;  Leonteus,  and  the  prime 
Of  Locris,  frame  with  substituted  shields 
Th'  esctemporeanous  bier.    Again  the  chief: 

"  Leonteus,  Haliartus,  rest  behind ; 
Achieve  th'  important  service,  which  the  son 
Of  Neocles  eqjoins.    The  pious  charge 
Be  mine  of  reod'ring  to  Melissa's  care 
These  honour'd  relics."    Now  in  measur'd  pace 
The  warlike  bearers  tread ;  their  manly  breasts 
Not  lohg  withhold  the  tribute  of  their  sighs 
Ingenuous ;  tears  accompany  their  steps. 
His  sister  iu  Trachiniae,  Medon  soon 
Approaches ;  glad  she  hears  him,  and  replies: 

'*  Hail !  brother,  hail !  thou  chosen  by  the  god9 
From  longer  shame  to  rescue  these  remains. 
Which  once  contained  whate'er  is  good  and  great 
Among  the  sons  of  men.     Majestic  shade ! 
By  unrelenting  laws  of  Dis  fori>id 
To  enter,  where  thy  ancestors  reside ; 
Who,  seed  of  Jove,  to  their  Elysian  joys 
Expect  thee,  most  illustrious  of  the  race. 
Amidst  thy  wanderings  on  the  banks  of  Stjrx, 
Dost  thou  recall  Melissa's  dirge  of  praise 
O'er  thee,  preparing  by  a  glorious  death  ^ 

To  save  thy  country?  O!  unbury'd  still. 
Did  not  Melissa  promise  to  thy  dust 
Peace  in  her  temple  ?  An  atrocious  king 
Hath  barr'd  awhile  th'  accomplishment  $  thy  friend^ 
Thy  soldier,  now  will  ratify  my  word. 
Soon  to  Lycurgus  shall  thy  spirit  pass. 
To  Orpheus,  Homer,  and  th'  Ascraean  sage. 
Who  shall  contend  to  praise  thee  in  thehr  bow*r» 
Of  amaranth  and  myitle,  ever  young 
Like  thy  renown.    In  <£ta's  fane  these  bones. 
Dear  to  the  Muses,  shall  repose,  till  Greece, 
Amid  her  future  triumphs,  hath  decreed 
A  tomb  and  temple  to  her  saviour's  fame." 

This  high  oblation  of  pathetic  praise. 
Paid  by  her  holy  friend,  Sandauc^  notes 
Attentive ;  seldom  from  Melissa's  eye 
Was  she  remote.     Her  eunuchs  she  deputes 
To  bring  a  cofier  large  of  od'rous  wood 
Inlaid  with  pearl,  repository  due 
To  such  divine  remains.     In  time  appears 
Th'  Athenian  gen'ral  to  applaud  the  deed. 
While  thus  the  mighty  manes  he  mvokes : 

"  Hear,  thou  preserver,  of  thy  country,  hearf 
Lo !  in  his  palms  of  Salamis  the  son 
Of  Neocles  salutes  thee.     From  a  hand. 
Which  hath  already  half  aveng'd  thy  death, 
Accej>t  of  decent  rites.    Thy  virtue  sav'd 
A  nation;  they  hereafter  shall  complete 
Thy  fun'ral  honours,  and  surround  thy  tomb 
With  trophies  equal  to  thy  deathless  name." 

He  ceas'd.    ^er  mantle  on  the  solemn  scene 
Night  from  her  car  in  dusky  folds  outspread. 

Three  mornings  pass.     Anon  Sperchean  banks 
Re-echo  shouts  of  triumph,  while  the  vales 
Are  clad  in  arms.     Lo '  Cteon  is  return'd. 
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Resistance  vain,  and  yielded.*'    Prom  the  van 
'  Now  stepped  the  Pernan  graceftil,  and  bespake 
Themistocles :  **  Accept  a  second  time 
Thy  captive,  gren'roiis  Grecian ;  nor  impute 
To  want  of  prowess,  or  to  ibnd  excess 
Of  acquiescence  to  Sandauc^'s  will, 
My  unretervM  surrender.    To  have  stain*d 
By  fruitless  contest  thy  triumphant  wreaths 
With  blood,  and  spurn 'd  the  bounty  of  thy  hand, 
Had  proved  ingratitude  ha  me."    These  words 
Cecropia*s  chief  returned :  "  Receive  my  hand, 
Thy  pledge  of  freedom  here  not  less  secure 
Than  heretofore  at  Salamis,  thy  pledge 
Of  btiss  yet  more  endearing.     Soon  my  keel 
Shall  place  thee  happy  on  thy  native  coast, 
Thee  and  thy  princess ;  that  in  future  days     ' 
*You  may  at  least  of  all  the  Asian  breed 
Report  my  kindness,  and  forget  my  sword." 
Amidst  hts  words  a  soft  complaining  trill 
Of  Philomela  interrupts  their  sound. 
The  youthful  satrap  then :  **  That  pensive  bird, 
Sandauc^'s  warbling  summoner,  is  wont 
In  evening  shade  on  Ariana's  tomb 
To  sit  and  sing ;  my  princess  there  devotes 
In  melancholy  solitude  this  hour 
To  meditation,  which  dissolves  in  tears.*' 

«•  Then  greet  her,"  said  th'  Athenian ;  **  thy  return 
Will  soothe  her  tender  breast     My  promise  add. 
That  on  the  first  fiiir  whisper  of  the  winds, 
She  shall  revisit  her  maternal  soil." 

This  said,  they  parted.     At  her  sister's  grave 
The  satrap  joHi'd  his  princess.     He  began : 

"  [  have  obey'd  thy  summons.    No  difgrace 
Was  my  surrender  to  the  conqu'ring  sword, 
Which  Persia  long  hath  felt    Thy  servant  comes 
No  more  a  captive,  but  to  thee  by  choice ; 
Tliemistocles  all  bonnteo«js  and  humane. 
As  heretofore,  I  find.     Forbear  to  check 
That  rising  birth  of  smHes ;  in  perfect  light 
Those  half-illominated  eyes  attire ; 
3Biiough  the  tribute  of  their  tears  hath  lav'd 
These  precious  tombs.    PrfT)are  thee  to  embark  j 
Themistocles  hath  promis'd  thou  shalt  leave 
A  land,  whose  soaring  genhis  hath  depressed 
The  languid  plumes  of  Asia.    Lift  thy  head 
In  pleasing  hope  to  clasp  thy  mother^  knees, 
To  change  thy  weeds  of  mourning,  and  receive 
A  royal  brother»8  gift,  this  faithful  hand." 

Nigh  Ariana's  clay  Autarctus  slept 
Divine  Sandauc^  on  her  husband's  tomb, 
With  nMrble  pomp  coostructed  by  the  care 
Of  Artaraanes,  fix'd  a  pensive  loo4t 
In  silence.    Sudden  from  the  chister'd  shrubs, 
O'er^angilig  round  it,  tuneful  all  and  blithe 
A  flight  of  foatherM  warblers,  which  abound 
Through  each  Tbessalian  rale,  rn  carrol  sweet 
Pefdi  on  the  awful  monument    The  Sun 
Streaks  wHh  a  parting,  but  nn^Iy'd  ray. 
Their  fitely  change  of  plumage,  aind  each  rill 
Is  soften'd  by  their  melody.    ««  Accept, 
Accept  this  omen,"  Artalnanes  cries ; 
**  Autaretus  ftivours,  Horomazes  smiles, 
Who0e  chohr  of  songsters  not  unprompted  seem 
Our  imptial  hymn  prelodrng."    She  replies : 

«*  I  want  no  omen  to  confirm  thy  truth. 
Dust  of  my  sister,  of  my  lord,  farewell ; 
Secure  in  Grecian  piety  remain. 
Still  in  his  offspring  will  Sandauc^  love 
That  husband,  thou,  my  Artamanes,  still 
Revere  thaifriead."  Shesatd,  and  dropped  her  hand. 


Press'd  by  the  youth.    With  purity  their  guide, 
They  o'er  the  mead  Spcrchean  slowly  seek 
Trachmian  portals.     Phcebc  on  their  beads 
Lets  fall  a  spotless  canopy  of  light 
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FaoM  her  Tithonian  couch  Aurora  mounts 
The  sky.     In  revYence  now  of  SparU's  name, 
Yet  more  of  dead  Leonidas,  three  days  ^ 
To  preparation  for  his  burial  rites 
Themistocles  decrees.    To  curious  search 
Innumeiable  herds  and  flocks  supply 
Selected  victims.     Of  their  hairy  pracs 
To  frame  the  sutely  pyre  the  hills  are  shotn. 
Amid  this  labour  Hyacinthus,  rich 
In  Aleuadian  spoil,  his  colleague,  brave 
Nicanor,  all  the  Potidsean  bands, 
Th'  Olynthians,  and  Nearchns,  who  conducts 
The  youth  of  Chalcis,  reinforce  the  camp 
With  their  victorious  ranks.    Th'  appointed  day 
Was  then  arriv'd.     A  broad  constructed  pyre 
Tow*rs  in  the  centre  of  Trachinise's  plain  j 
The  diflPrent  standards  of  the  Grecian  host 
Are  planted  round.    The  Attic  chief  convenes 
The  fifty  Spartans  of  his  guard,  and  thus : 

"  Themistocles,  distinguish'd  by  your  state, 
By  your  assiduous  courage  long  sustained. 
Will  now  repay  these  benefits.     Your  king, 
Leonidas,  the  brightest  star  of  Greece, 
No  more  shall  wander  in  the  gloom  of  Styx; 
But  that  last  passage  to  Immortal  seats 
Through  me  obtain.     Greek  institutes  requiit 
The  nearest  kindred  on  the  fim'ral  stage 
The  dead  to  lay,  the  victims  to  dispose, 
To  pour  libations,  and  the  sacred  dust 
Inuro.    Alone  of  these  assembled  Greek* 
Are  you  the  hero's  countrymen ;  alone 
Your  hands  the  pious  office  shall  discharge.** 

Th*  obedient  Spartans  from  Trachinise's  gates 
Produce  to  view  the  venerable  bones 
Herculean.     Lifted  up  the  structure  high 
Of  pines  and  cedars,  on  the  surface  large 
All,  which  of  great  Leonidas  remains^ 
By  sedulous  devotion  is  compo8*d. 
TTie  various  captains  follow,  some  in  ga«e 
Of  wonder,  others  weeping.     Last  appears 
Melissa,  trailing  her  pontific  pall 
(Calliope  in  semblance^  with  her  troop 
Of  snowy-vested  nymphs  from  QEta's  hill, 
With  all  her  vassals,  decently  arrang'd 
By  Mycon's  care.    Two  hecatombs  are  filaio, 
Of  sheep  five  hundred,  and  libations  pour'd 
Of  richest  wine.     A  Spartan  now  applies 
The  ruddy  firebrand.     In  his  priestly  robe 
Pboebean  Timon  supplicates  a  breeze 
From  .£olus  to  raise  the  creeping  flame. 
Thrice  round  the  crackling  heaps  the  silent  host, 
With  shields  reversed,  and  spears  inclining  low, 
Their  solemn  movement  wind.     The  shrinking  pyte 
Now  glows  in  embers ;  fresh  libations  damp 
The  heat.    A  vase  of  silver  high-emboes'd. 
By  Hyacinthus  from  Larissa  brought. 
Spoil  of  th'  abode  which  treach'rous  Thorax  hcM» 
Receives  the  sacred  ashes,  and  is  plac'd 
Before  Melissa.     So  the  godlike  son 
Of  Neocles  directs.     An  awftil  sign 
Ftom  her  commands  attention ;  thus  she  spake : 
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"  Tboo  art  not  dead,  Leoiddas;  thy  mind 
In  evVy  Grecian  lives.    Thy  mortal  part, 
Transfonn'd  to  ashes,  shall  on  CEta's  hill 
Among  the  celebrating  Muses  dwell 
1°  floiy ;  while  through  animated  Greece 
Thy  virtue's  inextinguishable  fires 
Propitious  beam,  and,  like  the  flames  of  Jove» 
Intimidate  her  foes.    Not  wine,  nor  oil, 
Nor  blood  of  hecatombs,  profusely  spilt. 
Can  to  thy  manes  pay  the  tribute  due ; 
The  massacre  of  nations,  all  the  spoil 
Of  humbled  Asia,  Destiny  hath  mark'd 
For  consecration  of  thy  future  tomb. 
Two  ministers  my  soul  prophetic  sees, 
Themistodes  and  Aristides,  stand 
Presiding  o'er  the  sacrifice.    The  earth. 
The  sea,  shall  witness  to  the  mighty  rites. 
Cease  to  regret  the  transitory  doom 
Of  thy  remains  insulted,  no  disgrace 
To  thee,  but  Xeips.    Pass,  exalted  shade. 
The  bounds  of  Dis,  nor  longer  wail  thy  term 
Of  wand'rtng  now  daps'd ;  all  measui'd  time 
Is  nothing  to  eternity.    Assume 
Among  the  blcss'd  thy  everlasting  seat. 
Th'  indignity,  thy  earthly  frame  endured. 
Perhaps  the  gods  permitted  in  their  love 
To  fill  the  measure  of  celestial  wrath 
Against  thy  ooontry*s  foes ;  then  rest  in  peace, 
Thob  twice  illustrious  victim  to  her  weal." 

As,  when  Bfinerva  in  th*  Olympian  hall 
Amid  the  synod  of  celestials  pour'd 
Her  eloquence  and  wisdom,  ev'ry  god 
In  siieaee  heard,  and  Jove  himself  approv'd; 
Around  Melissa  thus  were  seen  the  chieA 
In  admiration  hound ;  o'er  all  supreme 
Themistocles  applauded.    Mycon  last, 
With  her  tnjunction  chaiig'd,  to  OBta's  ahrine 
Was  nam  tfaosporting  in  their  polish'd  am 
The  treasor'd  ashes,  when  along  the  plain 
A  sodden,  new  appearance  strikes  the  sight, 
A  fon'ral  car,  attended  by  a  troop 
Of  olive-bearing  mourners    They  approach 
MeHsaa  ;  suppliant  m  her  view  expose  ' 

Embahn'd  Blanstii}S.    8en^  from  A«a*8  camp, 
A  pasnge  these  had  recently  obtained 
From  good  Leontens,  by  his  brother  plac'd 
Tbermopylse's  sore  guard.    Melissa  knew 
The  page  Sutiras,  foremost  of  the  tram, 
Who  at  her  feet  in  agony  began : 

•*  Thy  late  protector,  cold  in  Death's  embrace, 
Survey,  thou  holy  paragon;  his  fell 
Asopos  saw.    Before  the  hero  climb'd 
His  &tal  steed,  to  me  this  charge  he  gave. 

••  •  If  I  return  a  cooqoeror  this  day. 
To  that  excelling  dame  who  made  thee  mine. 
Who  hath  enlarged  whatever  of  wise  and  great. 
Of  just  and  femp'rate  I  to  Nature  owe, 
Refin'd  my  mannen,  and  my  purest  thoughts 
Exalted,  I  my  friendship  will  prdlon/r 


Among  the  just  and  generous.    O'er  the  dead 
Mardcnius  rent  hn  vesture,  and  his  hatr. 
Then  thus  ordain'd :  *  This  precious  clay  embahn^l 
To  Artamanes  bear,  whose  pious  zeal 
A  friend's  remains  to  Sestus  will  convey. 
Thence  o'er  the  narrow  Hellespont  to  reach 
His  native  Asia,  and  hb  father's  tomb.' 

"  I  then  repeated  what  my  virtuous  lord,    ' 
Expiring,  utter'd :  *  Let  Mardonius  think 
How  brief  aro  life's  enjoyments.    Virtue  Ii\'es 
Through  all  rtemity.    By  virtue  eam'd 
Praise  too  is  long^Meliwa,  grant  roe  thine'." 

'*  *  Commend  me  to  Melissa'— starting,  spake 
The  son  of  Gobryas. — *  From  the  shameful  cross 
Bid  Artamanes  in  her  presence  free 
Leonidas  the  Spartan.' — All  my  charge 
Is  now  accomplished  feithfully  to  all." 

Not  far  was  Artamanes.     From  the  train 
Of  Persians  strode  a  giant  stem  in  look, 
^^1)0  thus  addressed  the  satrap:  **  Prince,  behoM 
Briareos;  hither  by  Mardonius  scot. 
Guard  of  this  noble  body,  I  appear 
A  witness  too  of  thy  disgrace ;  I  sec 
These  Greeks  thy  victors.     Is  th'  Athenian  chief 
Among  the  band  ?"  Themistocles  advanc'd ; 
To  whom  Briareus:  "  Art  thou  he,  who  dar'd 
My  lord  to  battle  on  the  plains  of  Thebes  ? 
Where  have  thy  fears  conBnM  thee  till  this  hour 
That  I  reproach  thee  with  thy  promise  pledg'd  } 
But  this  inglorious  enterprise  on  herds. 
On  flocks,  and  helpless  peasants,  was  more  safe. 
Than  to  abide  Mardonius  in  the  field. 
I  now  return.    What  tidings  shall  I  bear 
From  thee,  great  conqueror  of  beeves  and  sheep  ?" 

"  Say,  I  am  safe,"  Themistocles  replies 
In  calm  derision,  "  and  the  fen'ral  rites. 
Thus  at  my  leisure,  to  Laconia's  king   ^ 
Perform,  while  your  Mardonius  sleeps  in  Thebes. 
The  spirit  of  Leonidas,  in  me 
Reviving,  shall  finom  (Eta's  distant  top 
Shake  your  pavilions  on  Asopian  banks. 
Yet,  in  return  for  his  recover'd  bones, 
I,  undisputed  master  of  the  main. 
Will  waft  Masistios  to  a  Persian  grave. 
Thou  mayst  depart  in  safety,  as  thou  cam'st" 

The  savage  hears,  and  sullenly  retreats ; 
While  pious  Medon  thus  accosts  the  dead  t 

'*  Thou  son  of  honour,  to  thy  promise  just, 
MellsBa'to  brother  venerates  the  clay 
Of  her  avow'd  protector.    Let  my  care 
Preserve  these  relics  where  no  greedy  worm. 
Nor  hand  profene,  may  violate  thy  form ; 
Till  friendly  gales  transport  thee  to  tsfxtee 
Among  thy  fethers."    Through  Tracbinian  gates 
He  leads  the  sable  chariot,  thence  conveys 
Th'  illustrious  burden  to  Melissa's  roof; 
Statirus  aids. .  The  priestess,  there  apart, 
Bespake  her  brother  thus :  *<  My  tend'rest  tears, 
From  oublic  notice  painfully  conceal'd. 
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Each  moment  dear,  when,  lbt*ning  to  my  Toioe, 
Thou  ut'st  delighted  in  the  moral  strain. 
Leonidas  and  thou  may  pass  the  6oods 
Of  Stjrx  together ;  in  your  happy  groves 
Think  of  Melissa.    Welcom'd  were  ye  both 
By  her  on  Earth ;  her  tongue  shall  never  cease, 
Her  lyre  be  never  wanting  to  resound 
Thee,  pride  of  Asia,  him,  the  first  of  Greeks, 
In  blended  eulogy  of  grateful  song." 

She  o*er  the  dead  through  half  the  solemn  night 
A  copious  web  of  eloquence  unwhids, 
^plaining  how  Masistius  had  consum'd 
Nine  lunar  cycles  in  assiduous  zeal 
To  guard  her  fane,  her  vassals  to  befriend ; 
How  they  ador'd  his  presence ;  how  he  won 
Her  from  the  temple  to  Sandauc^*s  cure 
At  Amarantha*s  suit;  withita  his  tent 
How  clemency  and  justice  still  abode 
To  awe  barbarians ;  how,  departing  sad. 
His  last  ftirewell  at  <£U*s  shrine  be  gave 
In  words  like  these :  <<  UnrivaU'd  dame,  we  march 
Agarost  thy  country — Thou  should'st  wish  our  fall. 
If  we  prevail,  be  confident  in  me 
Thy  safeguard  still— But  Heav'n,  perhaps,  ordains 
That  thou  shalt  never  want  Masistius  more." 

She  pauses.    Now  her  mental  powers  sublime. 
Collected  all,  this  invocation  frame. 

**  O  eleutherian  sire  !  this  virtuous  light. 
By  thee  extinguished,  proves  thy  care  of  Greece. 
Who  of  the  tribes  barbarian  now  survives 
To  draw  thy  ftivour  ?  Gratitude  requires 
This  pure  libation  of  my  tears  to  lave 
Him  once  my  guardian  ;  but  a  guardian  new. 
Thy  gift  in  Medon,  elevates  at  last 
My  gratitude  to  thee.**    Serene  she  clos*d, 
Embrac'd  her  brother,  and  retired  to  rest 

From  (£ta*8  heights  fresh  rose  the  morning  breeze. 
A  well-appareird  galley  lay  unmoor*d 
In  readiness  to  sail.     Sandauc^  drops 
A  parting  tear  on  kind  Melissa's  breast, 
By  whom  dismissed,  Statinis  on  the  corse 
Of  great  Masistius  waits.    The  Grecian  chiefs 
Lead  Artamanes  to  the  friendly  deck, 
In  olive  wreaths,  pacific  sign,  attir*d. 
Whence  he  the  fervour  of  his  bosom  pours : 

«  O  may  this  gale  with  gentleness  of  breath 
Replace  me  joyous  in  my  seat  of  birth. 
As  I  sincere  on  Horomazes  ci^ll 
To  send  the  dove  of  peace,  whose  placid  wing 
The  oriental  and  Hesperian  world 
May  feel,  composing  enmity  and  thirst 
Of  mutual  havoc  !  that  my  grateful  roof 
May  then  admit  Themistocles,  and  all 
Thoee  noble  Grecians,  who  sustained  my  head. 
Their  captive  thrice.   But,  ah!  what  founts  of  blood 
Will  f^te  still  open  to  overflow  the  earth ! 
Yet  may  your  homes  inviolate  remain. 
Imparting  long  the  fulness  of  those  joys, 
Which  by  your  bounty  I  shall  soon  possess !" 

He  ceased.    The  struggle  of  Sandaucd*s  heart 
SuDoress'd  her  voice.    And  now  the  naval  pipe 


Of  stem  republics,  vidlantly  bent 

Against  successful  greatness ;  yet  serene. 

Prepared  for  ev'ry  possible  reverse 

In  his  own  fortune,  he  the  present  thougfit. 

Of  Persians  chang*d  iVom  foes  to  friends,  enjoy*d. 

When,  lo !  Sicinus  landed.    Swift  his  lord 

In  words  like  these  the  faithful  man  approach*d. 

"  From  Aristides  hail !  Asopus  flows. 
Still  undisturb*d  by  war,  between  the  -hoits 
Inactive.     Each  the  other  to  assail 
Inflexibly  their  augurs  have  forbid. 
The  camp,  which  Ceres  shall  the  best  supply. 
Will  gain  the  palm.'*—**  Mardonius  theo  must 

fight 
To  our  advantage  both  of  time  and  place,** 
Themistocles  replies,  and  sudden  calls 
The  diflPrent  leaders  round  him.    Thus  be  spake : 
*<  Euboeans,  Delphians,  Locrians,  yon,  tJie  chiefii 
Of  Potidxa  and  Ol3mthus,  hear. 
The  ritual  honours  to  a  hero  duei 
Whom  none  e*er  equall'd,  incomplete  are  left; 
Them  shall  the  new  Aurora  see  resum'd. 
At  leisure  now  three  days  to  solemn  games 
I  dedicate.    Amid  his  num*n>us  tents 
Mardonius  on  Asopus  shall  be  told. 
While  he  sits  trembling  o*er  the  hostile  flood. 
Of  Grecian  warriors  on  the  Malian  sands 
Disporting.    You  in  gjrmnic  lists  shall  wing  ^ 
The  flying  spear,  and  hurl  the  massy  disk. 
Brace  on  the  cestus,  and  impel  the  car 
To  celebrate  Leonidas  in  sight 
Of  (Eta,  witness  to  his  glorious  fate. 

**  But  fifty  vessels  deep  with  laden  stores 
I  first  detach,  that  gen'ral  Greece  may  share 
In  our  superfluous  plenty.    Want  shaU  waste 
Mardonian  numbers,  while  profusioD  flows 
Round  Aristides.    To  protect,  my  friends, 
Th*  important  fireight,  three  thousand  warlike  spers 
Must  be  embark*d.    You,  leaders,  now  decide. 
Who  shall  with  me  Thermopyls  maintain. 
Who  join  the  Grecian  camp.**    First  Medoo  rose: 

**  From  thy  successful  banner  to  depart 
Believe  my  feet  reluctant    From  his  cross 
When  I  deliver'd  Lacedcmon's  king. 
My  life,  a  boon  his  friendship  once  beslow'd, 
I  then  devoted  in  the  face  of  Heav»n 
To  x-indicate  his  manes.    What  my  joy. 
If  I  survive;  if  perish,  what  my  praise 
To  imitate  his  virtue?  Greece  demands 
In  his  behalf  a  sacrifice  like  this 
From  me,  who,  dying,  only  shall  discbarge 
The  debt  I  owe  him ;  where  so  well  discharge. 
As  at  Asopus  in  the  general  shock 
Of  Greece  and  Asia?  But  the  hundred  spears. 
Which  have  so  long  aocompany'd  my  steps 
Through  all  their  wanderings,  are  the  only  fbrc« 
My  wants  require.    The  rest  of  Locrian  anus 
Shall  with  Leonteus  thy  control  obey.** 

Pois'd  on  bis  shield,  and  cas*d  in  Carian  steely 
Whence  issued  lustre  like  Phoebean  rays. 
Thus  Haliartus :  **  Me.  in  neasant-weeds. 
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Who  made  Acsnih^  mine.    My  present  seal 
Hii  maoly  justice  will  forbear  to  chide.*' 

The  priest  of  Delphi  next:  '*  Atheoian  friend, 
I  have  a  daughter  on  Cadmean  plains, 
My  AmarMtt.ha.    ¥nm  no  ether  care. 
Than  to  be  nearer  that  excelling  child. 
Would  I  forsake  thb  memorable  ^lot. 
Where  died  the  first  of  Spartans,  and  a  chief 
Like  thee  triumphant  celebrates  that  death.** 

Then  Oeon  praffer*d  his  Eretrian  band. 
Eight  hundred  breathing  Tengeaace  on  a  foe. 
Who  laid  their  toir^rs  in  ashes.    Lampon  next 
Prcscnta  his  Styrians.    Brave  Nearchns  joins 
Twelve  hundred  youths  of  Chalcis.    Tideus  last 
Of  Potidsem  twice  three  hundred  shields. 

**  Enough,  your  number  is  complete,**  the  son  ' 
Of  Neodes  reminds  them.    **  Swift  embark ; 
The  gale  invites.     Sicinus  is  your  guide." 

He  said,  and,  moving  to«*rds  the  beach,  observes 
The  embarkation.    Each  progressive  keel 
His  eye  pursues.    Cerswelling  now  in  thought, 
His  own  deservings,  glory,  and  success. 
Rash  on  his  soul  like  torrents,  which  disturb 
A  limpid  fount.    Of  purity  deprived. 
The  rill  no  more  m  music  steals  along. 
But  harsh  and  turbid  through  its  channel  foams. 

'*  What  sea,  what  coast,  what  region  havelpass'd 
Without  erecting  trophies  ?"  cries  the  chief. 
In  exultation  to  Sicinus  staid. 
**  Have  I  not  spar'd  the  vanquished  to  resound 
My  clemency  ?  Ev'n  Persians  are  my  friends. 
These  are  my  warrion.    Prosphnous  be  your  sails. 
Ye  Oreeksy  enroird  by  me,  by  me  inur*d 
To  arms  and  conquest    Under  Fortune's  wing 
Speed,  and  assist  my  ancient  rival's  arm 
To  crush  th*  mvader.    Distant  I  uphold 
The  Grecian  armies ;  distant  I  will  snatch 
My  share  of  laurels  on  the  plains  of  Thebes. 
Then  conae,  soft  Peace,  of  indolence  the  nurse, 
Not  to  the  son  of  Neodes.    On  gold 
Let  rigour  look  contemptuous;  I,  returned 
To  desert  Athens,  I,  enrich'd  with  spoils 
Of  potentates,  and  kings^  will  raise  her  head 
TW)fn  dust.    Superb  her  structures  shall  proclaim 
No  less  a  marvel,  than  the  matchless  bird 
The  gfcnry  of  Ardua,  when,  consumed 
In  burning  frankincense  and  mjrrrh,  he  shows 
Bis  presence  new,  and,  opening  to  the  Sun 
Regenerated  gloss  of  plumage,  towYs, 
Himself  a  species.    So  shall  Athens  rise 
Bright  from  her  ashes,  mistress  sole  of  Greece. 
From  kmg  Pinean  walls  her  winged  pow'r 
Shall  awe  the  Orient  and  Hesperian  worlds. 
Me  shall  tb*  Olympic  festival  admit 

its  spectade  most  splendid*' **  Ah !  wapptem 

Imnod'rate  thoughts,"  Sicinus  interrupts, 
<*  Thou  citizen  of  Athens !  Who  aspires, 
Resides  not  there  secure.    Forbear  to  sting 
Her  ever-wakeful  jealousy,  nor  tempt 
The  woes  of  exile.    For  excess  of  worth 
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BCxAMTiMX  Briareus  to  the  plains  of  Thebes 

Precipitates  bis  course.    Arrived,  he  greets 

Mardonius.    Rumour  had  already  told. 

What,  now  confirmed,  overwhelms  the  troubled  chief. 

Confounded  like  the  first  anointed  king 

O'er  IsraeFs  tribes,  when  PhiHstean  din 

Of  armies  piero'd  his  borders,  and  despair 

Seduc*d  his  languid  spirit  to  consult 

The  soreereu  of  Endor.     "  Call,**  he  said, 

"  Elean  Hegesistratus— Be  swift." 

The  summoned  augur  comes.    To  him  the  son 
Of  Gobryas :  "  Foe  to  Sparta,  heed  my  words; 
Themistocles  possesses  on  our  backs 
Th'  CEtaan  passes.    Famine,  like  a  beast, 
Noos*d  and  subservient  to  that  fraudful  man. 
Who  shuns  the  promised  contest  in  the  field. 
He  can  turn  loose  against  ua    In  our  front 
See  Aristides.    Fatal  is  delay. 
Fam'd  are  the  oracles  of  Greece — ^Alas ! 
My  oracle,  Masistius,  is  no  more. 
To  thee,  who  hatest  all  tl\e  Sptrtan  breed, 
I  trust  my  seeret  purpose.    Be  my  guide 
To  some  near  temple,  or  mysterious  cave. 
Whence  voices  supernatural  unfold 
The  destinies  of  men.'*    The  augur  here : 

**  The  nearest,  but  most  awful,  is  a  cave 
Oracular,  Lebadia's  andent  boast. 
Where  Jupiter  Trophonins  is  ador*d. 
Not  for  beyond  Copssas's  ndghb'ring  lake. 
Which  thou  must  pass.  With  co^y  presents  fMght, 
Such  as  magnificenoe  like  thine  requires. 
Thy  loaded  bark;  command  my  service  aU." 

Mardonius  issues  orders  to  provide 
The  bark  and  presents.    Summonhig  his  chiefis 
To  them  he  spake :  "  My  absence  from  the  camp 
Important  functions  claim ;  three  days  of  rule 
To  Mindarus  -I  cede.    Till  my  return 
Let  not  a  squadron  pass  th*  Asc^an  stream." 

This  said,  with  Hegesistratus  be  mounts 
A  rapid  car.    Twdve  giants  of  his  guard, 
Detacb'd  before,  await  him  on  the  banks 
Of  clear  Copanc    Silver  Phceb%  spreads 
A  light,  reposing  on  the  quiet  lake. 
Save  where  the  snowy  rival  of  her  hue, 
The  gliding  swan,  behind  him  leaves  a  trail 
In  luminous  vibration.    Lo  !  an  isle 
Swells  on  the  surface.    Marble  structures  there 
New  gloss  of  beauty  borrow  from  the  Mooa 
To  deck  the  shore.    Now  silence  gently  yields 
To  measured  strokes  of  oars.    The  orange  groves* 
In  rich  profusion  round  the  fertile  verge, 
Impart  to  fanning  breezes  fresh  perfumes 
Exbaustless,  visiting  the  sense  with  sweets. 
Which  soften  ev'n  Briareus ;  but  the  son 
Of  Gobryas»  heavy  with  devouring  care, 
Uncharm'd,  unheeding  sits.    At  length  began 
Th*  Elean  augur,  in  a  learned  flow 
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The  prime  reward  a  mortal  can  obtain, 
Trophonius,  shail  be  thin«.'    Apollo  thrice 
His  circle  ran ;  behold  Trophonius  dead. 
With  prophecy  bis  spirit  was  endu'd, 
Bat  where  abiding  iu  concealment  long 
The  destinies  enveloped.     Lo !  a  dearth 
Afflict!  Boeotia.    Messengers  address 
The  Delphian  pow*r  for  succour.     He  enjoins 
Their  care  tbrougboat  Lebadian  tracts  to  seek 
Oracular  Trophonius.    Long  they  roam 
In  fruitless  search ;  at  last  a  honeyed  swarm 
Before  them  flies ;  they  follow,  and  attain 
A  cave.    Hieir  l^der  enters,  when  a  voice, 
Kevealittg  there  the  deity,  suggests 
Cure  to  their  wants,  and  knowledge  of  bis  will 
How  to  be  worshipped  in  succeeding  times. 
To  him  the  name  of  Jupiter  is  giv^n. 
He  to  the  fiatal  Sisters  hath  access ; 
Sees  Clotho's  awful  distaff;  sees  the  thread 
Qf  human  life  by  Lachesis  jthence  drawn ; 
Sees  Atropos  divide,  with  direful  shears. 
The  slender  line.    But  rueful  is  the  mode 
Of  consultation,  though  from  peril  firee, 
Witbin  his  dreary  cell.    In  thy  behalf 
Thou  mayst  a  &ithful  substitute  appmnt*' 

'*  By  Horomazes,  no !"  exclaims  the  chief. 
"  It  is  the  cause  of  empire,  from  bis  post 
Compels  the  Persian  leader ;  none  but  he 
Shall  with  your  god  ooofor."    Transactions  past 
To  Hegesistratus  be  now  details. 
His  heart  unfolding,  nor  conceals  th'  event 
In  Asia's  camp,  wh«i  Aemnestus  bold. 
The  Spartan  legate,  prompted,  as  by  Heav*n, 
Him  singled  cot  the  victim  to  atone 
The  death  of  Sparta*s  king.    Their  changing  coarse 
Of  navigation  now  suspends  their  words. 
Agakist  the  influx  of  Cephissus,  down 
Lebadian  vales  in  limpid  flow  conveyM, 
The  rowers  now  are  lid>*ring.    O'er  their  heads 

'  Hudge  alders  weave  their  canopies,  and  shed 
Biqmited  moonlight  thnmgh  the  latticed  boughs ; 
Where  Zeph3rr  plays^and  whtsp'ring  motion  breathes 
Among  the  pliant  leaves.    Now  roseate  tincts 
Begin  to  streak  the  orient  verge  of  Heav'n, 
Foretokening  day.    The  son  of  Oobryas  lands. 
Where  in  soft  murmur  down  a  channeU'd  slqpe 
The  stream  Hercsnoa,  fiom  Tropbonian  groves. 
Fresh  bubbling  meets  Cephissus.     He  ascends 
With  all  his  train.    Th*  enclosure,  which  tiegirds 

'The  holy  poriieus,  through  a  portal  himg 
With  double  valves  on  obelisks  of  stone, 
Access  afibrded  to  the  steps  of  none    , 
But  suppliants.    Hegesistratus  accosts 
One  in  pontific  vesture  stationed  there : 
"  Priest  of  BoBotia*s  oracle  most  (mm'd. 
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Bright  vases,  tripods,  images,  and  crowns, 
The  presents  borne  by  those  gigantic,  bandi^ 
With  fascinating  lustre  fix'd  the  priest 
To  gaze  unsated  on  the  copious  store. 

**  Pass  through,  but  unaccompanyM,''  be  said, 
**  Illustrious  Persian.     Be  th'  accepted  gifts 
Deposited  within  these  holy  gates." 

He  leads  the  satrap  to  a  grassy  mount. 
Distinct  with  scattered  plantains.    Each  extends 
O'er  the  smooth  green  his  mantle  brown  of  shade. 
Of  marble  white  an  edifice  rotund. 
In  all  th'  attractive  elegance  of  art. 
Looks  from  the  summit,  and  invites  the  feet 
Of  wond'ring  strangers  to  ascend.    Tl)e  prince. 
By  his  conductor,  is  instructed  thus : 

"  Observe  yon  dome.  Thou  first  must  enter  there 
Alone,  there  fervent  in  devotion  bow 
Before  two  statues;  one  of  Genius  good. 
Of  Fortune  fair  the  other."    At  the  word 
Mardooius  enters.    Chance  directs  his  eye 
To  that  expressive  form  of  Genius  good. 
Whose  gracious  lineaments,  sedately  sweet. 
Recall  Masistius  to  the  gloomy  chieif. 

O  Melancholy !  who  can  give  thee  praise  } 
Not  sure  the  gentle ;  them  thy  weight  o'erwheliBs. 
But  thou  art  wholesome  to  intemperate  minds. 
In  vain  by  wisdom  cautioned.     In  the  pdol 
Of  black  adversity  let  them  be  steep'd. 
Then  pride,  and  lust,  and  fury  thou  dost  tame. 
So  now  Mardooius,  by  thy  pow*r  entbrall'd. 
Sighs  in  these  words  humility  of  grief. 

'*  If  Heaven,  relenting,  will  to  me  assign 
A  Genius  good,  he  bears  no  other  name 
Than  of  Biasistins.    Oh  !  thou  spirit  bless'd, 
(For  sure  thy  virtue  dwells  with  endless  peace) 
Canst  thou,  her  seat  relinquishing  awhile. 
Unseen,  or  visible,  protect  thy  friend 
In  this  momentous  crisis  of  his  fate  ; 
Or  wilt  thou,  if  permitted  ?  Ah  !  no  more 
Think  of  Mardonius  fierce,  ambitious,  proud. 
But  as  corrected  by  thy  precepts  mild ; 
Who  would  forego  his  warmest  hopes  of  fame^ 
Of  pow'r,  and  splendour,  gladly  to  exphre. 
If  so  the  myriads  trusted  to  his  charge 
He  might  preserve,  nor  leave  whole  nations  fialPD» 
A  prey  to  vultures  on  these  hostile  plains. 
Come,  and  be  witness  to  the  tears  which  flow. 
Sure  tokens  of  sincerity  in  me. 
Not  us*d  to  weep;  who,  humbled  at  thy  loss, 
Melt  like  a  maiden,  of  her  love  bereav'd 
By  unrelenting  Death.  '  My  demon  kind. 
Do  thou  descend,  and  Fortune  will  pursue 
Spontaneous  and  auspicious  on  her  wheel 
A  track  unchanged."    Here  turning,  he  adotea 
Her  flattering  figure,  and  forsakes  the  dome. 
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A  brimming  chalice  to  Mardonias  bears. 
Whom  in  these  words  he  solemnly  accosts : 

•*  This  (bunt  is  nam'd  of  Leth^.    Who  consults 
Oar  subterranean  deity,  must  quaff 
Oblirion  here  of  all  preceding  thoughts, 
Seasatioos,  and  affections." — "  Reach  the  draught; 
If  such  oblrious  sweets  this  cup  contains, 
I  gladly  grasp  it,"  cries  the  chief,  and  drinks. 

Ascending  thence,  a  mazy  walk  they  tread. 
Where  all  the  Season's  florid  children  show 
Their  gorgeous  raiment,  and  their  odours  breathe 
Unspent;  while  musical  in  murmur  flows 
Fast  down  a  deep  declivity  of  bed 
Hercyna,  winding  in  a  channel  new. 
Apparent  often  to  the  glancing  eye 
Through  apertures,  which  pieree  the  loaden  boughs 
Of  golden  fruit  Hesperian,  and  th*  attire 
Of  myrtles  green,  o'ershadowing  the  banks. 

In  alabaster's  variegated  hues, 
To  bound  the  pleasing  avenue,  a  fane 
Its  symmetry  discover'd  on  a  plat, 
ThSck-set  with  roses,  which  a  circlmg  skree n 
Of  that  fair  a5«,  where  clustered  berries  glow, 
From  rulBmg  gusts  defended.    Thither  speeds 
BEardonius,  there  delivered  to  a  third 
Religious  minister  supreme.    Two  youths, 
la  snow-like  vesture,  and  of  lib'ral  mien, 
Sons  of  Lebadian  citizens,  attend, 
EntitPd  Mercuries.    The  seer  addressM 
The  Perrian  warrior:  *'  In  this  mansion  pure 
Moemosyn^  is  worshipped ;  so  in  Greece 
The  pow*r  of  memory  is  styl'd.    Advance, 
Invoke  her  aid  propitious  to  retain 
Whatever  by  sounds,  or  visions,  in  his  cave 
The  prophet  god  reveals."    The  chief  complyM ; 
The  hallow'd  image  he  approached,  and  spake : 

««  Thou  art  indeed  a  goddess,  I  revere. 
Now  to  Bfardonios,  if  some  dream  or  sign 
Prognotticats  success,  and  thon  imprint 
The  admonitioDS  of  unerring  Heav'n 
In  his  retentive  mind ;  this  arm,  this  sword 
Shall  win  thy  fVirther  fitvour  to  record 
His  name  and  gk>ry  on  the  rolls  of  time." 

This  said,  with  lighter  steps  he  quits  the  fone. 
Hie  Mercuries  conduct  him  to  a  bath. 
Fed  from  Hercyna's  fkirer,  second  source, 
In  shade  sequester'd  close.    While  ttere  his  limbs 
Are  disarrayed  of  armour,  to  assume 
A  civil  garment,  soon  as  spotless  streams 
Have  purifyd  liJs  frame;  the  priest,  who  stands 
Witbont,  in  ecstasy  ofioy  remarks 
The  rich  Bfardonian  ofPrings  on  their  way. 
By  servitors  transported  to  enlarge 
The  holy  treasure.    Instant  he  prepares 
For  sacrifice.    A  sable  ram  is  slain. 

Fresh  fifom  ablution,  lo !  Mardonius  comes 
In  linen  vesture,  fine  and  white,  as  down 
Of  Paphian  doves.     A  sash  of  tincture  bright, 
Which  rivall'd  Flora's  brilliaacy  of  dye, 
Enghrds  his  loins ;  majestical  his  brows 
A  wreath  sustain;  Lebadian  sandals  ease 
His  steps.     Exchanging  thus  his  martial  guise, 
like  some  immortal,  of  a  gentler  mould 
Than  Mars,  he  moves.     So  Phoebus,  when  he  sets, 
Lav'd  by  the  njrmphs  of  Tethys  in  their  grot 
Of  coral  after  his  diurnal  toil. 
Repairs  hb  splendours,  and  his  rosy  traclc 
Of  mom  resumes.    With  partial  eyes  the  priest 
Explores  the  victim's  entrails,  and  reports 
Each  sign  auspicious  with  a  willing  tongue ; 


Then  to  Mardonius :  **  Thee,*Boeotia's  friend. 
Magnificently  pious  to  her  gods. 
Thee  I  pronounce  a  votary  approv'd 
By  this  Boeotian  deity.    Now  seek 
In  confidence  the  cavern.    But  the  rites 
Demand,  that  first  an  image  thou  approach. 
Which  none,  but  those  m  purity  of  garb. 
None,  but  accepted  suppliants  of  the  god. 
Can  lawfully  behold."    Above  the  bath 
A  rock  was  hollow'd  to  an  ample  space ; 
Thence  issued  bubbling  waters.    **  See,"  he  said, 
*'  7*he  main  Hereynian  fount,  whose  face  reflects 
Yon  D»dal^n  workmanship,  the  form 
Trophonius  bears.    Adore  that  rev'rend  beard. 
The  twisted  serpents  round  that  awful  staff. 
Those  looks,  which  pierce  the  mysteries  of  fiUe.** 

Next  through  a  winding  cavity  and  vast 
He  guides  the  prince  along  a  mossy  vault. 
Rough  with  protuberant  aud  tortuous  roots 
Of  ancient  woods,  which,  clothing  all  above, 
^n  depth  shoot  downward  equal  to  their  height ; 
Suspoided  lamps,  with  lirid  glimpse  and  faint. 
Direct  their  darkling  passage.    Now  they  reach 
Hie  further  mouth  unclosing  in  a  dale 
Abrupt;  there  shadow,  never-fleeting,  rests. 
Rude>featur'd  crags,  o*erhanging,  thence  expel 
The  blaze  of  noon.    Beneath  a  frowning  din 
A  native  arch,  of  altitude  which  tempts 
The  soaring  eagle  to  construct  his  nest, 
Expands  before  an  excavation  deep, 
UnbowelKng  the  hill.    On  either  side 
This  gate  of  nature,  hoary  sons  of  thne, 
Enlarg'd  by  ages  to  protentous  growth. 
Impenetrable  yews  augment  the  gloom. 

In  height  two  cubits,  on  the  rocky  floor 
A  parapet  was  rais'd  of  marble  white. 
In  circular  dimension ;  this  upholds 
The  weight  of  polish'd  obelisks,  by  sones 
Of  brass  connected,  omamentsJ  fenoe. 
A  wicket  opens  to  th'  advancing  prince ; 
Steps  moveable  th'  attentive  priest  supplies; 
By  whom  instructed,  to  the  awful  chasm 
Below,  profound  but  narrow,  where  the  god 
His  inspiration  breathes,  th'  intrepid  son 
Of  Gobryas  firm  descends.    His  nether  limbs 
Up  to  the  loins  he  phmges.    Downward  drawn, 
As  by  a  whhrlpool  of  some  rapid  flood. 
At  once  the  body  is  from  nght  conceal'd. 
Entranc'd  he  lies  in  subterranean  gloom. 
Less  dark  than  superstition.    She,  who  caus'd 
His  bold  adventure,  with  her  wonted  fumes 
Of  perturbation  firom  his  torpid  state 
Awakes  him ;  rather  in  a  dream  suggests 
That  he  is  waking.    On  a  naked  bank 
He  seems  to  stand ;  before  him  sleeps  a  pool, 
Edg'd  round  by  desert  mountams,  in  their  height 
Obscuring  Heav'n.    Without  impulsive  oars. 
Without  a  sail,  spontaneous  flies  a  bark 
Above  the  stagnant  surface,  which,  untouch'd. 
Maintains  its  silence.    On  the  margin  rests 
The  skiff,  presenthig  to  the  hero's  view 
An  aged  sire,  of  penetrating  ken. 
His  weight  inclining  on  an  ebon  staff. 
With  serpents  wreath'd,  who,  beck*ning,  thus  began : 

**  If,  seed  of  Qobryas,  thon  wouldst  know  thy  fate. 
Embark  with  me ;  Trophonius  I  am  call'd." 

Th'  undaunted  chief  obeys.    In  flight  more  swifi 
Than  eagles,  swiftest  of  the  f^tfaeiM  kind, 
Th'  nnmoving  water's  central  spot  they  glik  ; 
At  once  its  bowm  opcos^.^l^f)^  IL^ 
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In  depth  to  equal  that  immane  descent 

Of  Hercules  to  Pluto»  yet  perform. 

As  in  a  moment  their  portentous  way. 

Aroondi  above,  the  liquid  mass  retires. 

In  concave  huge  susp4ided,  nor  bedews 

Their  limbs,  or  garments.    Two  sf  upendous  valves 

Of  adamant  o*er  half  the  bottom  spread ; 

Them  with  his  mystic  rod  the  prophet  smites. 

Self-lifted,  they  a  spacious  grot  expose. 

Whose  pointed  spar  is  tipt  with  dancing  light. 

Beyond  Phoebean  clear.    The  Persian  looks ; 

Intelligent  he  looks.    Words,  names,  and  things, 

Recurring,  gather  on  his  anxious  mind ;         [cave 

Whep  he,  who  seems  Trophonius :    "  Down  this 

None^  but  the  gods  oracular,  may  pass. 

Here  dwell  the  fatal  Sisters ;  at  their  toil 

The  Destinies  thou  see'st.    The  thread  new-drawn 

Is  thine  Mardonius.'*    Instantly  a  voice, 

Whieh  shakes  the  grot,  and  all  th^  concave  round, 

Sounds  Aemnestus.    Swift  the  4ii^ful  shears 

The  line  dissever,  and  Mardonius,  whirled 

Back  from  Tr6phonian  gloQfn,  is  found  supine 

Within  the  marble  parapet,  which  fenc'd 

The  cavem*8  mouth.    The  watchful  priest  conducts 

The  agitated  satrap,  mute  and  sad. 

Back  to  Mnemosyne's  abode.     His  eyes 

Are  sternly  flx'd.     "  Now,  prince,*'  the  seer  began, 

**  Divulge  whatever  thou  hast  heard  and  seen 

Before  this  goddess.^ — **  Priest,"  he  said,  **  suspend 

Thy  function  now  importunate.    Remove.  *l 

The  seer  withdrawn,  the  Persian  thus  alcme: 
"  Then  be  it  so.    To  luxury  and  pow'r, 
Magnificence  and  pleasure,  I  must  bid 
Farewell.    Leonidas  let  Greece  extol. 
Me  too  shall  Persia.    Goddess,  to  thy  charge 
A  name,  so  dearly  purchased,  I  consign." 

This  said,  in  haste  his  armour  he  resumes. 
Not  as  Leonidas  composed,  yet  brave 
Amid  the  gloom  of  trouble,  he  prefers 
Death  to  ^honour.    O'er  the  holy  ground 
He  pensive  treads,  a  parallel  to  Saul» 
Returned  from  £ndor*s  necromantic  cell 
In  sadness,  still  magnanimously  firm 
Ne*er  to  survive  his  dignity,  but  face 
Predicted  ruin,  and,  in  battle  slain, 
PrcMTve  his  fame.    Mardonius  finds  the  gates ; 
His  friends  rejoins;  glides  down  Cephissian  floods ; 
Copsete's  lake  repasses;  and  is  lodg'd 
In  his  own  tent  by  midnight.    Sullen  there 
He  fits;  disturbed,  he  shuns  repose;  access 
Forbids  to  all :  but  Lamachus  intrudes. 
Nefarious  counsellor,  in  fell  device 
Surpassing  fellest  tyrants.    Now  hath  Night 
UpoalPd  her  clouds,  black  signal  for  the  winds 
To  bnrst  their  dungeons;  cataracts  of  rain 
Mix  with  blue  fires;  th*  ethereal  concave  groans; 
Stem  looks  Mardonius  on  the  daring  Greek, 
Who,  in  his  wiles  confiding,  thus  bqgan: 

*<  Supreme  o'er  nations  numberless  in  arms. 
Sole  hope  of  Asia,  thy^retum  I  greet 
With  joy.    Thy  absoice  hath  employed  my  soul 
To  meditate  the  means,  the  certaui  means 
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Much  more,  when  pow'r,  when  empire  and  renown. 
Hang  on  a  crisis.     If  a  serpent's  guile 
Behind  the  pillows  of  such  foes  might  lurk; 
If  darting  thence,  his  unsuspected  sting 
Might  pierce  their  bosoms;  if  the  ambient  air 
Could  by  mysterious  alch3rmy  be  chang'd 
To  viewless  poison,  and  their  cups  infect 
With  death ;  such  help  would  policy  disdain  ? 
Hast  thou  not  hardy  and  devoted  slaves  ? 
Try  their  fidelity  and  zeal.    No  life 
Can  be  secure  against  a  daring  hand. 
Two  Grecian  deaths  confirm  thee  lord  of  Greeoe." 

He  ceas'd,  expecting  praise ;  but  honour  bums 
Fierce  in  the  satrap's  elevated  soul : 

"  Dar'st  thou  suggest  such  baseness  to  the  son 
Of  Gobryas?"  furious  he  exalts  his  voice; 
"  Guards,  seize  and  strangle  this  pernicious  wolf.'* 

Time  but  to  wonder  at  his  sudden  fate 
The  ready  guards  aflbrd  him,  and  the  wretch 
Fit  retribution  for  his  crimes  receives. 

This  a<^  of  eastem  equity  expels 
The  satrap's  gloom.  "  Now,  Grecian  gods,"  he  cries, 
**  Smile  on  my  justice.     From  th'  assassin's  point 
I  guard  your  heroes.    By  yourselves  1  swear. 
My  pre:»ervation  or  success,  assur'd 
By  such  unmanly  turpitude,  I  spam." 

His  mind  is  cheer'd.    A  tender  warmth  succeeds, 
Predominant  in  am'rous,  eastem  hearts, 
A  balm  to  grief,  and  victor  mild  of  rage. 
'    The  midnight  hour  was  past,  a  season  dear 
To  softly-tripping  Venus.     1  brough  a  range 
Of  watchful  eunuchs  in  apartments  gay 
He  seeks  the  female  quarter  of  his  tent. 
Which,  like  a  palace  of  extent  superb. 
Spreads  on  the  field  magnificence.    Soft  lutes. 
By  snowy  fingers  touched,  sweet^warbled  song 
From  ruby  lips,  which  harmonize  the  air 
Impregnated  with  rich  Panchaean  scents. 
Salute  him  ent'ring.    Gentle  hands  unclasp 
His  martial  harness,  in  a  tepid  bath 
Lave  and  perfume  his  much-enduring  limbs. 
A  couch  is  strewn  with  roses ;  he  reclines 
In  thinly-woven  Tafieta.    So  long 
In  pond'rous  armour  cas'd,  he  scarcely  feels 
The  light  and  loose  attire.     Around  him  smile 
Circassian  Graces,  and  the  blooming  flow'rs 
Of  beauty  c^UM  firom  ev'ry  clime  to  charm. 
Lo !  in  transcending  ornament  of  dress 
A  fair-one,  all-surpassing,  greets  the  chief; 
But  pale  her  lip,  and  wild  her  brilliant  eye: 

**  Nam'd  finom  Bethulia,  where  I  drew  my  breath, 
I,  by  a  fiither*s  indigence  betray'd. 
Became  thy  slave;  yet  noble  my  descent 
From  Judith  ever-fam*d,  whose  beauty  sav'd 
Her  native  place.     Indignant  I  withstood 
Thy  passion.'    Gentle  still  a  master's  right 
Thou  didst  forbear,  and  my  reluctant  charms 
Leave  unprofan'd  by  force.     Repuls'd,  thy  love 
Grew  cold.    Too  late  contemplating  thy  worth, 
I  felt  a  growing  flame,  but  ne'er  again 
Could  win  thy  favour.     In  the  haram's  round 
Disconsolate,  neglected,  I  have  walk'd; 
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Win  throw  me  prostrate.    To  th*  alluring  iSace 
Of  my  progenitrix  a  victim  fell 
Th*  Assyrian  captain,  Holofemes  proud; 
So  shall  tby  foe  of  Athens  fall  by  mine. 
The  meritorious  and  heroic  deed 
Soon  will  erase  the  transitory  stain. 
O !  if  successful,  let  Bethulia  hope 
For  thy  reviving  love."     Mardonius  starts 
In  dubious  trouble.     Whether  to  chastise 
So  fierce  a  spirit,  or  its  zeal  admire, 
He  hesitates.     Compassion  for  the  sex 
At  length  prevails,  suggesting  this  reply: 
"  Fell  magnanimity!  enormous  proof 
Of  such  intemperate  passion !  1  fbrg've 
While  \  r«;jec^  thy  profier'd  crime,  although 
The  df«d  might  fix  my  glory  and  success ; 
And  in  return  for  thy  preposterous  love 
Will  iiaie  replace  thee  ia  thy  native  seat 
With  gifts  to  raise  from  indigence  thy  house. 
But  never,  never  firom  this  hour  will  view 
Thy  face  again,  Bethulia.     Eunuchs,  hear ; 
Remove,  conceal  this  woman  firom  my  sight" 
"  No,  thou  inhuman,**  thus  Bethulia  wild: 
•*  This  shall  remove  fw  ever  from  thy  sight 
A  woman  scom*d,  and  terminate  her  pains." 

She  said,  and  struck  a  poniard  through  her  heart 
With  shrieks  the  haram  sounds ;  th*  aflSicted  fhir. 
The  eunuchs  shudder ;  when  the  satrap  thus : 

**  Is  this  another  black  portent  of  ill, 
Stem  Horomazes  ?  or  is  this  my  crime  ? 
No,  thou  art  just    My  conscious  spirit  feels 
Tby  approbation  of  Mardonius  now." 

But  firom  his  breast  the  dire  event  expels 
All  soft  and  am'rous  cares.     His  vast  command. 
His  long  inaction,  and  the  dread  of  shame 
Hecur.    He  quits  the  chamber ;  to  his  own 
Repairing,  summons  Mindarus,  and  firm 
hi  aspect  speaks :  **  The  morning  soon  will  dawn. 
Draw  down  our  stingers,  archers,  and  the  skilPd 
b  flying  darts,  to  line  th*  Asopian  brink ; 
Tbenee  gall  the  Grecians,  whose  diurnal  wants 
That  flood  relieves."    Then  Mindarus :  "  O  chief, 
This  instant  sure  intelligence  is  brought. 
That  from  the  isthmus,  to  supply  their  camp, 
A  convoy,  rich  in  plenty,  is  descry'd 
Advancing  tow*rds  Cithsron's  neighboring  pass." 
Mardonius  quick :  "  No  moment  shall  be  lost 
Bid  Tiridates  with  five  thousand  horse 
Fb«M»  that  pass,  and,  pouring  on  the  plain, 
Secure  the  preciotis  store."    This  said,  he  seeks ' 
A  short  repose,  and  Mindarus  withdraws. 

hi  arms  anon  to  paragon  the  Mom, 
The  Mom  new<rising,  whose  vermilion  hand 
I>raws  firom  the  bright'ning  troat  of  Heav'n  serene 
The  humid  curtains  of  tempestuous  night, 
Mardonius  mounts  his  courser.    On  hb  bank 
The  godlike  figure  soon  Asopus  views. 
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Whili  lamentation  lor  Masistius  dead 
t)epre9s'd  the  Pteniatts,  undisturb'd  the  Greeks 
To  all  their  camp  refreshment  bad  derived 
From  clear  Asopus.    To  th*  accostom'd  edge 
Of  his  abonndmg  flood  they  now  retort 
Stones,  darts,  and  arrows,  from  unnamba'd  ranks, 
Along  the  margin  opposite  disposed 
Ry  Mindarus,  forbid  aceesft    Repulse 


Disbands  the  Greeks.    Exulting,  be  forgets 

Geora ;  active  valour  in  his  breast 

Extinguishes  the  embers,  cherish 'd  long 

By  self'tormenting  memory,  and  warmth 

Of  fruitless  passion.    Present  too  his  chief, 

His  friend  and  kinsman,  firom  a  fiery  steed 

Mardonius  rules  and  stimulates  the  fight, 

like  Boreas,  riding  on  a  stormy  cloud. 

Whence  issue  darts  of  light'ning,  mix*d  with  hail 

In  rattling  show'rs.    The  enemies  dispers'd. 

Embolden  Mindarus  to  ford  the  stream. 

In  guidance  swift  of  cavalry  expert. 

With  unresisted  squadrons  he  careers 

Along  the  field.     Inviolate  the  flood 

He  guards;  each  hostile  quarter  he  insuHs. 

Now  Gobr3ras*  son,  unfetter'd  iVom  the  bonds 
Of  superstitious  terrours,  jojrful  sees 
In  Mindarus  a  new  Masistius  rise ; 
Nor  less  the  tidings  Tiridates  sends. 
Who  in  Citbanon's  passes  hath  despoil*d 
The  slaughtered  foes,  inspire  the  gen*rars  thoughts. 
Which  teem  with  arduous  enterprise.    The  camp 
He  empties  all ;  beneath  whose  forming  host 
The  meadow  sounds.    The  native  Persians  faee 
Laconia's  station,  Greek  allies  oppose 
Th'  Athenian.    All  the  force  of  Thebes  array'd 
Envenom'd  Leonttades  oonunands. 

Greece  in  her  lines  sits  tranquil ;  either  host 
Expects  the  other.    By  their  augurs  still 
Re8train*d,  they  shun  the  interdicted  ford. 
But  of  the  river's  plenteous  stream  depriv*d 
By  Mindarus,  the  Grecians  fear  a  dearth 
Of  that  all-cheering  element    A  rill 
Flows  firom  a  distant  spring,  Gargaphia  nam'd. 
Their  sole  resource.     Nor  dread  of  other  wants 
Afflicts  them  less ;  their  convoy  is  o*erpow'r'd 
By  Tiridates.    Anxious,  all  exhaust 
A  night  disturbed;  the  bravest  grieve  the  most. 
Lest  through  severe  necessity  they  quit 
Inglorious  their  position.    Morning  shines ; 
When  firequent  signals  from  th*  external  guards. 
Near  and  remote,  successive  rise.    To  arms 
All  rush.    Along  the  spacious  public  way 
From  Megara,  obscuring  dust  ascends. 
The  sound  of  trampling  hoofs,  and  laden  wheels. 
With  shouts  of  multitude,  is  heard.    Behold, 
Forth  from  the  cloud,  a  messenger  of  joy,. 
Sicinus  breaks,  of  bold  auxil<ar  bands 
Foreranner  swift,  and  unexpected  aid 
In  copious  stores,  at  Megara's  wide  port 
New-ianded  from  Thermopyltt.    Ihe  camp 
Admits,  and  hails  in  rapturous  aoclaim 
Euboean  standards,  Potidaea's  ranks. 
The  laurelPd  priest  and  hero,  Timon  sage, 
Th'  ennobled  heir  of  Lygdamis,  and  thee, 
Melissa's  brother,  great  Oileus'  son. 
Friend  of  Leooidas,  thee  dear  to  all, 
O  brave,  and  gen'rous  Medon  1  From  their  tents 
The  chiefs  assemble,  when  Sicinus  spake : 

*'  Pausanius,  general  of  united  Greece, 
Accept  these  ample  succours  firom  the  hand 
Of  provident  Themistocles.    Potsess'd 
Of  (Eta's  passes,  he  the  Persian  host 
Now  with  impenetrable  toils  besets 
Like  beasts  <k  prey,  entangled  by  the  skill 
Of  some  experienced  hunter.    Thou  receive. 
Just  Aristides,  firom  Timothea's  love, 
A  suit  of  armour  new,  in  Chalcis  firam'd. 
Without  luxuriant  ornament,  or  gold. 
The  shield,  ao  emUaiii  ^  t^f  ioaly  displ«ysj|^ 
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Truth,  Equity,  and  Wndom,  hand  in  hand. 

This  fbr  her  childrea,  and  thy  own,  consigned 

To  her  Eubcean  roof  and  pious  care. 

She  bids  thee  lift  and  conquer.    Thou  restore 

The  little  exiles  in  their  native  homes 

To  dwell  in  peace.    Her  gift,  she  adds,  derives 

Its  only  value  from  the  wearer's  worth." 

In  smiles,  like  Saturn  at  the  tribute  pure 
Of  firuits  and  BowVs  in  singleness  of  heart 
Paid  by  religion  of  the  golden  age, 
Timothca's  gift  the  righteous  man  receives. 
Not  righteous  more  than  practised  to  endure 
Heroic  labours,  soon  by  matchless  deeds 
To  justify  the  giver.    He  began : 

**  Confederated  warriors,  who  withstand 
A  tyrantls  powV,  unanimous  confess 
Your  debt  to  great  Themistocles,  the  lord 
Of  all-admir>d  Tmiothea.    He  and  I 
Evince  the  fruits  of  concord.    Ancient  foes. 
Through  her  united,  cheerful  we  sustain 
Our  public  charge.    From  gen*ral  union  Greece 
Expects  her  safety.    Him  success  hath  crown'd 
In  arms  and  counsel;  whether  on  the  main 
His  naval  flag  he  spread,  or  shook  the  land 
With  his  triumphant  step.  •  O,  hero-bom 
Pausanias  !  glowing  with  Herculean  blood. 
Now  under  thee  let  Aristides  hope 
To  share  success,  nor  tarnish  with  disgrace 
His  armour  new.    Behold,  yon  river  gleams 
With  hostile  arms.    Those  standards  on  the  left. 
Well-known  to  Attic  eyes,  are  proudly  borne 
By  native  Medes  and  Persians.  Treacherous  Tliebes 
Dfts  her  Cadmean  banner  on  the  right. 
A  second  time  Mardonius  forms  his  host 
To  profifer  battle.    He,  perhaps,  may  ford 
Asopus,  which  Tisamenus,  the  leam'd 
In  divination,  hath  forbid  our  steps 
To  pass.    Thy  former  numbers  swift  arrange. 
New  from  a  march  let  these  auxiliars  guard 
The  camp.'*    To  him  Pausanias  thus  apart : 

"  Athenian,  hear:  Your  citizens  arc  vers*d 
In  this  barbarian  warfare^  yet  unknown 
To  us.    Let  Spartans  and  Athenians  change 
Their  station.    You,  an  adversary  tryM 
At  Marathon,  and  foiPd,  will  best  oppose. 
To  vanquish  Grecians  we  accustomed  long 
Will  yon. Boeotians  and  Thessalians  fece. 
Such  is  my  will.'*    Concise  the  Attic  sage : 
"  Thou    hast  commanded   what   my  willing 
thoughts 
Themselves  devis'd,  but  waited  first  to  hear. 
Well  canst  thou  fight,  Pausanias.    I  will  strive 
To  imitate  thy  deeds  and  thy  renown. 
On  whose  increase  our  liberty  and  laws 
Depend.*'    This  said,  they  part.    Behind  the  rear 
Soon  from  the  left  th'  Athenians,  from  the  right 
The  Spartans  file.    Their  Stations  they  exchange. 
Not  by  Mardonius  unperceiv'd.     He  moves 


Be  hurry'd  thus  obsequious  to  control 
From  an  imperious  Spartan  ?  T^gea  first 
Contested  our  prerogative.    The  pride 
Of  Sparta  next  removes  us  firom  the  post, 
Assign'd  by  public  judgment;  we  comply. 
Must  we  at  her  contemptuous  nod  resume 
The  station  we  forsook  ?  Defending  Greece, 
Ourselves  meanwhile  deserted  and  betray*dy 
Twice  have  we  lost  our  city.    What  is  left 
Of  our  abandon'd  residence,  but  dust? 
Let  Greece  defend  herself.     Let  us  remove 
For  the  last  time  our  standards,  hoist  our  sails. 
Our  floating  empire  fix  on  distant  shores, 
Our  household  gods,  our  progeny,  and  name, 
On.some  new  soil  establish,  sure  to  find 
None  so  ingrate  as  this."    The  Athenians  thus 
Swell  with  ingenuous  ire,  as  ocean  boils, 
Disturbed  by  Eurus,  and  the  rude  career 
Of  Boreas,  threatening  furious  to  surmount    ' 
All  circumscription.    But  as  oft  a  doud. 
Distilling  gentle  moisture  as  it  glides. 
Dissolves  the  rigour  of  their  boist'rous  wings. 
Till  o*er  the  main  serenity  recums; 
So  from  the  mouth  of  Aristides  fall 
Composing  words.    Insensibly  he  soothes 
Their  jusUy-irritatfid  minds,  and  calms 
Their  just  resentment.    Righteousness  and  truth. 
How  prevalent  your  efforts^  when  apply'd 
By  placid  wisdom  !  In  these  strains  be  spake: 

**  Ye  men  of  Athens,  at  Laoonia's  call 
To  meet  the  flow'r  of  Asia's  host  in  fight 
Do  ye  repine?  A  station,  which  implies 
Pre-eminence  of  Attic  worth,  a  task 
Of  all  most  glorious,  which  the  martial  race 
Of  Sparta  shuns,-and  you  should  covet  most. 
Ye  Marathonian  victors  ?  In  the  sight 
Of  Greecci  who  trembles  at  a  Median  garb. 
You  are  preferred  for  valour.    Arms  the  same. 
The  same  embroidered  vestment  on  their  limbs 
Effeminate,  the  same  unmanly  souls, 
Debas'd  by  vices  and  monarchal  rule. 
The  Medes  retain,  as  when  their  vanquishM  ranks 
Fled  heretofore.    With  weapons  often  try'd. 
With  confidence  by  victories  increased. 
Not  now  for  liberty  and  Greece  alone 
Yon  march  to  battle;  but  to  keep  unqfx>iPd 
Your  trophies  won  already,  and  the  name. 
Which  Marathon  and  Salamis  have  rais'd. 
Preserve  unstain'd;  that  men  may  ever  say. 
Not  through  your  leaders,  not  by  fortune  there 
You  triumphed,  but  by  fortitude  innate, 
And  lib'ral  vigour  of  Athenian  blood."  [love 

He  said,  and  march'd.   AH  follow  mute  through 
Of  Aristides,  inexpressive  love. 
Which  melts  each  bosom.    Solemn  they  proceed. 
Though  lion-like  in  courage,  at  his  call 
Meek  and  obedient,  as  the  fleecy  breed 
To  wonted  notes  of  Pan*s  conducting  pipe. 
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Was  calm,  and  6UM  with  narrativet  distinct 
Of  thy  accomplisbments,  and  trorth.    At  length 
A  soldier  thus  in  agitation  spake : 
•  Yet,  O  mo-*  excellent  of  gods !  O  Jove ! 
This  is  the  man  we  banish'd!   In  thy  nght 
The  most  excelling  man,  whose  sole  offence 
Was  all'traiiscending  merit,  from  his  home 
Our  impious  votes  expelled,  by  envy^  spite 
Seduced.     We  drove  him  fugitive  through  Greece ; 
Where  still  he  held  ungrateful  Athens  dettr. 
For  whose  redemption  from  her  sloth  he  rdbs'd 
All  Greece  to  arms.*    Hie  soldier  clos'd  in  floods 
Of  anguish.     Instant  through  the  concourse  ran 
Contagious  grief;  as  if  the  fiend  Despair, 
FhKn  his  black  chariot,  wheeling  o'er  their  beads 
In  clouds  of  darkness,  dropped  his  poisonous  dews 
Of  melancholy  down  to  chill  the  Wood, 
Unnerre  the  limbs,  and  fortitude  dissolve. 
Speed,  Arisddes.    By  th'  immortal  pow'rsl 
Tlie  feeblest  troop  of  Persians  in  this  hour 
Might  overcome  the  tame,  desponding  force 
Of  thy  dear  country,  mistress  long  confessed 
Of  doqneac«  and  arts,  of  virtue  now 
Through  thy  unerring  guidance.'*    Here  the  sage: 
**  Withhold  thy  praise ,  good  Aschylus— Be  swift, 
Arrange  my  fellow  citizens  in  arms 
Beneath  eac  h  ensign  of  the  sev'ral  tribes. 
I  will  appear  a  comforter,  a  friend, 
Thar  public  servant.*'    ^^bylus  withdraws^ 

Soon  Aristides,  In  his  armour  new, 
Timothea*s  gift,  advances  from  his  tent. 
Should  from  his  throne  th*  Omnipotent  descend 
In  visitation  of  the  human  race. 
While  dreading  his  displeasure;  as  to  earth 
All  heads  would  bend  in  reverential  awe, 
0)otrite  and  cooscioos  of  their  own  misdeeds; 
So  look  th'  Athenians,  though  in  all  the  pomp 
Of  Mars  array'd,  and  terrible  to  half 
The  world  in  battle.    Down  their  corslets  bright 
Tears  trickle,  tears  of  penitence  and  shame. 
To  see  their  injur*d  psitriot  chief  assume 
In  goodness  Heav'u*s  whole  semblance,  as  he  moves 
Observant  by,  nnd  throngh  the  weeping  ranks 
From  man  to  man  his  lib*ral  hand  extends, 
Comoling.    No  resentment  be  could  show, 
Who  none  had  felt    Ascending  now  on  high, 
He  thus  address'd  the  penitential  throng: 

**  Rate  not  too  high  my  merit,  nor  too  low 
Your  own  depfeciate.     Errour  is  the  lot 
Of  man ;  but  lovely  in  the  eye  of  Heav'n 
It  seme  of  errour.     Better  will  you  fight. 
Am  better  men  from  these  auspicious  teari, 
Which  evidence  your  worth,  and  please  the  gods. 
With  strength  and  valour,  equity  of  mind 
Uniting  doubles  fbrtitade.    Your  wives, 
Yoor  progeny  and  parents,  laws  and  rites. 
Were  ne'er  so  well  secur'd."    The  wariike  bard 
lUiWnext:  <«  Requested  by  the  sev'raT tribes, 
In  their  behalf  I  promise  to  thy  rule 
All  acquiescence.    Bid  them  fight,  retreat. 
Maintain,  or  jrield  a  station;  bid  them  face 
Innumerable  foes,  surmount  a  foss 
I^  as  the  sea,  or  bulwarks  high  as  rocks; 
Subordination,  vigilance,  contempt 
Of  toil  and  d^ath,  thy  dictates  shall  command." 

Th*  Oilean  hero,  Timon,  and  the  seed 
Of  Lygdamis,  are  present,  who  encamp'd 
Among  th'  Athenians.    They  admire  the  chief, 
w  less  the  people.    While  the  term  of  mom 
Was  pasang  tlras,  a  MmmoDB  to  hit  tent 


Calls  Aristides.    Aeomestus  there 
Salutes  him :  '*  Attic  friend,  a  new  event 
In  Sparta's  quarter  is  to  thee  unknown ; 
From  me  accept  th'  intelligence.    The  Sun 
Was  newly  ris*n,  when  o'er  th*  Asopian  flood 
An  eastern  herald  pass'd.    Behind  him  tow'r'd 
A  giant-siz'd  barbarian.    He  approach'd 
Our  camp;  before  Pausanias  brought,  he  q)ake: 

*'  '  I  am  Briarens,  of  Mardonian  guards 
Commander.    Through  my  delegated  mouth 
Thus  saith  the  son  of  Gobryas :  I  have  heard 
Among  the  Greeks  your  prowess  vaunted  high. 
Ye  men  of  Sparta,  that  in  martial  ranks 
You  either  kill,  or  perish ;  but  I  find 
Fame  is  a  liar.    I  expected  long, 
You  would  defy  me  on  the  field  of  war. 
Have  1  not  seen  you  shift  from  wing  to  wing,  ^ 
The  task  imposing  on  th*  Athoilans  twice 
To  face  the  Medes  and  Persians;  while  yourselves 
Sought  with  our  servants  to  contend  in  arms. 
Ye  brave  in  name  alone !  Since  3rou  decline 
To  challenge  us,  we,  prime  of  eastern  blood. 
With  equal  numbers  challenge  you  to  prove. 
That  you  possess,  what  rumour  hath  proclaim'd. 
The  boldest  hearU  in  Greece.    Acknowledge  else 
Your  boasted  valour  bury'd  in  the  grave    * 
With  your  Leonidas,  o'erthrown  and  slain.* 

**  Pausanias  gave  no  answer,  not  through  fear, 
But  humour  torpid  and  morose,  which  wrapp'd 
In  clouds  of  scorn  his  brow.    Consulting  none^ 
With  silent  pride  the  giant  he  dismissed. 
The  challenger,  in  triumph  turning  back. 
Repassed  the  river."    Aemnestus  paus'd  ; 
A  second  messenger  appeared.    Behold, 
In  blooming  vigour,  fiush'd  by  rapid  haste. 
Young  Menalippus,  from  the  reverend  seer 
Megistias  sprung.     "  Athenian  chief,"  he  said. 
"  Bring  down  thy  active,  missile-weapon'd  troops ; 
On  their  immediate  help  Pausanias  calls. 
A  cloud  of  hostile  cavalry  invests 
Laconia's  quarter.    Javelins,  arrows,  darts. 
In  sheets  discharg'd,  have  chok'd  our  last  resource, 
Gargapbia's  fountain,  and  our  heavy  bands 
Perplex  and  harass."    Aristides  bean, 
And  issues  swift  his  orders,  while  the  youth 
Continues  thus:  "  Thou  knew'st  of  old  my  sire. 
Who  at  Thermopylse  expir'd.    The  just 
Consort  together."    Aristides  thus : 

**  Ingenuous  youth,  for  Greece  thy  father  bled 
A  spotless  victim,  but  for  ever  lives 
Companion  with  Leonidas  in  fame. 
By  Heav'n  protected,  thou  shalt  live  to  see 
Their  death  aton'd;  the  period  is  not  far. 
Come  on ;  my  force  is  ready."    Medon  arms 
With  Haliartus,  once  the  shepherd-swain 
In  (Eta's  pass  to  Menalippus  known. 
Whom  both  embrace  with  gratulation  kind. 

All  march,  but  reach  not  Sparta's  distant  wing. 
Before  the  Persians,  sated  wi^  success, 
Fil'd  back  to  join  Mardonius.     Secret  be 
Was  communing  with  Miries,  most  renown'd 
Among  the  Magi.    Thus  the  satrap  clos'd : 

'*  Through  each  occurrence  undisguised,  O  sage  \ 
My  circumstantial  narrative  hath  run. 
From  where  I  enter'd  first  Trophonian  ground. 
Till  my  descent  and  vision  in  the  cave. 
Speak  frankly,  Mirzes— nor  believe  thy  words. 
Whatever  black  presages  they  contain, 
Subjoin'd  to  all  lYopbonins  hath  foretold. 
Can  change  my  firm  reiolyei,  or  hlnnt  my  sword;" 
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*<  Solicitude  for  Penia  to  excess 
Misled  thee,  satrap,  to  that  graireii  god,'' 
Rejoins  the  Magus,  "  where,  if  ought  besides 
The  craft  of  Grecian,  mercenary  priests. 
It  was  the  demon  Arimanius  rul*d. 
He  long  hath  prompted  that  Elean  seer. 
Who  blunts  thy  sword  by  divination  false. 
What  thou  dost  vision  call  was  empty  dream ; 
Imagination  heated,  and  disturb*d, 
A  texture  wild  and  various,  intermixed 
With'  iU-match*d  images  of  things,  which  last 
Oppressed  thy  mind.    Thy  own  distemper  fram'd 
Th'  unreal  grot,  where  Destinies  of  air 
In  apparition  cut  thy  vital  thread; 
Their  act  was  thine,  the  oracle  thy  owb. 
All  vague  creation  of  thy  errmg  sleep." 

Briareus  enters.    At  his  tidings  glad. 
Which  ostentation  sounded,  thus  exults 
Mardonius:  **  Sayst  thou,  Lacedaemon^s  chief 
Was  mute,  when  my  defiance  shook  his  ear  ? 
Hence  to  the  winds,  ye  auguries  and  signs ! 
Ye  dreams  and  mjrsteries  of  Greece,  avaant ! 
Thou,  Horomazes,  not  in  marble  fanes. 
Nor  woods  oracular,  and  caves,  doth  dwell. 
It  is  the  pow*r  of  evil  there  misguides 
Insensate  mortals,  and  misguided  me. 
O,  Artemisia  !  now  shall  Gobryas*  son 
Look  only,  where  no  mystery  can  lurk, 
On  ev'ry  manly  duty.    Nothing  dark 
The  tracks  of  honour  shades.'*    To  chiefs  select, 
Greek  and  barbarian  summonM,  he  reveals 
His  fix'd  resoljes  in  council.    They  disperse 
To  execute  his  will.    Among  the  rest 
Young  Alexander,  Macedonia's  lord. 
Speeds  to  his  quarters  in  the  solemn  bow'r 
C>f  Dirc^.    There  Mardonius  had  decreed 
A  cenotaph  of  marble,  newly-rais'd 
To  his  deplor'd  Masistius.    There  the  queen 
Of  Macedon,  Phoebean  Timon*s  child. 
Bright  Amarantha,  like  an  ev*ning  bird. 
Whose  trill  delights  a  melancholy  grove. 
Oft  with  harmonious  skill  in  Delphian  strains, 
Th*  ingenuous  practice  of  her  maiden  dajrs, 
Sung  o(  her  father,  and  Masistius  good. 
That  friend,  that  known  protector.    She  her  lute 
Was  now  in  cadence  with  Dirccan  rills 
Attuning.    Vocal  melody  she  breath'd. 
Which  at  another  season  might  have  won 
Her  lord  from  sadness.    Sighing,  he  her  song 
Thus  interrupts :  **  Ah !  consort  dear,  as  fair, 
I  come  from  Persia's  council ;  where  the  son 
Of  Gobryas,  urg^d  by  fbar  of  sudden  want 
Through  his  wide  host,  nor  animated  less 
By  Spartan  silence  at  the  challenge  proud 
His  herald  bore,  determines  to  reject 
The  augur's  warnings.    O'er  the  stream  he  means 
To  lead  th'  embattled  nations,  and  surprise 
Ere  dawn,  at  least  assail  the  camp  of  Greece 
In  ev'ry  statioo.     If  she  quits  her  lines. 
Then  will  his  numerous  cavalry  surround 
Her  heavy  phalanx  on  the  level  space. 
O  that  my  ancestor  had  never  left 
His  Grecian  home  in  Argos,  nor  acquired 
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But  not  alone  such  parricide  to  shun 
Shonld  wake  thy  efforts.    Alexander,  no; 
Thou  must  do  more.    Our  mutual  words  recall» 
When  thou  to  Athens  by  Mardonius  sent 
Didst  from  thy  ft-uitless  embassy  rejoin 
Me  in  Trachiniae ;  whence  the  barb'rous  chief 
Renew*d  his  march  to  lay  Cecropian  domes 
In  fresh  destruction.     *  What  a  lot  is  mine?' 
llioa  saidst    *  If  Xerxes  triumph,  I  become 
A  slave  in  purple.    Should  the  Greeks  prevail. 
Should  that  Euboean  conqueror,  the  son 
Of  Neocles,  be  sent  th'  Athenian  scourge' 

"  I  interrupted  thus :  <  Awhile,  dear  lord. 
We  must  submit  to  wear  the  galling  mask 
Necessity  imposes.    New  events 
Are  daily  scatter'd  by  the  restless  palm 
Of  Fortune.    Some  will  prove  propitious.    Wat, 
To  all  benignant,  Aristides  serv'd 
By  us  in  season  will  befriend  our  state.' 

''  Behold  that  season  come ;  let  Grecian  bloody 
Which  warms  thy  veins,  in^ire  thy  prudent  tongue 
This  night  th'  Athenian  hero  to  apprise 
Of  all  these  tidings.    Thus  secure  the  Ghredu 
Against  snrprisal ;  timely  thus  oblige 
The  first  of  men,  and  magnify  thy  name 
In  Greece  for  ages."    Here  the  youthful  king : 

**  Though  by  oppressive  Xerxes  forc'd  to  war. 
Shall  I  abuse  the  confidence  repos'd 
By  great  Mardonius,  qualify'd  to  win 
Regard  at  first,  which  intercourse  augments  ? 
I  will  do  all  by  hoiiour's  rules  allow'd. 
Will  act  a  neutral  part,  withdraw  my  troops, 
Ev'n  at  the  hazard  of  my  crown  and  life. 
If  such  my  queen's  injunction.    Ah  !  fori>ear 
To  frown ;  what  noeans  this  flushing  of  thy  cheek  ? 
Must  I  betray  Mardonius  to  his  foes  V 

She  spake  abrupt;  he  started  at  her  look : 
**  If  forc'd  obedience  to  a  tyrant  binds. 
If  more,  than  I,  Mardonius  holds  thy  heart. 
Who  has  thy  dearest  confidence  abus'd. 
Thou  wilt  discredit  my  accuring  tongue. 
Could  from  this  empty  monument  the  shade 
Of  just  Masistius  rise,  his  awful  voice 
Would  verify  a  story,  till  this  hour 
From  thee  conceai'd.    My  virgin  hand  in  blood 
Of  one  barbarian  miscreant  once  I  stain'd  ; 
Not  to  pollute  my  hymeneal  state, 
Nor  lay  Mardonius  gasping  at  my  feet 
Like  Mithridates  in  the  streets  of  Thebes, 
This  hateful  camp  for  Delphi  I  forsook. 
Fled  from  a  lawless 'and  presumptuous  flame. 
Insulting  me,  thy  queen,  who  boast  descent 
From  holy  Timon.    While  for  his  behoof 
Collecting  Greeks  against  their  country's  cause. 
Thyself  was  absent,  and  Mardonius  left 
My  only  guardian ;  scorning  every  tie, 
His  daring  importunity  of  love 
Assail'd  thy  consort's  ear.    What  hope,  what  trust 
In  such  barbarians?  All  their  faith  expir*!! 
With  good  Masistius.      Shonld   the    Greeks    be 

foU'd, 
How  long  will  Macedon  thy  realm,  how  loog 
Will  Amarantha  be  securely  held 
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Her  words;  when  thus  the  measure  of  his  wrath 
Aom  his  fbil  bosom  rapidly  oVrflow'd. 

"  0  impious  breach  of  hospitable  tios ! 
O  violation  base  of  rights  and  laws. 
Exacting  swift  revenge  from  Heaven  and  man. 
From  me  the  Qret!  Unparallerd  in  form, 
O  like  the  sister  of  thy  Delphian  god 
Immaculate !  did  sacrilegious  hands 
This  pure  abode  of  chastity  assail 
With  profanation  ?  Less  a  friend  to  Greece, 
Than  foe  to  false  Mardonius»  now  I  go.'* 

He  said,  and  order'd  forth  his  swiftest  steed. 
By  moonlight,  twinkling  on  a  shaded  track, 
He  uig'd  his  secret  way  beyond  the  springs 
Asopian ;  whence  an  outlet  short  and  close 
ThroQgh  mount  Cithaeron  to  th*  adjacent  line 
Of  Aristides  led.     Meantime  the  sound 
Of  steps  advancing  Amarantha  heard: 
She  heard,  and  saw  Mardonius.     He  his  pace 
Stopp'd  short,  inclining  with  obeisance  low 
His  stately  frame.    Through  terrour  and  amaze 
To  earth  she  rigid  grew,  of  pow'r  to  fly 
Bepriv'd.     He  distant  spake :  **  Imperial  dame. 
That  he  offended  once,  Mardonius  makes 
A  penitent  confession.     O !  that  fault 
To  no  innate  discourtesy  impute. 
But  Easteru  manners,  not  as  Orecian  pure ; 
The  ignorance  which  err'd,  by  thee  is  changed 
To  veneration.     From  my  presence  here, 
Which  ne'er  before  intrudcMl  on  this  seat 
Of  thy  retirement,  do  not  too  severe 
A  new  offence  interpret ;  rest  assured, 
A  solemn  cause  impels."    He  silent  waits, 
NjWr  moves;  till,  gliding  silently  away, 
like  Dian  ftiir  and  chaste,  but  less  severe, 
The  queen  withdrew,  and  tow'rds  a  gallant  chief, 
Perhaps  by  her  devices  near  his  fall, 
Thus  fiir  relented;  for  the  private  wrong 
The  frank  atonement  rais'd  a  generous  sigh ; 
Against  the  public  enemy  of  Greece, 
UoqtKnchable  she  bum'd.     Now  left  aTone, 
Before  the  cenotaph  he  kneePd  l^d  spake : 

"  To  morrow,  O !  to  morrow  let  my  helm 
Blaze  m  thy  beams  auspicious,  spirit  bright, 
Whose  name  adorns  this  honorary  tomb ! 
The  weight  of  Asia's  mighty  weal,  the  weight 
^  fifty  myriads  on  thy  friend  augments 
Prom  hour  to  hour.  Yet  purgM  of  gKwmy  thoughts, 
Clear  of  ambition,  save  to  win  the  palm 
Of  victory  for  Xerxes,  I  approach 
Thy  suppliant.    Thou  an  intercessor  pur« 
For  me,  deceiv'd  by  Grecian  seers  and  gods. 
Before  the  throne  of  Horomazes  stand, 
That  he  may  bless  my  standards,  if  alone 
To  guard  so  many  worshippers,  and  spread 
By  their  success  his  celebrated  name 
Through  each  Hesperian  clime.     Now  grant  a  sign, 
Masistius,  ere  thy  faithful  friend  depart, 
Pix'd,  as  he  is,  to  vanquish,  or  to  fall." 

He  c^'d.     Quick  rapture  dims  his  cheated  eyes. 
He  sees  in  thought  a  canopy  of  light, 
Descendmg  o'er  the  tomb.     In  joy  he  sp.^s 
I        To  preparation  for  the  destmM  march. 
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Sicinus :  "  Worthy  of  my  trust,  give  ear. 
Within  six  hours  the  army  will  decamp 
To  clioose  a  friendlier  station ;  so  the  chiefis 
In  geu'ral  council,  as  Gargaphia  chok*d 
Withholds  her  wonted  succour,  have  resolvM. 
At  Juno's  fane,  yet  undespoil'd,  though  near 
Plataea*s  ruins,  ev*ry  band  is  charg'd 

To  reassemble." Suddenly  appears 

A  centinel,  who  speaks :  "  A  stranger,  near 

The  trenches  waits  thee ;  us  in  peaceful  words 

Saluting,  h^  importunate  requires 

Thy  instant  presence.**    Aristides  hastes; 

To  whom  the  stranger:  •♦  Bulwark  of  this  camp. 

Hear,  credit,  weigh,  the  tidings  which  1  bear. 

Mardonius,  press'd  by  fear  of  threat*ning  want. 

At  night*s  fourth  watch  the  fatal  stream  will  pass. 

Inflexibly  determinM,  though  forbid 

By  each  diviner,  to  assail  your  host 

With  all  his  uumbecs.     I  against  surprise 

Am  come  to  warn  you ;  thee  alone  I  trust, 

My  name  revealing.    I,  O  man  divine  I 

I,  who  thus  hazard  both  my  realm,  and  ]ife,| 

Am  Alexander,  Macedonian  friend 

Of  Athens.    Kindly  on  a  future  day 

Remember  me.**    He  said,  and  spurr'd  his  steed 

Back  through  the  opening  of  CithsBron's  hill. 

By  Aristides  instantly  detach'd, 
Sicinus  calls  each  leader  to  attend  ' 
Pausanias.     Attica's  great  captain  joins 
llie  council  full.    His  tiding^*  he  relates. 
Concluding  thus  with  exhorUtion  sage : 

"  We,  destitute  of  water,'had  resolv»d 
To  change  ou»-  station.     Now  without  a  pause 
We  must  anticipate  th'  appointed  hour 
For  this  retreat,  nor  ling'ring  tempt  th^  force 
Of  squadrons  swift  to  intercept  our  march. 
All  move  your  standards.     Let  Mardonius  bring 
A  host  discourag*d  by  their  augur's  voice ; 
Who  are  forbid  to  pass  the  fatal  stream. 
But  are  compell'd  by  famine  and  despair 
To  inauspicious  battle.    We  to  Heav'n 
Obedient,  Heaven's  assistance  shall  ohUin. 
A  situation,  safeguard  to  our  flan!^        . 
Against  superior  and  surrounding  U^yfle^*^' 
In  sight  of  burnt  Plataea,  of  her  fani%  .^  ' 
Defac'd,  and  violated  gods,  I  know; 
There  will  assure  you  tonquesL'*    All  assent. 

At  once  the  diffVent  Grecians,  who  compose 
The  centre,  lift  their  ensigns.    0*er  the  plain 
Fir^t  swiftly  tow'rds  Platasau  Juno's  dome 
Speeds  Adimantus.     In  array  more  slow 
The  rest  advance.     Cleandcr  guards  the  rear ; 
Brave  youth,  whom  chance  malicious  will  bereave 
Of  half  the  laurels  to  his  temples  due. 

Til'  Athenians  arm  delil^'ratc;  in  whose  train 
Illustrious  Medon  ranks  a  faithful  troop. 
His  hundred  Locrians.     Haliartus  there. 
There  Timon*s  few  but  gen'rous  Delphians  stand. 
By  Aristides  all  cnjoin*d  to  watch 
Laconia's  host.     That  stemly-tutor'd  race, 
*To  pas:iion  cold,  he  knew  in  action  slow. 
In  consultation  torpid.     Anxious  long 
He  wait,,  an4  fears  the  eyelids  of  the  mom, 
I'oo  soon  unclosing,  may  too  much  re^'eal. 

Sicinus,  hast'ning  to  Laconia's  camp, 
Finds  all  confused,  subordination  lost 
In  altercation,  wondrous  in  that  breed 
Of  di^ciplioe  and  manners,  not  less  strange. 
Than  if  the  laws  of  Nature  in  the  sky 
Diasolv'd,  should  turn  the  Moon  and  planets  loose 
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From  their  teeuttom'd  oi^iU,  to  obey 
The  San  no  longer.    When  his  first  command 
Pausanias  istii*d  for  the  march,  nor  thought 
Of  disobedience  to  disturb  his  pride; 
One  leader,  Amompharetus,  whose  band 
Of  Pitan^  rerer^d  him,  as  the  first 
Among  the  brave,  refusal  stem  oppos'd, 
Protnting  firm,  he  never  would  retreat 
Before  barbarians.    Aemnestus  swift, 
Callijcrmtes  and  pthen,  long  approved 
In  arms,  entreat  the  Spartan  to  submit, 
Nor  disconcert  the  salutary  plan 
Of  general  council.    Sullen  he  replies : 

"  Not  of  that  council;!  will  ne'er  disgrace 
The  Spartan  name.   But  ^11  the  Greeks  withdraws 
Eypect  our  junction  ?t  Satumia*s  dome, 
Caflicrates  and  Aemnestus  plead. 
Woukl'st  thoa  escpose  thy  countrymen  to  face 
Unaided  yonder  multitude  of  Medes, 
Untry'd  by  us  in  combat?"—*'  Yes,**  r^oms 
The  pertinacious  man,  •'  ere  yield  to  flight" 

His  troop  applauded.    Now  contention  harsh 
Resounded  high,  exhausting  precious  hours. 
The  Spartan  m^trch  retarding ;  when  arnv*d 
gicinus,  iritnass  to  the  inld  debate. 
At  length  Pausanias  knit  his  haughty  brow 
AtAmompharetus,  and  spake:  "  Weak  man. 
Thou  art  insane.    The  chastisement  thy  due. 
Our  time  allows  not    Instant  march,  or  sUy 
Behind  and  perish."    In  hi«  two-fold  grasp 
The  reetlre  Spartan  lifting  from  the  ground 
A  pond'ious  stone,  before  the  gen'ral*s  feet 
Plac'd  it,  and  thus :  *'  Against  dishonest  flight 
From  strangers  vile,  I  rest  my  suffrage  there. 
Nor  will  forsake  it»'    To  Sicinus  tum'd 
Pausanias:  "  Tell  the  Athenians  what  thou  tee'st 
I  by  Cith^roii^s  side  to  Juno's  fone 
j(bn  hastening;  charge  their  phalanx  to  proceed," 

Sicmus  back  to  Aristides  flies.      x 
His  ready  phalanx  from  the  lines  he  draws, 
Wing'd  wi^  his  horse  and  bpwmen ;  y<et  his  course 
Sumeods  at  8parU*s  camp.    There  sullen,  fixM 
like  some  old  oak's  deep-rqpted,  knotted  trunk. 
Which  hath  e^t^ur^d  the  tempest4>reathing  month* 
Of  thrjce  a  "hundred  winters,  ret  remains 
DMhaken,  there  amidst  his  silent  tioop 
gat  Amompharetus.    To  him  the  sage : 

'f  Unwise,  though  brave,  transgressing  all  the  laws 
Of  discipline,  though  &wrtan  bom  and  trained  -, 
Arise,  overtake  thy  g«nW  and  rijoin. 
Thy  country's  mercy  by  some  rare  exploit 
Wip  to  fbrgiye  thy  capital  default, 
Excesi  of  courage-"    Where  Pausanias,  ann'd 
With  pow*r  unlimited  in  w^r,  where  aU 
The  Spartan  capt^ms  in  persuasion  ^'d. 
Required  not  less  than  Jove  himself,  or  Jove 
fuAristiAw  to  prevail.    Uprose 
The  warrior,  late  inflexible;  yet  stow, 
|n  strictest  regularity  of  march, 
Led  his  well-order'd  files.    Correcting  thus 
The  erring  SparUn,  Aristides  swept 
Acioss  tha  plain  to  fill  the  gepVal  host 

Not  yet  the  twilight,  harbinger  of  mom, 


Greek  and  baiharian,  first  be  gave  <*f>mmand, 
That  ev'ry  hand  provide  a  biasing  torch 
To  magnify  his  terrours,  and  with  light 
Facilitate  pursuit;  then  gladsome  thus 
Addressed  his  friends  of  Thessaly  and  Thebes  t 

<*  Now  Ijarisssean  Thorax,  and  the  rest 
Of  Alenadian  race;  now  Thebaa  lords, 
Judge  of  the  Spartans  justly.    Vaunted  high 
For  unexampled  prowess,  them  you  saw 
Fhvt  change  their  place,  imposing  on  the  sons 
Of  Athens  twice  the  formidable  task 
To  fiice  my  chosen  Persians ;  next  they  gave 
To  my  defiance  no  reply,  and  last 
Are  fled  before  me.    Can  your  augors  show 
A  better  omen  than  a  foe  dismayed  ? 
But,  kind  allies,  to  you  my  friendly  care 
Shall  now  be  provU    These  thundeibdu  of  war. 
As  yon  esteem  them,  will  Mardonius  chooee 
For  his  opponents.    Level  your  attack 
Entire  against  th*  Athenians.    None  I  dread ; 
Yet  by  the  Sun  less  terrible  to  me 
Is  that  Pausanius,  head  of  Sparta's  race. 
Than  Aristides.    Him  Masistius  lov'd ; 
If  you  o*erthrow,  preserve  him;  in  the  name 
Of  your  own  gods  I  charge  you.    Mithra,  sbiqe 
On  me  no  longer,  if  in  grateful  warmth 
Confessing  ev*ry  benefit  receiv'd, 
I  do  not  clasp  that  guardian  of  my  friend  ! 
Now,  Persians,  mount  your  bold  Nissan  steeds. 
Alert  your  targets  gn^,  your  lanoes  poise; 
The  word  is  Cyrus.    Royal  q)irit!  look 
Ok  me,  deriv*d  from  tby  illustrious  blood. 
Yet  not  in  me  illustrious,  if  this  day 
My  hand  or  courage  fisint    Look  down  on  thes«. 
Sons  of  thy  matchless  veterans.    The  fire. 
Which  at  thy  breath  overspread  the  vanquishM  East, 
light  in  their  oftpring;  that  the  loud  report 
Of  their  achievements  on  Asopian  banks. 
Far  as  the  floods  of  Ganges  may  proclaim 
The  western  world  a  vassal  to  thy  throne." 

He  said,  and  spurr>d  his  courser.  Throngh  the  ford 
He  dashes,  foUtm^  by  th*  impetuous  speed 
Of  tall  equ^rian  bands  hi  armour  scal*d 
With  gold,  on  trappings  of  embroidered  gloss 
Superbly  seated.    Persians  next  and  Medea 
Advance,  an  infantry  select,  whose  mail, 
Bright-gilt  or  silver'd  o*er,  augments  the  light 
Of  sparklmg  brands,  innumerably  wav^d 
By  nations,  plunging  through  the  tuihid  tkKkl 
In  tumult  rude,  emblazii^,  as  they  pass. 
The  skies,  the  waters,  and  with  direst  bowl 
Distractmg  both.    Like  savage  wolves  they  niah» 
As  vith  ferocious  fangs  to  rend  the  Greeks, 
To  gnaw  their  flesh,  and  satiate  in  their  blood 
The  greedy  thirst  oif  massacre.    In  chief 
Here  Mindarus  commands,  by  Afidias  joinM 
And  Tiridates,  poweriess  all  to  curb. 
Much  more  to  marshal  such  baiharian  throoga. 
Which,  like  a  tumbling  tide  on  level  straada 
When  new  the  Moon  impels  it,  soon  o^erwh^m'd 
Tb'  Asopian  mead ;  or  like  the  mightier  snrge. 
When  irefol  Neptune  strikes  the  ocean's  bed 
Profound.    Upheaved,  the  bottom  lifts  and  rollB 
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Of  bone  by  Tborn  ttd  fimathk't  Um 
WcnM.    Kov,lcMigbefoieth'«iiwieklyMA» 
Of  his  difOiiM'd  mnltitiKle  mdvaiic*d, 
Bfmrdami»  iwMng  tfafoacli  tiM  Yactot  linei 
Of  LaoatecDoa,  toward!  CMlMBroii  bfnt 
«» iwifk  career.    Pbint  myi  began  to  ftreak 
The  third  dear  Mofning  of  that  fhiitftil  month, 
Thelattbtanmier'ttrmiiL    Immortal  day ! 
Which  all  ttie  Motes  oonteerate  to  fiune. 

Othoa!  exalted o*er the laiireR*d train, 
Higfa  as  the  sweet  Galliop^  is  thrai'd 
Above  her  sisters  on  the  tnnefti]  mount, 
O  flitber,  bear!  Great  Homer,  let  one  ray 
Firom  thy  celestial  light  an  bomble  son 
OftbineaiaminiH;  lest  Freedom  moam 
Her  chosen  race  dlshoaoor*d  m  these  strains. 
ThoQ  toa^  my  eldest  brother,  who  ei^st 
ThePamiJBe  thy  geniiis  hath  portrayed, 
S?P^*^'  •"•''«•    !-««•  tigonr  to  a  MiiBe> 
Who  in  her  love  of  freedom  equals  thine. 
Bat  to  sustain  her  labours  from  thy  store 
Must  borrofw  language,  sentiment,  and  verse. 
CiUuiron's  ridge,  from  where  Asopus  rose, 
8tretch*d  to  Plataa,  with  a  southern  fence 
Confining  one  broad  level,  which  the  floods 
Prom  their  Hesperian  head  in  eastward  flow 
Meandrbig  parted.    0*er  the  mountain^  foot 
His  coarse  Paosanias  destfai'd,  wheiv  the  soil 
Abrupt  and  stony  might  ttie  dread  career 
Of  Persia's  cavalry  hnpede.    His  ranks, 
Acoompany'd  by  Tegea's  faithfhl  breed, 
Had  measured  now  ten  fririoogs  of  their  march 
Half  o'er  the  plam  to  reach  the  friendly  ground ; 
Then  halted  near  an  Elensinian  dome 
Of  Otms;  thenoe  they  mov'd,  but  timely  first 
WerejoinMbyAmompharetus.    At  length 
The  chosen  track  was  gain'd.    Pausanias  cast 
His  eyes  below  fint  northward,  and  survcyM 
Between  the  river  and  his  empty  camp 
AUazeinvolvfogaUtheplam.    The  yell 
Of  ■T^^^^^^riMirian,  of  unnumber*d  -feet 
Th»  impetuous  tread,  which  crushed  the  groaning 

turf. 
The  neigh  of  horses,  and  then-  echoing  booft, 
Th*  faisulting  clash  of  shields  and  sabres,  ^book 
The  theatre  of  mountains;  hoUow-voic'd, 
Their  cavities  rebellowed,  and  enlarged 
The  hideous  sound.     His  eyes  the  orient  dawn 
Attracted  next    SatumiaV  roof  he  viewed, 
But  distant  sUU,  around  whose  sacred  walls 
The  first-departed  Grecians  stood  in  arms 
Beneath  wide-fioating  banners,  wish*d  more  nigh. 
There  was  the  Genius  of  PlatSBa  seen 
By  frncy^  ken,  a  hov*ring  mourner  seen, 
O'er  hU  renown'd,  but  desolated  seat, 
One  mats  of  ruins  mountainous.    He  mark'd 
Th*  Athenians  traversing  the  meads  bdow 
In  full  battalia.    Resolute,  sedate, 
Without  one  shield  in  disarray,  they  mov'd 
Tbjoin  the  general  host    Beyond  the  stream 
In  praspcct  rose  the  battlemenU  of  Thebes; 
^»se  sons  perfidious,  but  hi  battle  firm, 
Wth  phalanges  of  other  hostile  Greeks 
Spread  on  the  bank,  and  menace  to  surmount 
Tje  shaUow  current  for  some  dire  attempt 
To  Aeomestos,  marching  by  hb  side, 
Psusanias  turns;  the  army  he  commands 
To  halt,  while,  mastering  all  unmanly  fear, 
His  haugh^  phlegm  serenely  thus  ftilfils 
A  leader's  frmetion:  ^  Spaitan,  w«  in  vain 
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Precipitate  our  junction  with  allies 

At  JuD<>'s  distant  foae ;  the  hour  is  past^ 

The  PitanSan  mutineer  tbe  causa. 

Seest  thou  yon  Persian  squadrons  ?  They  precede 

The  whole  barbarian  multitude.    The  stoim 

Is  gath*ring  nigh ;  we  separate  must  abide 

The  heavy  weight  of  this  unequal  shock, 

Unlem  tV  Athoiians,  sdll  in  sicbt,  impart 

Apreaentaid.'^    A  herald  swifr  be  sends 

To  Aristides,  with  this  weighty  charge ! 

"  All  Greece  is  now  fai  danger,  and  the  Mood 

Of  Hercules  in  me.    Athenian  help 

Is  wanted  here,  their  missile-weapon'd  foroe." 

Lastheaddreos*dTlsamettus;  «' Provide 

The  sacrifice  for  battle— Warriors,  form." 

Slara  is  tbe  victim;  but  th*  inspecting  seer 
Reveals  no  sign  propitious.    Now  foil  nigh 
Tbe  foremost  Petiian  hone  discharge  around 
Their  javelins,  darts,  and  arrows.    Sparta's  chief 
In  calm  respect  of  inauspicious  Heav'n 
Directs  each  soldier  at  his  foot  to  rest 
The  passive  shield,  submissive  to  endure 
Th'  assault,  and  watch  a  signal  from  the  gods. 
A  second  time  unfovonrable  prove 
The  victim's  entrails.    Unremitted  show'rs 
Of  pohited  arms  distribute  wounds  and  death. 

Oh!  disdplitte  of  Sparta!  Patient  stands 
The  wounded  soldier,  sees  a  comrade  foil. 
Yet  waits  permission  from  his  chief  to  shield 
His  own,  or  brother^  head.    Among  the  rest 
Callierates  is  pierc*d ;  a  mortal  stroke 
His  throat  receives.    Him  cekbrate,  O  Muse  I 
Him  in  historic  rolls  ddiver^d  down 
To  admiration  of  remotest  climes 
Through  latest  ages.    These  eipirittg  words 
Beyond  Olympian  chaplets  hhn  exalt. 
Beyond  his  palms  fo  battle:  *<  Not  to  die 
For  Greece,  but  dying,  ere  my  sword  is  drawn. 
Without  one  action  worthy  of  my  name, 
I  rrieve.**    He  said,  and  fohiting  on  the  breast 
Of  Aemnestus,  breath'd  in  spouting  blood 
His  last,  departing  tby  attendant  meet, 
Leonidas,  in  regions  of  the  blessed. 

A  second  victim  bleeds ;  the  gath'ring  foes 
To  multitude  are  grown;  the  show'rs  of  death 
Increase ;  then  melted  into  flowing  grief 
Paosanian  pride.    He,  towYds  the  fone  remote 
Of  Juno  lifting  his  ai&ioted  eyes. 
Thus  suppliant  spake:  *<OgoddeM!  let  my  hopes 
Be  not  defeated,  whether  to  obtain 
A  victory  so  gkrious,  or  expire 
Without  dishonour  to  Herculean  blood.*' 

Amidst  the  pray'r  Teg€an  Qiileus,  free 
From  stem  control  of  Lac6dsMnon*s  laws^ 
No  kmcer  waits  inactive;  but  his  band 
Leads  forth,  and  firmly  checks  th'  insuHmg  foe. 
Tbe  sacrifice  is  prosperous,  and  the  word 
For  gen'ral  onset  by  Pausanias  given. 
Then,  as  a  lion,  from  his  native  range 
Confined  a  captive  long,  if  once  his  chain 
He  breaks,  with  mane  erect  and  eyes  of  fire 
Asserts  his  freedom,  rushing  in  his  strength 
Resistless  forth ;  so  Sparta*s  phalanx  turns 
A  free  tremendous  on  receiling  swarms 
Of  squadroned  Persians,  who  to  Ceres'  fiuie 
Are  driven.    But  there  Mardooins,  like  the  god 
Of  thunders  ranging  o'er  the  ethereal  vanH 
Thick  clouds  on  clouds  impregnated  with  storati^ 
Ifis  chosen  troopa  embattles.    Bows  aad  darts 
IU()ectiBg,  gaHantly  to  eonbat  dtee  ^^^^^ ,  r> 
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They  urge  undaunted  efibrts,  and  to  death 
Their  ground  maintain,  in  courage,  or  in  might 
Not  to  the  Greeks  inferior,  but  in  arms, 
In  discipline,  and  conduct.    Parties  small. 
Or  single  warriors,  here  with  vigour  wiekl 
The  battle-axe  and  sabre ;  others  rush 
Among  the  spears,  to  wrench  away,  or  break 
By  strength  of  haods,  the  weapons  of  their  foes. 

But  fiercest  was  the  contest,  where  sublime 
The  son  of  Oobryas  from  a  snow-white  steed 
Shot  terrour.    There  selected  warriors  charg'd, 
A  thousand  veterans,  by  their  fathers  traioM, 
Who  shar'd  renown  with  Cyrus.    On  the  right. 
Close  to  his  gen'ral's  side,  Briareus  grasp'd 
A  studded  mace,  PangSBus  on  the  left, 
Kam'd  from  a  Tbracian  bill.    The  bristly  front 
Of  Sparta's  phalanx,  with  intrepid  looks 
Mardonius  &c'd,  and  thundered  out  these  words : 

<*  Come,  twice-defyM  Pausanias,  if  thou  bear'st; 
Thy  SparUn  prowess  on  Mardonius  try." 

Pausanias  heard;  but  shunn*d  retorting  words. 
In  saturnine  disdain  laconic  thus 
His  men  addressing :  "  Yours  the  soldiers*  part. 
The  general's  mine ;  advance  not,  but  receive 
These  loose  barbarians  on  your  steady  points.'* 

Not  one  of  Persia's  breed,  though  early  train'd. 
So  strong  a  javelin  as  Mardonius  lanc'd, 
Or  in  its  aim  so  true.    Three  brothers  grac'd 
The  foremost  line  of  Sparta,  natives  all 
Of  sweet  AmyclsB,  all  in  age  and  arms 
Mature,  their  splendid  lineage  from  the  stock 
Of  Tyndarus  deriving.    Them  on  earth 
Three  javelins,  whirled  successive,  laid  supine, 
An  effort  of  Mardouius.     Three  in  rank 
Behind  partake  the  same  resistless  doom. 
Three  bold  companions  in  the  hardy  chase 
Of  boars  on  green  Taygetus.     Supply'd 
With  weapons  new,  the  phalanx  still  to  gore 
He  perseveres  unweary'd*  not  unlike 
t  Somf  irritated  porcupine,  of  i>ize 
Portentous,  darting  his  envenom'd  quills 
Through  eaoh  assailant     In  Laconia's  front 
80  many  warriors  and  their  weapons  fall'n. 
Leave  in  her  triple  tiro  of  pointed  steel 
A  void  for  swift  impression  of  her  foes. 
In  rush  Briareus  and  Pangseus  huge, 
Whose  maces  send  fresh  numbers  to  the  shades. 
The  op'ning  widens.     On  his  vaulting  steed 
Mardonius  follows,  like  ensanguin'd  Mars 
By  his  auxiliars  grim,  dismay  and  rage. 
Preceded.     Rivalling  the  lightning's  beams. 
The  hero's  sabre  bright  and  rapid  wheels 
Aloft  in  air.     A  comet  thus  inflames 
The  cheek  of  Night  ^  pale  mortals  view  in  dread 
Th'  unwonted  lustre,  transient  though  it  be. 


Is  number,  drives  her  weU-directed  prow 

Through  all  their  feeble  clusters ;  while  her  chief 

Elate  contemplates  from  her  lofty  deck 

The  hostile  keels  uptnrnM,  and  floating  dead. 

Where'er  she  steers  victorious :  so  the  steed 

Nissan  tramples  on  Laconian  slain. 

Triumphant  so  Mardonius  from  his  seat 

Looks  down.    But  £ste  amidst  his  triumph  shows 

Briareus  yielding  to  a  ibroefVil  blow 

Of  stern  Pausanias,  and  Pangeus  pierc'd 

By  Amomphare^us.    Their  giant  bulks, 

Thrown  prostrate,  crash  three  tong-protended  rows 

Of  Spartan  spears.  Wide-branching  thus  huge  oaks. 

By  age  decay'd,  or  twisted  from  the  roots 

By  rending  whirlwinds,  in  their  pondroutf  fall 

Lay  desolate  the  under  sluiibs,  and  trees 

Of  young,  imstable  growth.    More  awful  still, 

Another  object  strikes  the  satrap's  eye  ; 

With  nodding  plumes,  and  formidable  stride, 

Lo !  Aemnestus.    Asia's  gen'ral  feels 

Emotions  now,  which  trouble,  not  degrade 

His  gen'rous  spirit.    Not,  as  Priam's  son 

On  sight  uf  dire  Achilles,  thoughts  of  flight 

Possess  Mardonius,  but  to  wait  the  foe. 

And  if  to  die,  with  honour  die,  if  live 

Enjoy  a  life  of  fame.    His  giant  guard 

Around  him  close;  one  levels  at  the  casq|Q6 

Of  Aemnestus ;  but  the  weighty  mace 

Slides  o'er  the  Spartan's  slanting  shield,  and  spoMil 

Its  rage  in  dust    The  stooping  giant  leaves 

His  flank  unguarded,  and  sudmits  a  stroke. 

Which  penetrates  the  entrails.    Down  he  sinks. 

Another  tow  V  of  Asia's  battle  strewn 

In  hideous  ruin.     Soon  a  second  bleeds, 

A  third,  a  fourth.    The  fifth  in  posture  stands 

To  crush  the  victor  with  a  blow  well-aim'd; 

Him  Menalippus  at  the  brawny  pit 

Of  his  uplifted  arm  transpiercing  deep 

Disables.     Aemnestus  struggles  long 

To  grapple  with  his  victim,  and  invokes 

Leonidas  aloud.    The  active  son 

Of  Gobrya.^  plants  throughout  the  Spartan  shield 

A  wood  of  javelins.     His  Nisasau  horse. 

Gartering,  vaulting,  with  his  fengs  and  hooA 

Protects  his  lord.     The  guards,  who  still  surviv*d, 

With  faithful  zeal  their  whole  united  strength 

Exert  unwearied  for  a  lib'ral  chie^ 

Some  paces  backward  Aemnestus  forced. 

Impels  his  heel  against  a  loos'ning  stone. 

Broad,  craggy,  scarce  inferior  to  the  weight 

Discharg'd  by  Hector  on  the  massy  bars 

Of  Agamemnon's  camp.    The  Spartan  quick 

From  his  left  arm  removes  the  heavy  shield. 

With  javelins  thick  transfixed.     From  earth  he  lifts 

The  casual  weapon,  and  with  caution  marks 
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This  fid),  to  Greece  decisive  at  to  Heav'n 
EoceUdw  o^eithronm,  when,  tbunder-pierc'd. 
He  under  Otoe's  toriid  mut  was  chaiu'd, 
Difcomfits  Asians  hopes.    In  fresh  array 
Meantime  the  phalanx,  by  Pausanias  form*d, 
Proceeds  entire.    Facility  of  skill 
Directs  their  weapons ;  pace  by  pace  they  move 
True  to  the  cadence  of  aocustom'd  notes 
From  gentle  flotes,  which  trill  the  Doric  lays 
Of  AJcman  and  Terpander.    Slow  they  gain 
Tbegroand,  which  Persia  quits,  till  Chileus  bold 
With  his  Tegsans  gores  the  hostile  flanks; 
Confusion  then,  and  gen'ral  rout  prevail. 

The  fugitives  proclaim  Mardonius  slain ; 
The  whole  barbarian  multitude  disperse 
In  blind  dismay ;  cool  Mindaros  in  vain 
Attempts  to  check  their  flight;  all  seek  the  camp; 
And  DOW  the  Spartan  flutes,  combin  d  with  shouts 
Of  kmd  Tegseans,  stimulate  his  speed 
Across  the  ford.    His  trepches  he  regains. 
And  there  to  Midias,  Tiridates  brave, 
Aud  chosen  satraps,  gi^'riog  at  his  call,      • 
Thus  spake:  <*  The  flow'r  of  Asia  in  the  dust 
Reclines  his  glories.     Feel  your  loss  like  me. 
Not  overcome  by  sorrow,  or  surprise 
At  changes  natural  to  man,  the  sport 
Of  his  own  pmasions,  and  uncertain  chance. 
Vicissitudes  of  fortune  I  have  proved,  * 

One  day  been  foil'd,  a  conqueror  the  next 
In  arduous  actions  though  experiencM  minds 
Have  much  to  fear,  not  less  of  hope  remams 
To  animate  the  brave.    Amid  this  storm 
The  throne  of  Cyrus,  your  exalted  sires, 
Yoor  own  nobility,  recall ;  deserve 
The  rank  you  hold ;  occasion  now  presents 
^  such  a  triaU     To  uphold  my  king, 
My  <!oontry*8  name,  and  piously  revenge 
My  kindred  Uood  new-split,  my  sword,  my  arm. 
My  life,  I  deackie.    Multitude  is  left. 
Surpassing  twenty  m]nriads;  ev'n  despair 
Befriends  us ;  fimiine  threat*ning,  and  the  dread 
Of  merciless  resentment  in  our  ibes, 
May  force  these  rally'd  numbers  to  obtain 
fnm  their  own  swords  relict    Behold  your  camp, 
StroDg-fenc'd  and  bulwark'd  by  Masistian  care, 
A  present  refuge.    See  th'  auxiliar  Greeks 
Entire,  advancing  on  th'  inferior  bands 
Of  Athens.     Still  may  Xerxes  o'er  the  west 
Extend  his  empire,  and  regret  no  part 
Of  this  disaster,  but  Mardonius  slain. 

i  your  posts,  for  stem  defence  provide." 
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0  God  of  light  and  wisdom !  thee  the  Muse 
Once  more  addresses.    Thou  didst  late  behold 
The  Salaminian  brine  with  Asian  blood 
Discoloured.    Climbing  now  the  steep  ascent 
To  thy  meridian,  for  a  stage  of  war 
More  horrible  and  vast,  thy  beaming  eye 
Prepare.    Thou  over  wide  Platsa's  field, 
ChangM  to  a  crimson  lake,  shall  drive  thy  oar, 
Nor  see  a  panse  to  havoc,  till  the  West 
In  his  dark  chambers  shuts  thy  radiant  face. 

Now  had  the  herald,  to  Ceoropia's  chief 
Sent  by  Pausanias,  in  his  name  required 
Immediate  aid.    No  doubt  suspends  the  haste 
OfAristidesi  who  errays  his  ranks 


With  cordial  purpose  to  sostain  that  strength 
Of  Greece,  Laconia's  phalanx.     Lo!  in  sight 
New  cloodi  of  battle  hov'ring.    He  diseems 
Th*  array  of  Leokitiades,  with  wrags 
Of  Maoedonic  and  Theiaalian  burse ; 
Then  calls  Sicinus  I  "  Friend,"  he  said,  "observe; 
Robust  and  bold,  to  perfidy  inur'd, , 
Not  less  than  arms,  yon  Thebans  -cross  our  march. 
I  trust  the  justice  of  our  cause  will  foil 
Them,  thrice  our  number;  but  events  Hke  this 
Are  not  in  man's  disposat    If  I  fall, 
Not  rashly,  good  Sicinus,  rest  assur*d, 
Themistocles  survives.    The  gate  of  Gre^ 
He  guards,  Eubosa  and  Thessalia  holds, 
Those  granaries  of  plenty.     Eastern  shores 
With  all  his  force,  perhaps  victorious  now, 
Xanthippus  will  relinquish,  and  maintain     « 
The  stia  auxiliar  to  thy  prudent  lord ; 
Thus  all  be  well,  though  Aristides  bleeds: 
This  to  Themistocles  report.     But  go. 
Fly  to  Cleander;  him  and  all  the  Greeks 
Rouse  from  the  fene  of  Juno  to  the  field ; 
Both  Spartans  and  Athenians  want  their  aid. 
Thy  tribe,  undaunted  Cimon,  place  behind 
Olympiodorus ;  if  his  active  bands 
Rqpel  Thessalia's  horse,  aroid  pursuit; 
Wheel  on  the  flank  of  Thebes."    Here  Delphi's 
priest: 

"  Behold  Emathia's  standards  front  thy  right ; 
With  Haliartus,  and  Oi'leus*  son, 
Let  me  be  stationed  there.     I  trust,  the  spouse 
Of  Amarantha,  at  her  fether*s  sight. 
Will  sheath  a  swor<'  involuntary  drawn, 
Nor  ties  of  hospitality  and  blood 
Profane  to  serve  barbarians." — "  I  accept 
The  generous  ofler,  sage  and  gallant  si^r,'* 
Spake  Aristides.    **  In  that  wing  thy  friend. 
The  leam*d  and  manly  Aschylus,  presides* 
But,  to  thy  god  appealing,  I  enjom 
Thy  rev'rend  bead  to  cover  in  retreat 
Its  unpolhited  hairs,  should  fire  of  youth. 
Or  yet  more  strong  necessity,  impel 
Thy  son  to  battle.*'    Here  th'  enraptur'd  priest : 

**  The  inspiration  of  my  god  1  feel; 
A  glorious  day  to  Athens  I  presage, 
I  see  her  laurels  fresh.    Apollo  joins 
His  sister  Pallas  to  preserve  a  race, 
Which  all  the  Muses  love.     His  awful  power 
Will  chain  the  monster  parricide,  and  rouse 
The  Grecian  worth  in  Alexander's  heart." 

lliese  animated  accents  fire  the  line. 
Within  the  measure  of  an  arrow's  flight 
Each  army  now  rank'd  opposite.    A  thought 
Of  piety  and  prudence  from  his  place 
Mov'd  Aristides.     Single  he  advanc'd 
Between  the  hosts ;  offensive  arms  he  left 
Behind  him ;  ev'n  his  plumed  helm  resign*d        ' 
Gave  to  his  placid  looks  their  Hb'ral  flow. 
Before  him  hung  his  ample  shield  alone, 
Timothea*s  gift,  whose  sculptur'd  face  display'd 
Troth,  Equity,  and  Wisdom  hand  in  hand. 
As  in  his  breast.    Exalting  high  in  tone 
His  gracious  voice,  he  thus  adjur'd  his  foes: 

<<  Ye  men  derived  from  Cadmus,  who  in  Greece 
Establiah'd  letters,  fruitful  mother  since 
Of  arts  and  knowledge,  to  barbarian  spoil 
This  hour  expos'd;  ye  sons  of  Locris,  hear, 
lliessalians,  Phocians,  Dorkuss,  all  compell'd 
By  savage  force  to  arm  against  your  friends,  j 
Of  languBi^e,  rites,  and  manners  with  your  ma^ 
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Coogpenial:  Aritiuks,  in  tbe  nstoe 

Of  all  the  QrecMB  ddtiet,  isTokes 

Your  (Mm  temationt  to  ditann  your  baadt 

Of  impiouf  weapoMy  which  retard  the  help 

We  bear  to  those  mam  itruggling  in  defence 

Of  Gfccian  freedom,  sepulchres,  and  fanes." 

He  said;  was  heard  like  Enoch,  like  the  man 
Who  walk'd  with  fSod,  when  eminenUy  good 
Among  th'  obscene,  the  Tiolent,  and  mlse. 
Of  Justice  and  religion,  truth  and  peace, 
^e  spake  exploded,  and  from  menac'd  death 
To  Ctod  withdrew.    The  fell  Boeotians  rend 
The  sky  with  threat'ning  clamour,  and  their  spears 
Shake  in  cle6ance ;  while  the  word  to  charge 
Perfidious  Leontisules  convejrs. 
Betreating  backward,  Aristides  olothes 
His  hce  in  temMsr.    So  Messiah  chang'd 
His  countenance  serene,  when  full  of  wrath 
Bent  on  Satanic  enemies,  who  shook 
Heaven's  peaeefol  champaign  with  rebellious  arms. 
He  graspM  ten  thousand  thunders,  and  infix'd 
Plagues  in  their  souls;  while  darts  of  piercing  fire 
Through  their  hnmoital  substances,  by  sin 
Susceptible  of  pain,  his  glaring  wheels 
Shot  forth  pernicious.    Aristides  leads 
Hte  phalanx  on.    Now  Greeks  to  Greeks  oppose 
Tbeir  steely  structures  of  tremendous  war. 
With  eifual  spears  and  shields  their  torrent  fronts 
They  CMSh  together ;  as  the  jostling  rocks, 
Symplegades  Cyanean,  at  the  mouth 
Of  Tkraeta's  iMming  Bospborus,  were  feigned. 
Infrangible  opponents,  to  sustain 
A  mutual  shock  which  tempested  the  frith. 
Dividing  Europe  from  tbe  Orient  world. 

Meanwhile  Phoebean  Timon's  glowing  zeal, 
ltq>lete  with  patriot  and  religious  warmth'. 
Thus  in  the  wmg  which  JEschylus  had  formM, 
Bespake  the  encircling  chieftains:  <' O'er  the  ^Mi6e 
Between  Asopus,  and  the  main  array 
Of  Thebes,  I  see  the  Macedonian  horse 
But  half  adranc'd :  their  tardy  pace  ~ 
Reluctance.    Lor !  I  meditate  an  act 
To  prove  my  seal  for  universal  Greece^ 
Her  violated  altars,  and  the  tombs 
Hobb'd  of  their  precMMis  dust    My  slender  band, 
So  long  companions  in  adventures  high 
With  your  choice  Locrians,  HaKartns,  join 
To  Medon's  banner.    iEschylus,  observe 
MypsogrsBS;  if  my  piety  succeeds. 
Thou,  as  a  scMier,  take  advantage  full.'* 

So  saying,  o'erHhe  plain  in  solemn  pace 
His  rev'rend  form  he  moves^  by  snowy  bands 
Pontafical  around  his  plumed  l^m 
Distinguished.    Hius  firom  Salem's  holy  gate 
Mekhiseddc,  the  priest  of  hnn  Most  High, 
Went  forth  to  meet,  and  benedictions  pour 
On  Tstah's  son  in  Sbaveh's  rojral  vale. 


Against  them,  neither  I,  nor  Haav^  tm^aare, 
hm  thy  own  hononr;  but  repass  tbe  stream. 
Amid  this  blind  uproar  unnotic'd  seek 
Thermopjia  again;  and  reach  thy  reals. 
0*er  all  that  eUisM  Tliemistodes  prevails. 
My  friend ;  his  present  amity  obtain, 
dioropia's  fntnro  love,  nor  haxard  move 
Thy  fame  and  weUhre."— <*  Aristides  knows 
My  troth,*'  replies  the  monarch ;  **  now  to  t 
Obedience  prompt  a  second  proof  shall  yield.    ' 
Ascend  a  steed;  to  Amarantha's  arms 
I  will  conduct  thee  flrsl;  th'  auspicious  fiight 
Of  both,  a  ftither  Shan  assist  and  Mess." 

They  speed  away,  in  ecstasy  the  siro 
To  clasp  his  darling  child  in  Dirce'^  grove. 

This  pass'd  in  Medon's  eye,  who  waitchM  stood 
With  Ualiartns,  and  a  troop  advaneM, 
In  oaro  for  TmKm.    When  apparent  neiw 
The  Macedonian  squadrons  ^uR  the  Asld 
Of  strife,  the  heavy-cuioss  of  his  winf 
With  serry'd  shields  by  ibchylus  is  led. 
In  evehitkm  wheeling  on  the  flanks 
Of  that  strong  mass'd  battalia,  which  cottpoa^d 
The  hostile  centre.    Ffait  in  phalanx  stood 
Unwilling  Locrians.    Medon  lifts  his  voioa, 
And  to  each  eye  abash^  hi»  awfril  shapes 
Like  some  reprovmg  deity,  piesents; 
They  hear,  they  see  Oileus  m-his  son. 
As  ris*n  amourning  witness  ef  their  T 
From  his  sepulchral  bed.    Tbe  banners  drop 
Beforo  hhn;  down  their  spears  and  bncklaro  foil ; 
They  break,  disperse,  and  fly  with  chiMkeM*  fear. 
When  by  authority^  firm  h)ok  snrpris'd 
In  some  attempt  foibidden,  or  unmeet 
Boeotian  files  aro  neat#    With  sudden  wheel 
They  form  a  front,  and  dauntless  wait  tha  aanult. 

Still  in  the  van  robust  and  maitlal  Thebes 
Unbroken  stems  th'  agUtty  and  skill 
Of  her  opponent  Athens.    Long  unspent 
The  tide  of  weU-eonductied  battfo  flows 
Without  deeisien'strong.    At  length  by  is«n 
Is  Leontiades  impeUM  to  meet 
Cecropia's  chiei;  whero  Thebes  began  to  feel 
His  mighty  pressure.    Whether  justice  elroag 
His  nerves  with  force  beyond  a  guilty  hand. 
Or  of  his  manly  limbs  the  vigour  mafedi'd 
His  fortitude  of  mind;  his  Ihlchion  dovo 
Down  to  the  neck  that  fruthless  Greek,  ef  Greece 
The  most  malignant  foe.    Tbe  treadiefotts  dnod. 
Which  laid  fisir  Thespia,  with  Platvan  tow*i« 
In  dust,  he  thus  aten'd.    A  bolt  from  HesVn 
Thus  rives  an  oak,  whose  top  divided  hangs 
On  either  side  obliquely  ftum  the  trunk. 
Murichides  the  Hellespontine  Meeds, 
Too  zealous  friend  of  Asia,  in  whose  cause 
This  day  he  arm'd.    By  great  Mardonina  aiargr'd 
Late  messenger  of  friendship,  he  m  peace 
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Hit  own  tni6-4eveUM  sliftft  tnngfti'd  tM  thtost 
OTLarineMiTlwm;  #ho  in  dmt 
BoTMS  at  length  hit  Alandinn  pride. 

K«DeoibVing  lUl  hb  chargt  bold  Ciaraii  tt/M 
His  mighty  tpear.    Impetuous  tbroQgh  a  buid 
Of  ridding  Pbooiant  he  M  Thdmn  ranks 
Falls  like  a  rapid  Adoon,  when  his  weight 
Frecipittes  to  strike  the  helpless  prey.    - 
Him  slau^iter  fbllows ;  slavghter  from  the  ri^ht 
On  iEsehyhis  attends^  and  mightier  wails 
<>i  Aristides.    Justice  hi  his  breast 
Awhile  was  blind  to  raeroy  andeseir'd, 
Er'n  unhnploed,  by  perserering  Ibes 
brref  rate.    Now  on  this  empurpled  sUge 
Of  ygagtanee  doe  to  peH&dy  and  crimes. 
Twice  their  ewn  miraber  had  the  Athenians  hekp'd 
Ofmaosacwd  Bmotians;  but  as  Heaven, 
Mot  to  dcstraetkn  pmnshing,  restrams 
Its  anger  jnst,  and  oft  the  harden'd  spares, 
That  tmie  may  soften,  or  that  saflfrings  past. 
Not  measnr'd  tuW,  may  tan  the  dread  of  more 
To  reformation ;  Aristides  thus 
Relenfting  bade  retreat  be  sounded  lond. 
Then,  bynh'  obedient  host  surrounded,  spake 
Serene:  **  Enoagh  of  Grecian  blood  is  spilt. 
Ye  men  of  Athens;  low  b  dust  are  laid 
The  beads  of  ^Kwe  who  pknn'd  the  &11  of  Gteece. 
The  populace  obtuse,  resembling  you, 
Ealigbten^d  people,  as  the  shiggish  beast 
A  gen*roaa  courser,  let  your  pity  save 
In  gratitude  to  JoVe,  creating  yours 
Unlike  Bmotia's  brMA— Now  form  again.'* 

Thus  equity  and  mercy  he  combined, 
like  HMt  archangel,  ai^oriiPd  by  Heav'n 
Chief  o'er  celestial  armies,  when  the  ftill*D 
From  purity  and  hhh  in  Eden's  bow'rs 
Not  to  perdition  nor  despair  he  left 
Abandoned.    Aristides  still  proceeds : 

".  Now  victories  invite  you  j  Sparta  long 
Hath  wanted  succour ;  men  of  Athens,  maor^" 
lo\  Menalippus  greets  in  rapid  haste 
Thn  more  than  heitK    **  I  am  come,"  he  «id, 
"  To  bring  tbe«  tidings  of  hfardonhn  slain 
In  open  fight.    Pansanias  stiH  demands 
Thy  histant  presence.'*    In  pursuit  he  reaeh'd 
The  stream.    '*  Not  now  that  pass^e  is  fbihid,* 
Tissaaenus  exdaim'd^    The  gen'ral  passed 
la  vain  to  fbree  the  well-defended  camp ; 
RepuM  in  ev'ry  part  he  dubious  stands 
With  disappointment  sore }  on  Attic  skill 
To  mount  entrenchments  and  a  rampart  etorm 
taooniaoB  and  Tegseans  both  depend 
To  crown  the  day«    Th'  Atiienian  heard,  and  cool 
Ib  foor  divisions  separates  the  host 
Fimr  llioosand  warrion,  light  and  heavy-^rm'd, 
Bach  part  oompoae;  whose  ensigns  o'er  the  flood 
In  Older  just  are  carry*d.    He  atUins 
^  adjacent  Md,'  and  joins  Pansanias  there ; 
Whose  raveltd  brow,  and  countenance  of  gkom, 
^■ent  a  lion's  primness,  who,  some  fbld, 
^  stall  attemptmg,  thence  by  vollied  stones 
Of  ttospmg  shepherds,  and  of  herdsmen,  dias'd, 
Htlh  snlMy  retreated,  though  opprem'd 
»r  hmmt  dire.    To  Aristides  spake 
With  haughtmesB  redoubled  Sparta's  chief: 

**  0idA  thon  forget,  Athenian,  who  conunands 
^^■^B<^Mm  armies  ?  Thon  hast  loiter'd  long 
^M  my  two  sandatea.*    With  mi^estic  wamdi 


Therighteoitottan:  *' Fahsatiai,  oMr  rteaHe 
Prom  Aristides  lan^age  new,  but  just. 
Thine  is  the  pride  of  satraps,  not  th^  light 
Ingenuous  vaiiity  of  Greeks,  from  seote 
Of  freedom,  sense  of  cultivated  minds. 
Above  the  rest  of  mortals^    No;  a  blade. 
Barbaric  homour  liesters  at  thy  heart. 
Portending  usurpation.    Know,  proud  man. 
Thou  hast  becA  weigh'd,  and  long  deficient  Ibimd 
By  Aristidet,  thy  superior  far. 
Then  most  superior,  when  for  publKc  good 
Compliant  most    Thou  soon,  O !  S^partaii  horn, 
Yet  in  thy  country's  decency  untaught. 
Will  like  a  Persian  cast  a  loathing  eye 
On  freedom,  on  Lycurgiis  and  his  laws, 
Which  gall  a  mind  despotic.    I  presagfe 
Thee  dangerous,  Pansanias.    Where  the  seeds 
Of  dark  ambition  I  suspect,  my  eye 
Becomes  a  jealous  centinel ;  beware, 
Nor  fbrce  my  active  vigilance  to  proof 
Now  or  in  future,  when  united  Greece^ 
No  more  defensive,  may  retaliate  war. 
Successful  war,  which  prompts  aspiring  thoughts* 
Rest  now  a  safe  spectator.    From  defbit 
Of  real  warriori,  of  our  f^llo^  Greeks, 
Npt  Persians  lightly  amfi'd  in  loose  array. 
The  loiterers  of  Athens  shall  with  eas^ 
Surmottnt  that  fence  impregnable  to  thee.^ 

To  wait  an  answer  he  disdain'd,  but  nararth'd  ^ 
While  arrogance  in  secret  gnash'd  the  teeth 
Of  this  dark-minded  Spartan,  doom'd  ioyto^ 
The  boding  words  of  Aristides  true. 

The  Sun,  no  longer  vertical,  began 
His  slant  Hesperian  progress.    At  the  hetd 
Of  his  own  host  Cecropia's  chief  began. 
Enthusiastic  flame,  without  whose  aid 
The  soldier,  patf iot,  and  the  bard  is  fsint. 
At  this  great  crisis  thus  inspires  the  man 
Of  human  race  the  most  correct  in  mind : 

'*  Ye  shades  of  all,  who  tyrants  have  CkpeB'dj 
Ye,  who  repose  at  Marathon  entomb'<^ 
Ye  glorious  victims,  who  exalt  the  jmiM 
Of  Salamia^  nd  manes  of  the  brave 
Leonidas,  arise  !  Our  banners  fan 
With  your  Elysian  breath !  Thon  god  stipfttne, 
Jove  elutherian,  send  thy  child  beloved. 
With  her  Gorgonian  cgis,  to  defend 
A  people  struggling  not  for  spoil,  or  poWr, 
Not  to  extend  dooninion,  but  maintain 
The  right  of  Nature,  thy  peculiar  gift 
To  dignify  mankmd.    I  lift  this  prayer^ 
My  citizens,  in  reverence,  not  in  duiidit 
Of  your  success.    Ye  vanquishers  of  Gl^ks^ 
Beneath  your  spears  yon  servile  herd  will  fidl^ 
At  com  before  the  sickle."   With  a  look 
Of  drcumspection  he  remaik'd  a  sweH 
Of  ground  not  fifty  paces  fVtmi  the  camp; 
Olympiodorus  and  his  bowmen  tiiere 
He  posted  fint    "  Now,  Asehylus,"  h6  ttid, 
*<  GoMtmct  of  s(M  shields  a  brazen  roof; 
In  contact  close  to  yonder  fence  of  wood 
Form  like  the  tortoise  in  his  massy  sheU.** 

The  archers,  each  like  Phcebus  skilfd,  remove 
With  showVs  of  death  the  thick  defendants  soon 
Clear  from  the  rampart,  which  iu' height  suVpasCd 
Two  cubits^    JEschyius  not  slow  performs 
His  task.    A  rank  of  sixty  warriors  plac'd 
Erect,  with  cov'ring  bucklen  o'er  their  liead% 
A  brazen  platform  to  the  wall  udtes.  j 

The  next  motdcfrtoopbdUnd;  tiieh#OQle 
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Kueel  firm  oo  earth.     0*er  implicated  shields 

A  stable  passage  thus  when  Cimon  sees, 

He  mounts,  and  fearless  eyes  the  Asian  camp. 

Between  the  rampart's  basis  and  the  foe 

An  empty  space  observing,  on  the  ground 

His  spear  he  fixes,  and  amidst  a  storm 

Of  clattering  javelins,  arrows,  darts,  and  stones. 

Swings  down.     So,  shooting  from  the  sulph'rous  lap 

Of  some  dark-vested  cloud,  a  globe  of  fire 

Through  winds  and  rain  precipitates  a  blaze 

Terrific  down  the  raven  pall  of  night. 

His  whole  division  follows ;  with  his  band 

Myronides,  and.£schylus,  released 

From  his  first  care.     Successively  they  range. 

The  very  fence,  by  Persian  toil  uprais'd. 

Now  from  the  Persian  multitude  secures 

Th*  Athenian  near.     No  obstacle  remains 

To  Aristides,  who  completes  his  plan. 

Olympiodorus  and  his  active  train 

With  axes  keen,  and  cleaving  spades,  approach ; 

Hewn  down,  uptom  in  that  surmounted  part. 

The  faU*n  defences,  and  the  levell'd  ground. 

Soon  leave  an  opening  wide.     His  strong  reserve. 

Eight  thousand  light,  two  thousand  heavy-armM, 

With  Haliartus,  and  Oileus'  son, 

Cecropia's  chief  leads  forward  to  sustain 

His  first  bold  warriors.    Chileus  enters  next 

With  his  Tegseans,  Acmnestus  brave, 

Pausanias,  Amompharetus,  the  youth 

Of  Menalippus,  all  the  Spartan  host. 

Seven  Grecian  myriads  through  the  breach  invade 

A  ground,  with  swarms  of  tents  and  men  oppressed. 

Dire  thus  th'  irruption  of  Germanic  seas 

Through  strong  Batavian  mounds ;  th*  inflated  brine 

Stupendous  piles  of  long-resisfing  weight 

Bears  down,  and,  baffling  strength  and  art  combined. 

Foams  o*er  a  country  in  its  seat  profound 

Below  the  surface  of  th'  endangering  main ; 

A  country,  where  frugality  ancl  toil 

No-spot  leave  waste,  no  meadow,  but  in  herds 

nedundant  i  where  the  num'rous  dwellings  show 

Simplicity  but  plenty,  now  immers'd 

With  all  their  throng'd  inhabitants  beneath 

Th'  unsparing  deluge.    Aristides  swift. 

As  if  by  general  choice  the  chief  supreme. 

Commandment  issa^,  that  to  either  side 

The  host  extend,  that,  skirted  by  the  fence. 

With  wheeling  flanks  in  front  the  line  assume    • 

A  crescent's  figure.    Thus  the  fisher  skill'd 

With  his  capacious  seines,  slow-dragged  and  pressed 

Close  on  each  bank,  a  river's  whole  expanse 

With  all  its  natives  glossy-finn'd  involves. 

Yet  Mindarus,  with  Mede  and  Persian  ranks, 
A  large  remainder  from  the  morning  fight. 


He  rode.    Still  Mmdarus,  by  coorage  wingM* 

From  nation  flies  to  nation,  still  persists 

Exhorting;  though  in  bopeleis  thought  he  sees 

Great  Hyperanthes  from  the  shades  ascend. 

And  seems  to  hear  the  godlike  phantom  sigh 

In  mournful  words  like  these :  **  Ah !  fruitlen  toil ! 

As  once  was  mine,  to  rescue  from  despair 

The  panic  fears  of  Asia !  Dead  in  mind. 

Her  host  already  soon  dead  clay  must  lie. 

Like  me  on  CEto's  rock."    Yet  Midias  brave. 

With  Tiridates  rous*d,  their  eflbrts  join. 

Against  them  warlike  Medon,  and  the  seed 

Of  Lygdamis,  chance  brings.    They  side  by  side. 

As  heretofore  Thermopyte  beheld 

Young  Dithjrrambus  and  Dioniedoo> 

Had  all  the  day  their  unresisted  wedge 

Of  Locrian  shields  and  Delphian  led  to  deeds^ 

Accumulating  trophies.    Midias  imlls 

By  Ualiartus.    From  the  slain  his  lance 

Reoov*ring,  towards  his  patron  dear  he  turns ; 

Him  conqu'ror  too  of  Tiridates  views 

In  joy;  joy  soon  to  sorrow  chang'd !  Fate  guides 

A  casual  weapon  from  a  «listant  hand ; 

Such  as  at  Bamoth  from  the  Syrian  bow. 

Drawn  at  a  venture,  smote  between  the  joints 

Of  harness  strong  the  Israelitish  king, 

Who  from  the  fight  bade  wheel  his  chariot.  stainM 

With  his  oun  crimson.    Ponderous  and  broad 

The  hostile  lance  inflicts  a  mortal  wound 

In  Medon's  gen'ruus  bosom.     Not  a  sigh 

He  breathes,  in  look  still  placid  and  sedate. 

While  death's  cold  moisture  stagnates  on  his  limbs, 

By  all  theur  pow'rs  forsaken.*    "  Bear,"  he  said 

To  Haliartus,  *<  bear  me  from  the  camp. 

Nor  yet  extract  the  weapon ;  life,  1  feel. 

Would  follow  swift,  and  Medon  hath  a  charge 

Yet  to  deliver."    Some  pathetic  Muse, 

In  tend'rest  measures  give  these  numbers  flov 

Let  thine,  who  plaintive  on  the  pontic  verge 

In  servitude  Sarmatian,  through  her  page 

Of  sorrows  weeps  tliy  banishment  from  Rome ; 

Or  thine,  Euripides,  whose  moral  strains 

Melt  sympathy  in  tears  at  human  woes. 

Thy  vary'd  tragic  themes,  or  both  unite 

Your  inspiration  to  describe  a  heart. 

Where  gratitude  o'er  all  afiections  dear 

Predominantly  sway'd ;  the  faithful  heart 

Of  Haliartus  at  this  sudden  stroke 

Of  direful  chance.    To  death  is  Medon  saatch'd, 

From  glory  Miatch'd  amid  victorious  friends. 

The  Carian's  bosom  instant  foeU  combin*d 

Achilles'  anguish  at  Patroclus  dead. 

The  pang  of  Priam  at  the  fall  of  Troy, 

Ev'n  woman's  grief^  Andromache's  distress 
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Of  aacieiit  groiKh,  a  fbunUiii  bunts  io  rills 

T^ruisiMireat ;  tbitber  on  tbe  down  of  moss 

Was  MedoD  borne  and  laid.     "  Unloose,**  be  said, 

**  My  belm,  and  fill  from  that  refresbing  stream.*' 

Obey*d,  be  drank  a  part ;  then  pouring  down 

The  remnanty  spake :  "  By  tbis  libation  clear 

Be  testi6ed  my  thanks  to  all  the  gods» 

That  I  have  liv'd  to  see  my  country  sav'd 

On  this  victorious  day.     My  fate  requires 

No  lamentation,  Haliartus  dear, 

Oh !  more  than  kindred  dear.    Commend  me  first 

To  Aristides ;  Medon*s  parting  breath 

Him  victor  hails.    To  Delphi's  virtuous  prie«t. 

To  my  Leooteus,  to  the  glorious  son 

Of  Neocles,  my  salutation  bear, 

To  kiod  Oleander,  my  Troezenian  host. 

To  Hyadntbus  of  Eubosa'a  race, 

The  flower  of  all  her  chieftains :  they  have  prov'd 

In  me  some  zeal  their  island  to  redeem. 

Transport  my  ashes  to  Melissa's  care. 

Them  near  the  relics  of  Laconia's  king 

Repose  ;  be  mine  the  neighbour  of  his  urn." 

Here  with  an  utmost  effort  of  his  voice. 
With  arms  ejrtended,  and  Elysian  look : 

'*  Leonidas,  tbe  life  thy  friendship  sav'd, 
An  offering  to  thy  manes,  now  I  close 
Mature  in  age,  to  glory  not  unknown. 
Above  the  wish,  as  destitute  of  hope 
To  find  a  fairer  time,  or  better  cause. 
Than  s<!nds  me  now  a  messenger  to  greet 
Thee  with  glad  tidings  of  this  land  preseiVd." 

With  his  own  hand  tbe  javelin  from  bjs  breast 
He  draws  serene ;  life  issues  through  the  wound. 

Netv  shouts,  new  trumpets,  waken  from  a  trance 
Of  grief  the  son  of  Lygdamis.     He  sees 
Cl«inder ;  who  th'  Asopian  banks  had  pass'd, 
Call'd  by  Sicinus  from  Satumia^s  dome. 
Lo !   B4>idaurian  Clitophon,  the  ranks 
Of  Phlios  with  Menander,  Sicyon's  chief 
Aotomedon,  tbe  Hermionean  spears 
With  Lycus  follow,  Cephallene's  sons, 
Tbe  Acamanian,  all  th*  Epirot  bands, 
Leprean  Conon,  with  Myceiue's  youth 
Polydamas,  by  Arimnestus  led 
The  brave  Plateeans,  with  his  Thespian  files 
Alcimedon,  Nearcbus  with  his  force 
Of  Chalcis.  PoUdiean  Tydeus  next, 
Eretrian  Cleon,  Lampon,  and  the  troop 
Of  little  Styra,  Corinth's  banners  last. 
By  Adimantus  and  Alcmaeon  rang'd. 

"  Too  late  you  come  for  glory,"  them  bespakc 
The  Carian  sad :  "  Lo !  half  tbe  foes  destroy'd 
By  Aristides,  fugitives  the  rest ; 
Lo !  there  the  only  loss,  which  Greece  sustains." 

To  him  Cleander,  with  devout  regret 
O^er  Medon,  honoured  paranympb  and  guest. 


The  Oarian  brave,  not  less  than  PhosbiM  cbeer'd 

The  languid  son  of  Priam  on  the  bank 

Of  Xanthus ;  when  a  stony  mass,  of  weight 

To  stay  a  keel  on  Hellespontine  sands. 

By  Ajax  hnri'd,  bemimb*d  the  IVcjan's  frame.   ' 

Thus  Haliartus:   '*  Through  that  open  gate^ 
New  forc'd,  the  shortest,  safest  passage  lies ; 
But,  to  acquire  some  lustre,  I  can  show 
Another  track  for  prowess  yet  to  shine." 

He  leads,  all  follow,  save  Corinthian  bands 
With  Adhnantus,  hastening  through  the  gate. 
Soon  as  to  him  th'  intelligence  is  brought ; 
Who  entVing,  sees  a  carnage  which  confounds 
A  timid  spirit    By  Alcmnon  urg'd,- 
Close  by  the  fence  he  marches ;  none  he  meets 
But  fly  before  him.    Adimantus  lifts 
His  spear,  and  satiates  cowardice  with  blood 
Of  unresisting  men.    By  cheap  success 
Betray'd,  a  distant  quarter  he  attains. 
Where  Mindarus  confronts  him.     From  his  steed 
Th'  unyielding  satrap  whirls  a  rapid  lance. 
Which  nails  the  base  Corinthian  to  the  ground. 
Alcmson  next  is  wounded  ;  more  bad  bled. 
But  Aristides  o'er  that  part,  devoid 
Of  tents,  his  dreadful  crescent  in  array 
Is  forming  new.    The  Persian  starts;  he  flies 
To  one  last  angle  of  tbe  spacious  camp. 
Sole  spot.unforcM.    Half  circled  now  in  front. 
The  Attic,  Spartan,  and  Tegcean  ranks. 
In  motion  slow,  yet  moving  on,  augment 
Progressively  their  terrours,  like  a  range 
Of  clouds,  which  thicken  on  tbe  brow  of  night, 
A  final  wreck  portending  to  a  fleet. 
Already  shattered  by  the  morning  storm. 
Round  Mindarus  the  remnant  of  his  host 
Collected  still  is  numerous.    Them  be  sees 
Oft  look  behind,  a  sight  that  ill  accords 
With  warriors ;  but,  as  now  in  columns  deep 
Its  glittering  boms  that  direful  crescent  shows 
Within  the  limits  of  a  javelin's  cast. 
All  turn  intent  on  flight  at  large ;  they  break 
Their  own  enclosure  down,  whose  late  defence 
Is  present  bane,  and  intercepts  escape. 
Lo !  Haliartus ;  all  whose  grief  is  cbang'd 
To  fire,  heroic  flame.    Three  myriads  fresh 
He  pours ;  that  crowded  angle  be  invests, 
Preventing  flight    Cleander  looks  around 
Like  some  tornado  menacing  a  bark. 
Which  soon  unseam'd  and  parted  sinks  ingulfd; 
He  finds  a  breach  and  with  him  enters  death. 
Tbe  long-enduring  satrap,  whose  mild  sctul 
Calamity  bath  worn,  resembles  now 
Tbe  poor  desponding  sailor,  who  is  left 
La9t  of  the  foundering  vessel  on  a  plank 
Alone.     No  coast  appears  ;  tbe  greedy  swell 
He  sees  around,  expecting  ev*ry  wave 

IVill  *M*minfltA  hie  hA«n(r    unA  fnroVW^S 
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Jtm*n  fiMi  th'  Atlieaians»  who  mupeni  tbeir 
UoKke  tbe  soli  cf  Feleot  in  hit  ifc  [aarcb; 

InpUciMe,  lie  leptcicuU  a  godi 
In  aspeet,  god  of  merey,  not  of  arm*. 

<*  Knoir,  chieftain,"  he  hegan,  "  td me  (beOrecks 
One  Fmian  Hfe  hare  granted ;  itisthioe. 
In  this  day*t  trial  I  have  noted  well 
Tbf  constancy  and  manhood ;  I,  who  priae 
The  gems  Of  Tirtae,  ra  whatever  elhne, 
OFeitfian!  whether  in  a  firiend  or  foe 
Thdr  nevef-cfaanging  hMtre  they  diqiiay  $ 
I,  Aristidef,  my  protecting  arm 
Extend.    Time  premes)  yield  thee,  ere  too  late  I 
CaptiTity  no  burden  shaH  thou  find, 
Tillmfe,  withoQt  a  raneom,  thaw  regain 
Thy  native  seat."    The  Pernan  melts  ISka  «MW 
In  aB  its  rigonr  at  the  noon-tide  San. 
This  unforeseen,  humans  demeanour  calms 
His  mind,  and  hashes  ev'ry  desp'rate  thought 
Hs  thus  neplies:  **  On  all  my  actions  past 
Hathfortmw^irown'd;  perhaps  a  captive  state 
VMth  Aristides,  whom  Masistins  lo? 'd. 


Bf  ardonins  prals*d,  and  all  mmikM  i«vOTe% 
Forebodes  a  change  of  fortune  to  my  gafai  I 
Thy  dondesoending  wisdom^  O  sapicme 
Injustice,  knowledge,  and  hemgnant deeds, 
Bf^  lift  a  flmn  of  sornms  ftum  deipair !" 

Heyields.   Th*  Athenian  leads  him  timaghtbe 
Secure;  himself  a  spectacle  avoids,  [f^^ 

Which  others  oovet    Lo !  on  ev*ry  side 
Keen  swords  of  massacrs  are  wav'd.    To  maids 
DefiowVd,  dishonourM  wives,  aad  gods  pretei'd. 
To  Athens,  Thespia,  and  Flatsa  homt. 
The  Greeks  oomplele  their  laorifioe.    The  9o^ 
Wont  on  thoea  fields  of  glist'nhig  green  to  smile, 
And  trace  Asopus  through  his  etfyilallttafle. 
Now  setting,  pances  over  lakes  of  Mood ; 
While  (ate  witii  Persian  caniage  chafos  the  stream, 
No  longer  smooth  and  limpid,  but  o^erswoln. 
And  foaming  purple,  with  inersasing  heaps 
Of  carcasses  and  arms.    Night  drops  her  shade 
On  thirty  myriads  slaughter'd.    Thus  thy  AesA, 
Leonidas  of  ^^aita,  was  aveng'd, 
Greece  thua  by  Attic  virtno  waa  preserv'd. 
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LIFE  OF  WHITEHEAD, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


William  Whitbhbad  was  bora  at  Cambridge  in  the  begimuiig  of  the  year  1715. 
Hn  fatlier  was  a  baker  in  St.  Botolph's  parish,  and  at  one  tine  must  have  been  a  man  of 
Mine  property  or  some  interest,  as  he  bestowed  a  liberal  education  on  his  eldest  son» 
John,  who  after  entering  into  the  church,  held  the  living  of  Pershore,  in  the  diocese  of 
Worcester.  He  would  probaUy  have  been  enabled  to  extend  the  same  care  to  William, 
hii  flecond  son,  had  he  not  died  when  the  boy  was  at  school,  and  left  his  widow  involved 
b  debts  contracted  by  extravagance  or  folly.  A  few  acres  of  land,  near  Grandchester, 
OD  which  he  expended  considerable  sums  cmT  money,  without,  it  would  aji^iear,  expecting 
mch  return,  is  yet  known  by  the  name  of  Whitekead't  Foffy. 

Williara  received  the  first  nidiments  of  education  at  some  conmion  school  in  Cam* 
bridge,  and  at  the  age  of  fourteen  was  removed  to  Winchester,  having  obtained  a  nomina- 
tioQ  into  that  college  by  the  interest  of  Mr.  Bromley,  afterward  lord  Montfort  Of  hb 
behaviour  while  at  school  hb  biographer,  Mr.  Mason,  received  the  foUonying  account 
fiom  Dr.  Balguy. 

"  He  was  always  of  a  delicate  turn,  and  though  obliged  to  go  to  the  hills  with  the 
other  boys,  spent  hb  time  there  in  reading  either  plays  or  poetry  ;  and  was  also  particu- 
lariy  fond  of  the  Atalantis,  and  all  other  books  of  private  history  or  character.  He  very 
early  exhibited  hb  taste  for  poetry ;  for  while  other  boys  were  contented  with  showing  up 
twelve  or  fourteen  lines,  he  would  fill  half  a  sheet,  but  always  with  English  verse..  Thb 
Dr.  Barton,  the  master,  at  first  discouraged ;  but,  after  jM>me  time,  he  was  so  much 
charmed,  that  he  spoke  of  them  with  rapture.  When  he  was  sixteen  he  wrote  a  whole 
comedy. 

'^  In  the  wmter  of  the  year  1732,  he  b  said  to  have  acted  a  female  part  in  the  Andria, 
under  Dr.  Burton's  direction.  Of  thb  there  b  some  doubt:  but  it  b  certain  that 
be  acted  Marcia,  in  the  tragedy  of  Cato,  with  much  sqipladse. 

"^  In  the  year  1733,  the  earl  of  P^erborough,  having  Mr.  Pope  at  hb  house 
near  Southampton,  carried  him  to  Winchester  to  show  hbn  the  college,  school.  Sec.  The 
tvl  gave  ten  guineas  to  be  disposed  of  in  prices  amongst  the  boys,  and  Mr.  Pope  set  them 
a  subject  to  write  upon,  vis.  Pkt£BBOKOUGH«    Prises  of  a  guinea  each  were  given 
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to  six  of  the  boys,  of  whom  Whitehead  was  one.    The  remainiiig  sum  was  hid  out  for 
other  boys  in  subscriptions  to  Pine's  Horace,  tiien  about  to  be  published. 

**  He  never  excelled  in  writing  epigrams,  nor  did  lie  make  any  considerable  figure  m 
Latin  verse,  though  he  understood  the  classics  very  well,  and  had  a  good  memory. .  He 
was,  however,  employed  to  translate  into  Latin  the  first  epistie  of  the  Essay  on  Man :  and 
the  translation  is  still  extant  in  his  own  IhukI.  Dobsou's  success  in  translating  Priof^s 
Solomon  had  put  this  project  into  Mr.  Pope's  head,  and  he  set  various  persons  to  work 
upon  it. 

^*  His  school  friendships  were  usuall^contracted  either  with  noMemen,  or  gentlemen 
of  large  fortune,  such  as  lord  Dmfnlanrig,  sir  Charles  Douglas,  sir  Robert  Burdett, 
Mr.Ti7on,and  Mr.  Munday  of  Leiceslerriiire.  The  choice  of  these  personswas  imputed 
by  some  of  his  8chool£ellows  to  vanity,  by  others  to  prudence;  but  might  it  not  be 
owing  to  his  delicacy,  as  this  would  make  him  easily  disgusted  with  the  coarser  manners 
of  ordinary  boys  ?  He  was  school-tutor  to  Mr.  Wallop,  afterwards  lord  Lymington,  son  to 
the  late  earl  of  Portsmouth,  and  father  to  the  present  earl.  He  enjoyed,  for  some  [little 
time,  a  lucrative  place  m  the  college,  that  of  preposter  of  the  hall. 

^  At  the  election  in  September,  1735,  he  wa$  treated  with  singular  injustice;  for, 
through  the  force  of  superior  interest,  he  was  placed  so  low  on  the  roll,  that  it  was  scarce 
possible  Am*  him  to  succeed  to  New  Colk^.  Being  now  superannuate,  he  left  Winchester 
of  course*  derivii^  no  other  advmtage  from  the  college  than  a  good  education:  tfao, 
however,  he  had  ingenuity  enough  to  acknowledge,  with  gratitude,  in  a  poem  prefixed  to 
the  aacond  editicm  of  Dr.Lowtii's  Life  of  William  of  Wickham." 

In  all  this  there  is  nothing  extraordinary;  nor  can  the  partiality  of  his  biographer  con- 
ceal that,  among  the  early  effiMrts  of  his  Muse,  there  m  not  one  whkJi  seeins  to  incBc^ 
future  poet,  although  he  is  anxious  to  attribute  this  to  his  having  foUowed  the  example  of 
Pope,  ratiier  than  of  Spenser,  FaiHax,  and  Milton.  The  Vision  of  Solomon,  however, 
f^ch  he  copied  from  Whitdiead*s  juvenile  manuscrqits,  and  is  reprinted  in  the  preseal 
edition,  is  entitied  to  considerable  praise.  Even  whoi  a  acbo(4-boy  he  had  aetteutively 
■tttdied  the  various  mannen  of  the  best  authors,  and  in  the  course  of  his  poetkal 
life,  attained  no  small  felicity  in  exhibiting  specimens  of  almost  every  kind  of  stanza. 

Although  he  lost  his  fiither  befi>re  he  had  resided  at  Winchester  above  two  yean,  yet 
by  his  own  frugality,  and  such  assistance  as  his  mother,  a  very  amiable,  prudent,  and  ex- 
emplary  woman,  couM  give  him,  he  was  enabled  to  remain  at  school  until  the  electi<ni  for 
New  Coll^,  in  which  we  have  seen  he  was  disappointed.  Two  months  after,  he  returned 
to  Cunbridge,  where  he  was  mdebted  to  his  extraction,  law  as  Mr.  Mason  thinks  it,  for 
what  kid  the  foundation  of  his  future  success  m  life.  The  drcumstanoe  of  his  being  the 
orphan  son  of  a  htket  gave  him  an  unexceptionable  chim  to  one  of  the  scholanhqis 
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ai4  Hiud,  wk)  Bot  («ly«iliiiHted  hun  to  an  oecuioiiil  in^ 

ftupett  wWeb  coptiBOcd  through  the  Ttiioos  uxan  of  tbtif  iivei.  In  web  society  Iw 
m^nk  and  Mvutaj  bad  every  eneooiagcQient  which  the  hett  eiample  could  give>  and  he 
1^09  iunnoMntfd  the  pr^udicee  which  Tulgar  mindi  ini|;ht  have  indulged  on  the  lecolko- 
^  of  hit  hirth  and  poverty. 

When  the  marriage  ofthe  prince  of  Wales  in  irsfi^and  the  birth  of  his  son,  the] 
Ul(,  called  for  the  gratolatory  praises  of  the  univerrities,  Whitehead  wrote  some 
on  these  subjects^  which  he  hiserted  k  the  first  coUeetion  of  his  poems,  pdblisbed 
i«  17i^  hot  omitted  from  die  second  b  1774*  They  are  restored,  however,  to  the 
paeaeot  edition,  as  they  have  been  repiinted  in  some  subsequcatoollections;  norcan  there 
be  much  dbrngw  to  the  vsputation  of  a  poet  in  teliing  the  world  that  his  eailiest  eflforts 
were  not  hb  best. 

The  production  widi  which,  k  Mr.  liason's  i^pinioo,  he  commenced  a  poet,  was  his 
mMla  On  the  Danger  of  Writing  k  Verse.  This,  we  are  toM,  obtained  goieral  admir»- 
tio9,  and  was  highly  approved  by  Pqpe.  Butthatitis  *' one  of  the  ■M)st  happy  kufeatioas 
ei^tant  of  Pope's  preoeptive  manner,"  is  a  praise  which  seems  to  come  from  Mr.  Mason's 
friendship,  rather  than  his  judgment  The  subject  is  hot  sightly  touched,  and  the  sentv 
ments  are  often  obscure.  It  b  not  veiy  ea^  to  arrange  the  foUowipg  words  k  any  order 
ttmt  can  make  sense. 

Will  it  ftTail,  thst,  iwinatqr'd  by  yean, 
My  easy  immben  pleat'd  your  partial  ears, 
If  now  coodemii'd,  ev'n  where  he^  vala'd  most, 
TIm  man  must  sttier  if  the  poet's  loau 

Nor  are  the  foUowk^  much  uMMe  ktelligible; 

Thus  gratefal  France  does  Richliea's  worth  proclaim. 
Thus  gratefol  BrHafai  doats  on  Somen*  naoM^ 
And  spite  of  party  rage,  fend  human  flalta, 
And  British  liberty,  and  British  laws, 
Times  yet  to  come  shall  sing  of  Anna's  reign, 
And  bsurds,  who  blame  the  measures,  lore  the  man. 

Why  <'  times  to  oome"  diould  celebrate  Anna's  reign,  ''  k  spite  of  British  liberty  and 
lawi^  is  not  easily  disoovered,  althou|^  they  may  be  allowed  to  forget ."  party  rage^'^and 
what  b  tamely  called  ''  huoian  flaws."  The  finest  passage  and  happiest  imitation  of 
Fope,  is  that  k  which  be  condemns  the  licentkusness  of  certak  poets. 

The  tale  of  Atys  and  Adrastus,  his  next  publication,  b  altogether  superior  to  the 
fermer.    It  b  ekgai^  pathetic,  and  enriched  with  some  beautiful  imagery. 

The  Episde  of  Araie  Boleynto  Henry  VIII.  niiich  followed,  wiU  not  be  thou^t  to  rank 
very  ki^  among  productions  of  tins  kind.  **  The  tmtfa  is,"  says  Mr.  Mason,  *'  Mr^ 
Pope's  Ektsa  to  Abekrd  b  such  a  ehef  ttetutre,  that  nothing  of  the  kkd  can  be  relbhed 
after  it."  Our  critic  has,  however,  done  no  credit  to  Whitehead,  by  tfab  insimiatkn  of 
rivalship,  and  yet  less  to  himself  by  following  it  with  a  petulant  attack  on  Dr.  Jofansop, 
In  hb  eagerness  toiiynre  the  reputation  of  a  man  so  much  hb  superior,  and  with  whom,  i| 
b  said,  he  never  ex^nged  an  ftngry  word,  he  would  exclude  nfmpathjf  from  the  chamuf 
trinch  attract  k  the  Eloba,  and  at  the  expence  of  taste  and  feeUng,  pastes  adpnisy  sarcasni 
•n  pofNstkal  mndnneiy. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


192  LIFE  OF  WHITEHEAD. 

The  Eany  on  RkUcnle  was  publiBbed  in  1743.  It  b  by  &r  Ae  b€9t  of  hn  didactic 
pieces,  and  one  upon  whicfa,  his  biographer  thinks,  he  bestowed  gteat  pains.  **  HIb 
own  natural  candour  led  him  to  admit  the  use  of  this  excellent  (though  fiequeAdy  mis- 
directed) weapon  of  the  mind  with  more  restrictions  than,  perhaps,  any  person  will  submit 
to,  who  has  the  power  of  employing  it  successfully.'^  The  justice  of  this  obsoi^tion  is 
proved  by  almost  universal  experience.  Pope  and  Swift  at  this  time  were  striking 
nstances  of  the  abuse  of  a  talent  which,  moderated  by  candour,  and  by  respect  for  what 
ought  to  be  above  all  ridicule  ,and  all  levity,  might  contribute  more  powerfully  to  sink 
vice  into  contempt  tluin  any  otlier  means  that  can  be  employed. 

Thb  poem  is  not  now  printed  as  it  came  from  the  pen  of  the  author  on  its  first  publica- 
tion. Some  lines  at  the  coiichision  are  omitted,  in  which  he  was  afraid  he  had  authorind 
too  free  a  use  of  ridicule;  and  the  names  of  Ludan  and  Cervantes,  whom  he  held  as  legiti- 
mate models,  are  omitted,  that  honour  being  reserved  for  Addison  ouly. 

His  next  essay  was  the  short  epistle  to  the  Earl  of  Ashbumbam  on  NolMlity.  His 
biographer  is  silent  concerning  it,  because  it  was  not  inserted  in.  either  of  the  editions  of 
his  works,  nor  can  he  assign  the  reason,  although  it  does  not  qipear  to'be  very  obscure. 
With  much  excellent  advice,  there  is  a  mixture  of  democratic  r^ection  on  hereditary 
titles,  and  insinuations  respecting 

sucli  seeming  inconsistent  things 

As  strength  with  ease,  and  liberty  with  kings, 

which  he  might  thmk  somewhat  uncourtly  in  the  collected  works  of  one  who  had  become 
the  companion  of  lords,  and  the  poet  laureat. 

In  the  publication  of  tbe  poems  now  enumerated,  while  at  college,  Mr.  Mason  informs 
us,  that  he  was  less  eager  for  poetical  £ime  than  desirous  of  obtaining  a  maintenance  by  the 
labours  of  his  pen,  that  he  might  be  less  burthensome  to  his  mother.  With  thb  laudable 
view,  he  pra<^ised  the  stricteait  economy,  and  pursued  his  studied  with  exemplary 
diligence.  Whether  his  inclination  led  him  to  any  particular  branch  of  science,  we  are  not 
told.  In  1739  he  took  his  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts,  and  in  1742  was  elected  a  fellow 
of  his  college.  In  1743,  he  was  admitted  master  i3i(  arts,  and  appears  about  this  time  to 
have  had  an  intention  to  take  orders.  Some  lines  which  he  wrote  to  a  friend,  and  which 
are  reprinted  among  the  additional  fragments  to  his  works  in  thb  edition,  treat  thb  inten- 
tion with  a  levity  unbecoming  that,  which,  if  not  serious,  b  the  worst  of  all  hypocrby.  He 
was  prevented,  however,  from  indulging  any  thoughts  of  the  church  by  an  iocideut  which 
determined  the  tenour  of  hb  future  life. 

William,  third  earl  of  Jersey,  was  at  thb  time  making  inquiries  after  a  pn^)er  person  to 
be  private  tutor  to  hb  second  son,  the  late  earl,  and  Whitehead  was  reoonunended  by  Mr. 
commissicmer  Graves,  as  a  person  qualified  for  thb  important  charge.  Mr.  Whitehead 
accepted  the  offer,  as  hb  fellowship  would  not  necessarily  be  vacated  by  it,  and  in  the 
summer  of  1 7^^  removed  to  the  earl's  house  in  town,  wliere  he  was  received  upon  tbe 
most  liberal  footing.  A  young  friend  of  the  family,  afterwards  general  St^>hens,  was 
also  put  under  hb  care,  as  a  companion  to  the  young  nobleman  in  hb  studies,  and  a  spur 
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Edinbargh  Ball,  in  which  the  young  Pretender  is  held  up  to  ridicule.  This,  however, 
was  never  perfermed,  or  printed.  He  then  began  a  regular  tragedy,  Tlie  Roman 
Father,  which  was  produced  on  the  stage  in  1750.  He  appears  to  hate  viewed  the 
dUicahies  of  a  first  attempt  with  a  wary  eye,  and  had  the  precaution  to  make  himself 
known  to  the  public  by  the  Lines  addressed  to  Dr.  Hoadley.  Those  to  Mr.  Ganick, 
on  Ins  becoming  .|omt  potratee  of  Drury  Lane  theatre,  would  probably  improve  his  in- 
teiest  with  one  whose  excessive  tenderness  of  reputation  was  among  the  few  blemishes  in 
Msdiancfeer. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  expatiate  on  the  merits  of  The  Roman  Father,  as  dramatic  pieces 
are  exchided  iiom  this  collection.  It  still  retains  its  place  on  the  stage,  and  has  been 
the  choice  of  many  new  performers  who  wished  to  impress  the  audience  with  a  favour- 
able (^pinion  of  theb  powers,  and  of  some  old  ones  who  are  less  afhiid  of  modem  than 
of  ancient  tragedy,  of  declamation  thm  of  passion.  Mr.  Mason  has  bestowed  a  critical 
discussion  upon  it,  but  evidently  with  a  view  to  throw  out  reflections  on  Irene,  which 
Johnson  never  highly  valued;  and  on  Garrid(,'whom  he  accused  of  a  tyrannies^  use  of 
the  pnmmg  knife.  To  this,  however,  he  confesses  that  Whitehead  submitted  with  die 
humblest  deference,  nor  was  it  a  deference  whidi  dishonoured  ekher  his  pride  or  his 
taste.  He  avowedly  wrote  for  stage^eiect,  and  who  could  so  property  judge  of  that  as 
Garrick? 

The  next  (Mtniuction  of  our  author  was  The  Hymn  to  the  Nymph  of  the  Bristol 
Spring,  in  1751,  '*  written  in  the  manner  of  those  classical  addresses  to  heathen  divinities 
of  which  the  hymns  of  Homer  and  Callimachus  are  the  arcfaitypes."  This  must  be  al- 
lowed to  be  a  very  favourable  specimen  of  his  powers  in  blank  verse,  and  has  much  of 
poetical  fancy  and  ornament.  The  Sweepers,  a  ludicrous  attempt  in  bfamk  verse,  would, 
in  Mr.  Mason's  opinion,  have  received  more  applause  than  it  has  hitherto  done,  had 
the  taste  of  the  generality  of  readers  been  founded  more  on  thehr  own  feelings  than  on 
mere  prescription  and  authority.  It  appears  to  me,  however,  to  be  defective  in  plan : 
there  is  an  pffort  at  humour  in  the  commencement,  of  which  the  effect  is  painfully  inter* 
mpted  by  the  miseries  of  a  female  sweeper  taken  into  keeping,  and  passmg  to  ruin 
through  the  various  stages  of  prostitution. 

About  this  time,  if  I  mistake  not,  for  Mr.  Mason  has  not  given  the  precise  date,  he 
wrote  &e  beautiful  stanzas  on  Friendship,  which  that  gentleman  thinks  one  of  his  best 
and  most  finished  compositions.  What  gives  it  a  peculiar  charm  is,  diat  it  comes  from 
the  heaH,  and  appeals  with  success  to  the  experience  of  every  man  who  has  imagined 
what  friendship  should  be,  or  known  what  it  b.  The  celebrated  Gray,  according  to 
Mr.  Mason's  account,  ^  disapproved  the  general  sentiment  which  it  conveyed,  for  he 
saki  it  would  furnish  the  unfeeling  and  capricious  with  apologies  for  their  defects,  and 
that  it  ought  to  be  entitled  A  Satire  on  Friendship."  Mr.  Mason  repeated  tCitt  opinion 
to  the  author  wlio,  in  consequence,  made  a  considerable  addition  to  the  concluding  part 
of  the  piece.  ^  Still,  however,  as  the  exoeptk>nabIe  stanzas  remained,  wliich  contained 
an  apology  for  v/hsit  Mr.  Gray  thought  no  apology  ought  to  be  made,  he  contmued 
unsati^ied,  and  persisted  in  saying,  that  it  had  a  bad  tendency,  and  the  more  so,  be- 
cause the  sentiments  which  he  thought  objectionable  were  so  poetically  and  finely 
expressed/' 

This  n  a  singuhtr  anecdote ;  how  far  Gray  was  right  in  His  opinion  may  be  left  to 
the  consideration  of  the  reader,  who  is  to  remember  that  the  subject  of  these  verses  b 
school-boy  friendship.    Some  instances  of  its  instability  Whitehead  may  have  experi- 
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encedy  and  the  name  of  Charles  Townsend  is  mentioned  as  one  who  forgot  him  when  he 
became  a  statesman.  But  it  is  certam  that  he  had  less  to  compbin  of,  m  this  respect, 
than  most  young  men  of  higher  pretensions,  for  he  retained  the  greater  part  of  his  youth- 
ful iriendsh^  to  the  hist,  and  was,  nideed,  a  debtor  to  friendship  for  almost  all  he  had. 
What  Gray  seems  to  be  afraid  of,  is  Whitehead's  admission  that  the  decay  of  friendshq) 
may  be  mutual,  and  from  causes  for  which  neither  party  is  seriously  to  blame^ 

The  subject  of  this  poem  is  not  indirectly  connected  with  the  verses  which  he 
MTote  about  this  time  (1751)  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Wright,  who  had  blamed  him  for  lead- 
ing what  his  friends  thought  a  dependent  life,  and  for  not  taking  orders^  or  entering 
upon  some  regular  profession.  For  this  there  was  certainly  some  plea.  He  had  re- 
signed his  fellowship  in  1746,  about  a  year  after  he  became  one  of  lord  Jersey's  tiipAy, 
and  with  that,  every  pro^ct  of  advantage  from  his  college.  He  had  .now  remained 
five  years  m  this  family,  and  had  attained  the  age  of  thirty-six,  without  any  suppo^  but 
what  dq)ended  on  the  liberality  of  his  ^ployer,  or  the  sale  of  hb  poems.  It  was  not 
therefore  very  unreasonable  in  his  friend  to  suggest,  that  he  had  attained  the  age  at 
which  men  in  general  have  determined  their  course  of  life,  and  that  his  present  situation 
must  be  one  of  two  things,  either  dependent  or  precarious. 

In  the  verses  jost  mentioned.  Whitehead  endeavouvs  to  vindicate  his  conduct,  aod 
will,  I  apptehend,  be  found  to  vmdicate  it  like  one  too  much  enamoured  of  present  ease 
lo  look  forward  to  probable  disappointment  He  b  content  with  dependence,  because 
he  has  made  it  easy  to  himself;  hb  present  condition  b  quiet  and  contentment,  and  what 
can  hb  fnture  be  more  ?  thus  ingeniously  shifting  the  sulyect  from  a  question  of  depen- 
dence or  independence,  to  that  of  ambition  and  bustle.  But  although  thb  will  not  qiply 
generally,  such  was  hb  temper  or  his  treatment  that  it  proved  a  sufficient  apology  in  hb 
own  case.  Througliout  a  long  life,  be  never  had  cause  to  repent  of  the  confidence  he 
phced  in  hb  noble  frienclsy  who  continued  to  heap  &vours  upon  him  in  the  most  deli- 
cate manner,  and  without  receivings  as  fiir  as  we  know,  any  of  those  humiliating  or  dis- 
graceful returns  which  degrade  g^ius  and  endanger  virtue. 

The  poems  now  enumerated,  and  a  few  others  of  the  lighter  kind,  he  published  in  1754 
in  one  volume,  and  about  the  same  time  produced  hb  second  tragedy,  Creusa,  which  . 
bad  not  the  success  of  The  Roman  Father,  although  Mr.  Mason  seems  inclined  to  give  it 
the  preference.    But  it  ought  not  to  be  forgot  that,  with  the  profits  arising  from  these 
theatrical  productions,  our  author  honourably  discharged  hb  father's  debts. 

About  thi»time,  lord  Jersey  determined  that  hb  son  should  complete  hb  education 
abroad,  and  the  late  lord  Harcourt  having  the  same  intentions  concerning  hb  eldest  son 
lord  viscount  Nuneham,  a  young  nobleman  of  nearly  the  same  age,  Mr.  Whitehead  was 
appointed  governor  to  both,  and  gladly  embraced  so  favourable  an  opportunity  of  en- 
Jargiug  hb  views  by  foreign  travel*  Leipsic  was  the  place  where  they  were  destined  to 
pass  the  winter  of  1754,  in  order  to  attend  the  lectures  of  professor  Mascow  on  the 
Th'tiit.  mihlimtg.    Thev  set  off  in  June,  and  resided  the  rest  of  the  summer  at  Rtieims. 
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ntioD  of  mr,  and  landed  at  Harwich  m  September  1756.  Durii^  tUs  tour,  Whitehead 
wrote  those  Elegict  and  Odes  which  relate  to  lul^iecti  inspired  on  daasic  ground,  au^ 
in  which  he  attempts  (Mctwresque  imagery  with  more  felicity  than  in  any  of  his  former 
pieces.  He  bad,  mdeed,  in  this  lour,  every  thing  before  his  eyes  which  demanded  gran- 
deur of  conception  and  elevation  of  hmgwage.  He  beheld  the  objecto  which  had  ani- 
■Mtfed  poets^  all  ages,  and  hb  mind  appears  to  have  felt  all  that  local  emotion  can 
produce. 

Mr.  Mason  complains  that  these  Elegies  were  not  popular,  and  states  various  objec- 
tkms  made  to  them ;  he  does  not  add  by  whom :  but  takes  care  to  inform  us  that  the 
poet  bore  his  fatt  contentedly,  because  he  was  do  longer  under  the  necessity  of  adapting 
hnsaelf  to  the  public  taste  in  order  to  become  a  pt^Hilar  writer.  He  had  received  while 
yet  in  Italy  two  genteel  patent  pbces,  usanlly  united,  the  badges  of  secnetary  and  re- 
gistrar of  the  order  of  the  Bath,  and  two  years  after,  on  the  death  of  old  Gibber,  he  was 
appointed  poet  hiureat  .  / 

'  This  hst  pbce  was  offered  to  Gray,  by  Mr.  Mason's  mediation,  and  an.  iq)ology  was 
made  for  passing  over  Mr.  Mason  luflsself,  "^  that  being  in  orders,  be  was  thought,  merely 
on  that  aoeoont,  less  eligible  for  the  office  thw  a  layman'."  Mr.  Mason  says,  he  was 
glad  to  hear  this  reason  assigned,  and  did  not  thmk  it  a  we^L  one.  Itappears,  however, 
thatu  higher  ttsptet  was  paid  to  Gray  than^to  Whitehead,  in  the  offer  oi  the  a^pomt- 
ment.  Gray  was  to  hcM  it  as  asinecttre,  but  Whitehead  was  expected  to  do  the  duties 
of  the  laareat  In  tins  dilemma,  if  it  may  be  so  called,  Mr.  Mason  endeayouigsd  to  re- 
lieve his  friend  by  an  expe<hent  not  very  {Hromisini^  He  advised  liim  to  employ  a 
deputy  to  w|ite  i^s  anmiBl  odes,  and  reserve  his  own.  pen  for  certain  great  occasHMis^ 
as  a  peace,  or  a  royal  marriage ;  and  he  pointed  out  to  him  two  cm:  three  needy  poet^ 
who,  for  a  rewiiurd  of  five  or  ten  guineas,  would  be  humble  enough  to  write  under  the 
eye  of  the  musical  composer. 

Whitehead  had  moie  confidence  in  his  powers,  or  more  respect  for  hb  royal  patron^ 
thfim  to  take  this  advice,  and  set  himself  to  compose  his  annual  Odes  with  the  s^  that 
he  employed  on  his  voluntary  efiiisions.  But  although  he  had  little  to  fear  from  the 
fiuneof  his  predecessor,  he  was  not  allowed  to  enjoy  all  the  benefits  of  comparison.  His 
Odes  were  confessedly  superior  to  those  of  Gibber,  but  the  office  itsdf,  under  Gibber's 
possession,  had  become  so  ridiculous,  that  it  was  no  easy  task  to  restore  it  tq  some  de- 
gree of  public  respttt.  Whitehead,  however,  was  perhi^^s  the  man  of  all  others,  his 
contemporaries,  who  could  perform  this  with  most  ease  to  himself.  Attacked  as  he  was,  k 
eteiy  way',  by  '« the  httle  fry"  of  the  poetical  profession,  he  was  never  provoked  into 
retaliation,  and  bore  even  the  more  dangerous  abuse  of  Ghurchill,  with  a  real  or  appa-^ 
rent  mdiflference,  whidi  to  that  turbulent  hbeller  must  have  been  truly  mortifying.  He 
was  not,  however,  insensible  of  the  moonvenience,  to  say  the  least,  of  a  situation  whkh 
obliges  a  man  to  write  two  poems  yeariy  upon  the  same  subjects,  and  with  this  feeling 
wrote  The  Pathetic  Ap(Aogy  for  all  Laureats;  whidi,  from  the  motto,  he  appears  to 
have  intended  to  reach  that  quarter  where  only  redress  could  be  obtained,  but  it  was 
aot  puUished  until  after  his  death. 
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•8  one  not  oinrortliy  to  mt  with  guests  of  whatever  nmk.  The  csrl  a»d  eovitcM  wot 
now  tdtanced  b  years,  and  his  hiognpher  mfenns  ns,  that  Whitehead  **  wfllmgly  d»- 
Toted  the  prindpel  part  of  his  thne  to  the  amaemeaiaf  hk  patiw  and  ptrtroness^wiiic^ 
it  will  not  be  doubted  by  those,  who  know  with  idiat  unassuning  ease,  and  pkaang 
saHies  of  wit,  he  enlifened  his  confenation,  nunt  baie  andc  tfidr  hoars  of  sidoieai  or 
pam  pass  away  with  nrach  moie  serenity;'  The  father  of  IomI  Nonehana  also  guve  hbi 
a  general  invitation  to  his  table  in  town,  and  to  his  delightful  seat  in  the  country,  and  the 
two  youi^  lords,  during  the  whole  of  his  life,  bestowed  upon  Ini  evcty  oMik  of  dfec- 
tionand  respect 

During  tliis  pfaHrid  eiyoynent  of  high  life,  he  pcoduced  The  Sdiool  for  Lomi,  • 
comedy,  which  was  performed  at  Dmry  Lane  m  die  yeat  1762.  In  the  nAvCTtkemr af 
prefixed  to  it,  he  acknowledges  his  ohl%ations  to  a  sbmU  dnunatie  piece  written  ky 
M.  de  FoBteneBe.  Tins  comedy  was  not  unsucccssfhl,  but  ans  written  qb  a  phn  aft  wj 
different  from  all  that  is  called  comedy,  that  the  critics  were  at  a  loss  where  to  plaee  it 
Mr.  Mason,  who  wfll  not  dh>w  It  to  be  classed  among  the  MoUMaUtdy  assigns  it  avery 
tngh  station  anHHig  the  small  list  of  oar  genteel  csawdies* 

In  the  same  year,  be  published  his  Charge  lo  the  Poets,  m  which,  as  lanrent,  he  hu^ 
morously  assumes  the  dignified  mode  of  a  biBhop  giving  his  viaiUlPiial  inslinctiom  ta 
his  clergy.  He  is  sakl  to  have  designed  this  as  a  oonfbumtioo  of  The  Dangers  of  wnt*^ 
ing  Vene.  There  seems,  however,  no  very  close  eonoection,  whie  as  a  poem  it  is  ftr 
superior,  not  only  in  elegance  and  harmony  of  vene,  bat  m  the  altemation  of  aeiiDas 
iulvice  and  gentune  humour,  the  whole  chastened  by  candomr  i&r  his  brethnn,  and  a 
kindly  wish  to  protect  them  from  the  fiirtidkHisness  of  oriticisB^  as  wett  as  to  heal  tkc 
mutiud  animositieB  of  the  gemu$  irtHMlt, 

In  this  faradaMe  attempt,  he  had  not  even  the  happintai  to  conciliate  those  whose 
cause  he  pleaded.  Churchill,  from  this  time,  attacked  him  whenever  he  attacked  any, 
but  Whitehead  disdamed  to  reply,  and  oafy  adverted  to  the  animosity  of  that  poet  in 
a  few  Unes  which  he  wrote  lowaids  the  efceoe  of  hb  life,  and  whkh  ^ipear  to  be  part  of 
some  longer  poem.  Tbey  have  already  been  notieed  m  the  life  of  Churchill,  and  are 
now  added  among  the  fragments  copied  from  Mr.  Mason's  Memoirs. 

One  consefuenee  of  Churchill's  anhnosity,  neither  silence  nor  reaentoMBt  couM  avert. 
ChurehiN,  at  this  tiaM,  had  possesskm  of /Ae  toscm,  and  made  some  charactefs  unpopttltr 
merely  by  joinfaig  them  widi  others  who  were  really  jo.  Garrick  was  so  frightened  al 
the  abuse  he  threw  out  agamst  Whitehead,  that  he  would  not  venture  to  bring  oat  a 
tragedy  whkh  the  latter  ofiered  to  Inm.  Such  is  Mr.  Mason's  account,  but  if  it  was 
likely  to  succeed,  why  was  it  not  produced  when  Churchill  and  his  nnia^isitki  were  fer« 
gotten  ?  Why  amklst  all  the  revolutioos  of  the  stage,  some  of  whkh  have  not  been  4Hh 
favourable  to  nmch  worse  pieces  than  Whitehead  would  have  wiittea,  doesityetremaia 
in  manuscript  ? 

The  story,  however,  may  be  true;  for  when,  m  1770,  he  oflfered  his  Trip  to  Soodaad^ 
a  farce,  to  Mr.  Garrick,  he  conditioned  that  it  should  be  produced  without  the  naaw 
of  the  author.  Tlie  secret  was  accordingly  preserved  both  in  acting  and  publishing,  aod 
the  fiure  was  perforaied  and  read  for  a  considerable  time,  without  a  suspkkNi  that  the 
grave  author  of  The  School  for  Lovers  had  relaxed  mto  the  broad  muth  and  hidieioui 
improbabilities  of  fiuroe. 

In  1774,  he  coUeeted  his  poems  and  dramatk  pieces  together,  with  the  few  exceptiens 
already  notked,  and  published  them  in  two  volumes  under  the  title  of  Pbys  sind  PoemSt 
concluding  with  the  Charge  to  the  Poets,  aa  a  faieweU  tothe^img^;|fe^»j^^ 
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riinch  leisare,  and  190  many  of  those  incitements  which  a  poet  and  a  moralist  cannot  easily 
resist,  that  be  still  contmned  to  employ  his  pen,  and  proved  that  it  was  by  no  means  worn 
oat.  In  1776  he  published  Variety,  a  TeJe  for  married  People,  a  light,  pleasing  poem, 
in  the  manner  of  Gay,  which  speedily  ran  through  iiVe  editions.  His  Goat's  Beard  (in 
1777)  was  less  fiuniliar  and  less  popular,  but  is  not  inferior  in  moral  tendency  and  just 
satire  on  degenerated  manners.  It  produced  an  attack,  entitled  Ass's  Ears,  a  Fable,  ad- 
dressed to  the  Author  of  the  Goat's  Beard,  in  which  the  office  of  laureat  is  denied  to  men 
of  genius,  and  judged  worthy  to  be  held  only  by*  such  poets  as  Shadwell  and  Gibber. 

The  Goafs  Beard  was  the  last  of  Whitehead's  publications.  He  left  in  manuscrq[>t  the 
tragedy  already  mentioned,  which  Garrick  was  a^d  to  perform  ;  the  name  Mr.  Mason 
conceals,  but  informs  us  that  the  characters  are  noble,  and  the  story  domestic.  He  left 
also  the  first  act  of  an  GSdipus ;  the  b^inning,  and  an  imperfect  plan  of  a  tragedy  foynded 
on  king  Edward  the  Second's  resignation  of  hb  crown  to  his  son,  and  of  another  com- 
posed of  Spanish  and  Moorish  characters ;  and  a  few  small  poetical  pieces,  some  of  which 
Mr.  Mason  printed  in  the  volume  to  which  he  prefixed  hi^  Memoirs,  in  1788.  They  are 
now  before  the  reader  in  one  series^  with  a  poem  which  Whitehead  published  in  1758, 
but  omitted  in  his  edition  of  1770.  It  has  the  humble  title  of  Verses  to  the  People  of 
England,  whom  he  endeavours  to  excite  to  revenge  their  country's  vrrongs  by  a  more 
spirited  support  of  the  war.  The  stansa  b  perhaps  too  short  for  the  dignity  of  the  sub- 
ject, but  it  gives  a  rapidity  to  some  glowing  and  vigorous  sentiments.  Mr.  Mason  has 
not  noticed  thb  piece,  of  which  he  could  not  be  ignorant,  as  it  was  published  with  the 
author^s  name.  Perhaps  it  appeared  to  disadvantage  by  a  comparison  with  Akenside's 
Ode  to  the  Country  Gentlemen  of  Enghmd,  published  at  the  same  time. 

After  he  had  taken  leave  of  the  public  as  an  author,  except  in  hu  official  production^, 
he  continued  to  eiyoy  the  society  of  hb  friends  for  9ome  years,  highly  respected  for  the 
intelligence  of  hb  conversation  and  the  suavity  of  his  manners.  Hb  death,  which  tpok 
place  on  April  14,  1785,  was  sudden.  In  the  tspnag  of  that  year  he  was  confined  at  home 
for  some  weeks  by  a  cold  and  cou^  which  aflfected  hb  breast,  but  occasioned  so  little 
interruption  to  hb  wonted  amusements  of  reading  and  writing;  that  when  lord  Harcourt 
visited  him  the  morning  before  he  died,  he>  found  him  revbhig  for  the  press  a  paper 
which  hb  lordship  conjectured  to  be  the  birth-day  ode.  At  noon  finding  himself  disin- 
clined to  taste  the  dinner  hb  servant  brought  up,  be  desired  to  lean  upon  hb  arm  from 
the  table  to  hb  bed,  and  in  that  moment  he  expired,  in  the  seventieth  year  of  hb  age. 
He  was  mterred  in  South  Audiey  Street  chapel. 

Unless,  with  Mr.  Mason,  we  conclude  that  where  Whitehead  was  unsuccessful,  the  pub* 
lie  was  to  blame,  it  will  not  be  easy  to  prove  hb  right  to  a  very  high  station  among  Englbh 
poets.  Yet  perhaps  he  did  not  so  often  fall  diort  from  a  defect  of  genius,  as  from  a 
timidity  which  inclined  him  to  Ibten  too  frequently  to  the  corrections  of  hb  friends,  and 
to  believe  that  what  was  first  written  could  never  be  the  best.  Although  destitute  neither 
of  Invention  nor  ease,  he  repressed  both  by  adhering,  like  hb  biographer,  to  certam  stan- 
dards of  taste  which  the  age  would  not  accept,  and  like  him  too,  consoled  himself  in  the 
hope  of  some  dbtant  era  when  hb  superior  worth  should  be  acknowledged. 

As  a  prose  writer  he  has  given  proo6  of  classical  taste  and  readmg  in  hb  Observations 
on  the  ShKld  of  iBneas,  origmally  published  in  Dodsley's  Museum,  and  afterwards  an- 
nexed to  Warton's  Viigil ;  and  of  genuine  and  delicate  humour  in  three  papers  of  The 
World,  No.  12, 19,  and  58.  These  he  reprinted  in  the  edition  of  hb  woiH  publbhed 
in  1774. 
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WILLIAM  WHITEHEAD. 


7IIB 

DANGER  OF  WHITING  VERSE. 

AM  BPISTLB.      1741. 

Qos  poterant  anqaam  satis  expurgara  Cicate, 
Ni  melius  donnire  putem,  quaoi  scribere  versas  ? 

IIOR< 

YOU  ask  me,  sir,  why  thns  by  phantoms  aw»d. 
No  kind  occasion  Umpts  the  Muse  abroad  ? 
Why,  when  retirement  soothes  this  idle  art, 
lb  ^me  regardless  sleeps  tfae  youthftil  heart? 

*T«ould  wrong  your  judgment,  should  I  fairly  say 
Distrust  or  weakness  caus'd  the  cold  delay : 
Hint  the  small  diffreuce,  till  we  touch  the  lyre, 
Twixt  real  genius  and  too  strong  desire; 
The  human  slips,  or  set'ming  slips  pretend. 
Which  rouse  the  critic,  but  escape  the  friend; 
Nay  which,  though  dreadful  when  the  foe  pursues, 
Vou  pass,  and  smile,  and  still  provoke  the  Muse. 

Yet,  spite  of  all  you  thinK,  or  kindly  feign, 
My  hand  will  tremble  while  it  grasps  the  pen. 
Por  not  in  this,  like  other  arts,  we  try 
Oar  light  excursions  in  a  summer  sky, 
No  casual  flights  the  dangerous  trade  admits; 
But  wits,  once  authors,  are  for  ever  wits. 
The  Ibol  in  prose,  like  Earth's  unwieldy  son, 
May  oft  rise  vig^us,  though  he  V  oft  overthrown 
^^  dangVous  crisis  marics  our  rise  or  fall ; 
By  all  we're  courted,  or  we *re  shon'd  by  all. 

Will  it  avail,  that,  unmatur*d  by  years, 
My  easy  numbers  pleas'd  your  partial  ears. 
If  1U)w  condemned,  ev^n  where  he  *8  valuM  most, 
The  man  must  suffer  if  the  poet's  k)st ; 
For  wanting  wit,  be  totally  undone, 
And  barred  all  arts  for  having  fail'd  in  one  ? 
When  fears  like  these  hit  serious  thoughts  engage, 
^o  bugbear  phantom  cnibs  the  poet* s  rage. 
'TIS  powerful  reason  holds  the  straitened  rein, 
While  flutt'rin^  fancy  to  the  distant  plain 
Sends  a  /oug  look,  and  spreads  her  wings  in  vain. 


But  grant  fbr  once,  th*  officious  Muse  has  shed 
Her  gentlest  influence  on  hb  infiuit  head. 
Let  fears  lie  vanquish*d,  and  resoondmg  Fame 
Give  to  the  bellowing  blast  the  poet^  name. 
And  see !  distinguished  from  the  crowd  he  moves, 
Each  finger  marks  him,  and  each  eye  approves ! 
Secure,  as^  halcyons  brooding  o'er  the  deep. 
The  waves  roll  gently,  and  the  thunders  sleep, 
Obsequkras  Nature  binds  the  tempest*8  wmgs. 
And  pleasVl  attention  listens  while  he  sings ! 

O  blissful  state,  O  more  than  human  Joy  1 
What  shafts  can  reach  him,  or  what  cares  annoy  ? 
What  cares,  my  friend  ?    why  all  that  man  can 

know, 
OppreftoM  with  real  or  with  ftui6y'd  woe. 
Rude  to  the  world,  like  Earth's  first  lord  expeird. 
To  climes  unknown,  from  Eden's  safer  field ;  ^ 
No  more  eternal  springs  around  him  breathe. 
Black  air  scowls  o*er  him,  deadly  damps  beneath ; 
Now  must  he  learn,  misguided  youth,  to  bear 
Each  varying  season  of  the  poet's  year : 
Flatt'ry*s  fiiU  beam,  detmctioii's  wintry  store,       ' 
The  frowns  of  fortune,  or  the  pride  of  pow*r. 
His  acts,  his  words,   his  thoughts  no  more  his 

own. 
Each  folly  blazon'd,  and  each  frailty  known. 
Is  he  reserved  ? — hfo  sense  is  so  refin'd. 
It  ne'er  descends  to  trifle  with  mankind. 
Open  and  free  ? — they  fitid  the  secret  cause 
Is  vanity ;  he  courts  the  world's  applause. 
Nay,  though  he  speak  not,  something  still  is  seen. 
Each  change  of  foce  betrays  a  fault  within. 
If  grave,  'tis  spleen ;  he  smiles  but  to  deride; 
And  downright  awkwardness  in  him  is  pride. 
Thus  must  he  steer  through  fame's  uncertain  seas. 
Now  sunk  by  censure,  and  now  puffed  by  praise ; 
Contempt  with  envy  strangely  mhc'd  endure, 
Fear'd  where  caress'd,  and  jealoos  though  secure. 

One  fatal  rock  on  whieh  good  authors  split 
Is  thinking  all  mankmd  must  like  their  wit; 
And  the  grand  business  of  the  world  stand  still 
To  listen  to  the  dictates  of  their  quili^^^^^T^ 
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Hurt  if  they  fail,  and  yet  how  few  succeed ! 
What  '8  born  in  leisure  men  of  leisure  read ; 
And  half  of  those  have  some  peculiar  whim 
Their  test  of  sense,  and  read  but  to  condemn. 
Besides,  on  parties  now  our  fame  depends. 
And  frowns  or  smiles,  as  these  are  foes  or  friends. 
Wit,  judgment,  nature  join ;  you  strive  in  vain; 
Tis  keen  invective  stamps  the  current  strain. 
Fix'd  to  one  side,  like  Homer's  gods,  we  fight. 
These  always  wrong,  and  those  for  ever  right. 
And  would  you  choose  to  see  your  friend,  resigaM 
Each  conscious  tie  which  guides  the  virtuous  mind, 
Embroil'd  in  factions,  hurl  with  dreaded  skill 
The  random  vengeance  of  his  desp'rate  quill  ? 
'Gainst  pride  in  man  with  equal  pride  declaim. 
And  hide  ill-nature  under  virtue's  name  ? 
Or,  deeply  vers'd  in  flattery's  wily  ways, 
Flow  in  full  reams  of  undistinguished  praise  ? 
To  Vice's  grave,  or  Folly's  bust  bequeath 
The  blushing  trophy,  and  radignant  wreath  ? 
Like  Egypt's  priests  >,  bid  endless  temples  rise. 
And  people  with  Earth's  pests  th'  offended  skies  ? 

The  Muse  of  old  her  native  freedom  knew, 
And  wild  in  air  the  sportive  wand'rer  flew ; 
On  worth  alone  her  bays  eternal  strow'd. 
And  foimd  the  hero,  ere  she  hymn'd  the  god. 
Nor  less  the  chief  his  kind  support  retum'd. 
No  drooping  Muse  her  slighted  labours  moum'd ; 
But  stretch'd  at  ease  she  prua'd  her  growing  wmgs, 
By  sages  honoured,  aud  rever'd  by  kings. 
Ev'n  knowing  Greece  confess'd  her  eariy  claim. 
And  warlike  Latium  caught  the  genYous  flame. 
Not  so  our  age  regards  the  tuneful  tongue, 
Tis  senseless  rapture  all,  and  empty  song : 
No  Pollio  sheds  his  genial  influence  round. 
No  Varus  listens  while  the  groves  resotAid. 
Ev'n  those,  the  knowing  and  the  virtoons  few, 
Who  noblest  ends  by  noblest  means  pursue, 
Forget  the  poet's  use ;  the  powerful  spell 
Of  magic  verse,  which  Sidney  paints  so  well*. 
Forget  that  Homer  wakM  the  Grecian  flame. 
That  Pindar  rous'd  inglorious  Thebes  to  fame. 
That  every  age  has  great  examples  given 
Of  virtue  taught  in  verse,  and  verse  inapir'd  by 
Heaven. 
But  I  forbear— these  dreams  no  longer  lait, 
The  times  of  fable  and  of  flights  are  post 
To  glory  now  no  laurerd  suppliants  bend. 
No  coins  are  struck,  no  sacred  demies  ascend. 
Yet  ye,  who  still  the  Muse's  charms  admire. 
And  best  deserve  the  verse  your  deeds  inspire^ 
Ev'n  in  these  gainful  unambitious  days. 
Feel  for  yourselves  at  least,  ye  fond  of  praise. 
And  learn  one  lesson  tanght  in  mystic  rhyme, 
**  *Tis  verse  alone  arrests  the  wings  of  Time." 
Fast  to  the  thread  of  Kfe^,  annex'd  by  Fame, 
A  sculptured  medal  bears  each  human  narae« 


But  should  the  meanest  swan  that  cuts  the  stream 
Consign'd  to  Phccbus,  catch  the  favoured  name, 
Safe  in  her  mouth  she  bears  the  sacred  prize 
To  where  bright  Fame's  eternal  altars  rise. 
'Tis  there  the  Muse's  friends  true  laurels  wear, 
There  great  Augustus  reigns,  and  triumphs  tbert. 

Patrons  of  arts  must  live  till  arts  decay. 
Sacred  to  verse  in  every  poet's  lay. 
Thus  grateful  France  does  Richlieu'ii  worth  proclahn, 
Thus  grateful  Britain  doats  on  Somers'  name. 
A«d,  spite  of  party  rage  and  human  flaws. 
And  British  liberty  and  British  laws. 
Times  yet  to  come' shall  sing  of  Anna's  reign,  ' 
And  bards,  who  blame  the  measures,  k)ve  thetocn. 
But  why  round  patrons  climb  th'  ambitious  bays  ? 
Is  interest  then  the  sordid  spur  to  praise  ?       Qay 
Shall  the  same  cause,  which  prompts  the  chatt'ring 
To  aim  at  words*,  inspire  the  poet's  lay  ? 
And  is  thore  nothing  m  the  boasted  claim 
Of  livmg  labours  and  a  deathless  name? 
The  pictur'd  front,  with  sacred  fillets  bound? 
The  sculptur'd  bust,  with  laurels  wreath'd  aroand? 
The  annual  roses  scatter'd  o'er  his  urn, 
And-tears  to  flow  from  poets  yet  unborn  ? 
Illustrious  all !  but  sure  to  merit  these. 
Demands  at  least  the  poet's  learned  ease. 
Say,  can  the  bard  attempt  what 's  truly  great, 
Who  pants  in  secret  for  his  future  fate? 
Him  serious  toils,  and  humbler  ajrts  engage. 
To  make  youth  easy,  and  provide  for  age ; 
While  lost  in  silence  hangs  his  useless  lyre,    [fire. 
And,  though  from  Heav'n  itcame,fa8tdiesthesicred 
Or  grant  true  genius  with  superior  force 
Bursts  every  bond,  resistless  in  its  course ; 
Yet  lives  the  man,  how  wild  soe'er  his  aim,^ 
Would  madly  barter  fortune's  smiles  for  fartc! 
Or  distant  hopes  of  future  ease  forego. 
For  all  the  wreaths  that  all  the  Nme  bestow? 
Well  pleas'd  to  shine,  through  each  recording  page, 
The  hapless  Dryden  of  a  shameless  age  ? 

Ill-fated  bard !  Where'er  thy  name  appean, 
The  weeping  verse  a  sad  memento  bears. 
Ah !  what  avaii'd  th'  enormous  blaze  between 
Thy  dawn  of  glory,  and  thy  closing  scene ! 
When  sinking  nature  asks- our  kind  i-epairs, 
Unstrung  the  nerves,  and  silver'd  o'er  the  hairs  j 
When  stay'd  reflection  comes  uncall'd  at  last. 
And  grey  experience  counts  each  folly  past, 
Untun'd  and  harsh  the  sweetest  strains  appear, 
And  loudest  paeans  but  fatigue  the  ear. 

"Hs  true  the  man  of  verse,  though  bom  to  ills, 
Too  oft  deserves  the  very  fate  he  feels. 
When,  vamly  frequent  at  the  great  man's  board, 
He  shares  in  every  vice  with  every  lord :  ^ 
Makes  to  their  taste  his  sober  sense  submit, 
And  'gafaist  bis  reason  madly  arms  his  wit ; 
Heav-n  but  in  justice  turns  their  serious  heart 
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Cun*d  be  their  verse,  and  blasted  all  their  bays, 
Whose  sensaal  lure  th'  aneonscious  ear  betrays; 
l^ounds  the  young  breast,  ere  Virtue  spreads  her 

shield. 
And  takes,  not  wins,  thf  scarce  disputed  field. 
Though  specious  rhetVic  each  Ujose  thought  refine, 
Though  music  charm  in  every  labourM  line^ 
The  dangerous  verse,  to  full  perfection  grown, 
Bavius  might  blush,  and*  Quarles  disdain  to  own. 

Should  some  Machaon,  whose  sagacious  soul 
TVac»d  blushing  Nature  to  her  inmost  goal, 
SkilI'd  in  each  drug  the  varying  world  provides. 
All  earth  embosoms,  and  all  ocean  hides. 
Nor  cooling  herb,  nor  healing  balm  supply. 
Ease  the  swoln  breast,  or  close  the  languid  eye; 
But,  exquisitely  ill,  awake  disease. 
And  arm  with  poisons  every  baleful  breeee: 
What  racks,  what  tortures  must  his  crimes  demand. 
The  more  than  Borgia  of  a  bleeding  land ! 
And  is  less  guilty  he,  whose  shameless  page 
Not  to  the  present  bounds  its  subtle  rage, 
But  spreads  contagion  wide,  and  stains  afutureage  ? 

Forgive  me,  sir,  that  thus  the  moral  strain. 
With  indignation  warmM,  r^ects  the  rein ; 
Not  think  I  rove  regardless  of  my  theme, 
Tis  hence  new  dangers  clog  the  patlis  to  &me, 
Not  to  themselves  alone  such  bards  confine 
Fame's  just  reproach  for  virtue's  injured  shrine ; 
ProfenM  by  them,  the  Muse's  laurels  fade. 
Her  voice  neglected,  and  her  flame  decayed. 
-  And  the  son's  son  must  feel  the  father's  crime, 
A  curse  entaii'd  on  all  the  race  that  rhyme. 

New  cares  appear,  new  terrours  swell  the  train. 
And  must  we  paint  them  ere  we  close  the  scene  ^ 
Say,  must  the  Muse  th'  unwilling  task  pursue. 
And,  to  complete  her  dangers,  mention  you  ? 
Yes  you,  my  friend,  ev'n  you  whose  kind  regasd 
With  partial  fondness  views  this  humble  bard : 
Ev'n  you  he  dreads.— Ah  I  kindly  cease  to  raise 
Unwilling  censure,  by  exacting  praise. 
Just  to  itself  the  jealous  world  will  claim 
A  right  to  judge ;  to  give,  or  cancel  fame. 
And,  if  th*  officious  zeal  unbounded  flows. 
The  friend  too  partial  is  the  worst  of  foes. 

Behold  th'  Athenian  sage  *,  whose  piercing  mind 
Had  trac'd  the  wily  lab'rmths  of  mankind. 
When  now  condemn'd,  he  leaves  his  infiemt  care 
To  all  those  evils  man  is  bom  to  bear. 
Not  to  his  friends  alone  the  charge  he  yields, 
But  nobler  hopes  on  juster  motives  builds  ; 
Bids  ev'n  his  foes  their  future  steps  attend. 
And  dare  to  censure,  if  they  dar'd  oflfend. 
Would  thus  the  poet  trust  his  offsprmg  fbrth. 
Or  bloom'd  our  BriU'm  with  Athenian  worth : 
Would  the  brave  foe  th'  imperfect  work  engage 
With  honest  freedom,  not  with  partial  rage. 
What  just  productions  might  the  world  surprise  ! 
What  other  Popes,  what  other  Maros  rise  ! 

But  since  by  foes  or  friends  alike  deceiv'd. 
Too  little  those,  and  these  too  much  believ'd ; 
Since  the  same  fate  pursues  by  different  ways. 
Undone  by  censure,  or  undone  by  praise; 
Since  bards  themselves  submit  to  vice's  rule. 
And  party-feuds  grow  high,  and  patrons  cool : 
Since,  still  uonam'd,  unnumber'd  ills  behind 
Rise  black  in  air,  and  only  wait  the  wind :  - 
Let  me,  O  let  me,  ere  the  tempest  roar. 
Catch  the  first  gale,  and  make  the  nearest  s1|m«; 

*  Hatonis  Apologia. 
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In  sacred  silence  join  th'  ii%lorioat  train, 

Where  humble  peace  and  sweet  contentment  roign ; 

If  not  thy  precepts,  thy  example  own, 

And  steal  through  life  not  useless,  though  unknown. 


ATYS  AND  ADRASTUS  K 

A  TALE.      1743. 

Infelix !  Nati  funus  orudele  videbis. 

Hi  nostri  reditus,  expectatique  triumphi ! 

Hsc  mea  magna  fides!—  Virg. 

In  ancient  times,  o'er  Lydia's  fertile  land 
The  warrior  Croesus  held  supreme  comsiand. 
Vast  was  his  wealth,  for  conquest  swell'd  his  store; 
Nor  w  hat  cnrich'd  the  prince^had  left  the  people  poor* 

Two  sons  he  had,  alike  in  outward  mien. 
The  tender  pledges  of  a  dying  queen. 
But  speechless  one  ne'er  taught  his  sore  to  melt 
With  lisping  eloquence  by  parents  feh ; 
And  mimic  art  in  vain  expedients  sought 
To  form  the  tongue,  and  free  th'  imprison'd  thought. 
Yet  blooming  Atys  well  that  loss  supply'd, 
A^s  the  people's  hope,  and  monarch's  pride. 
His  beauteous  soul  through  every  future  glow'd ; 
And  from  his  lips  such  soft  persuasion  flow'd. 
As  Nature  had  withheld  the  brother's  share. 
Only  to  pour  a  double  portion  there. 

But  vain  those  graces,  since  conccal'd  fh>m  view 
They  droop  in  shades,  and  wither  where  they  grew. 
For  one  dread  night,  when  o'er  the  weary  king 
The  drowsy  god  had  stretch'd  his  leaden  wing, 
He  seem'd,  he  knew  not  where,  in  wars  engag'd. 
And,  while  aroimd  the  doubtful  battle  rag'd. 
Saw  from  some  hostile  hand  unerring  part 
A  fatal  spear,  which  pierc'd  his  Atys'  heart 
He  starts,  he  wakes — 'tis  night,  and  silence  all ! 
Yet,  scarce  confirm'd,  he  still  beholds  him  fall; 
Still  bleeds  in  fancy's  eye  the  gaping  wound. 
On  fancy's  ear  the  dying  groans  resound.  • 
Again  he  sleeps ;  the  same  sad  scenes  return— 
Restless  he  rells,  and  waits  the  ling'ring  morn.      , 

What  can  he  do,  or  how  prevent  a  doom. 
Which  Heav'n  fbretels,  and  Fate  has  said  shall  come? 
*'  And  yet  perhaps  the  gods  these  dreams  inspire, 
To  save  the  guiltless  son,  and  warn  the  sire. 
Too  fond  of  arms  I  wander'd  far  astray. 
While  youth  and  blind  ambition  led  the  way. 
And  ravag'd  countries  may  at  length  demand 
This  bleeding  sacrifice  at  Crcesus  hand. 
Then  hear  me,  gods,  propitious,  while  I  swear. 
Peace,  only  peace,  shall  be  my  future  care. 
O,  would  your  powers  but  save  my  darling  boy, 
No  more  this  breast  shall  glow,  this  arm  destroy  I 
Nor  ere  shall  Atys  the  dire  sport  pursue. 
Still  in  my  court,  and  seldom  from  my  view. 
In  ease  inglorious  shall  he  pass  his  days. 
Untaught  to  feel  th'  insatiate  lust  of  praise." 
He  spake,  and  cautious  far  away  remov'd 
From  Atys,  what  next  Atys  most  he  lov'd. 
The  pomp  of  war:  no  felchions  guard  the  gate» 
And  cliieft  nnarm'd  around  his  palace  wait 

■  This  story  is  related  in  the  first  book  of  Hero- 
dotus's  History.  For  the  additions  made  to  H,  and 
the  manner  of  telling  it,  the  author  of  the  follow^ 
ing  poem  is  to  answerpig,^^^^^  by  ^OOglC 
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Nay  further  still  extends  a  parent's  fear, 

Ev'n  arms  themselves  he  dreads,  and  most  the 

spear  J 
Nor  leaves  of  ancient  war  the  weak  remains, 
But  stripe  the  trophies  from  the  mould'ring  fanes, 
Lest,  fixt  too  Ipoself,  from  the  faithless  stone 
The  casual  st^l  should  drop,  and  pierce- his  son. 
Thus  some  sweet  waifoler  of  the  feathered  throng 
Deep  in  the  thorny  brake  secures  her  young ; 
Yet,  vamly  anxious,  feels  a  fancied  woe. 
And  starts  at  every  breeze  that  stirs  the  bough ; 
With  silent  horrour  hears  the  whisp'ring  groves. 
And  distant  murmurs  of  the  spring  she  loves. 

Unhappy  sire !  but  vainly  we  oppoae 
Weak  human  caution,  when  the  gods  are  fbes^ 
The  story's  sequel  must  too  surely  prove, 
That  dreuns,  prophetic  dreams,  descend  fVom  Jove. 

Nor  yet  shall  At3rs  thwart  thy  find  designs ; 
He  moves  implicit  as  his  sire  inclines. 
On  every  look  his  eager  duty  hung, 
And  read  his  wishes,  ere  they  reach'd  his  tongue. 
With  smiles  he  strips  his  helmet's  plumy  pride. 
With  smiles  he  lajrs  his  useless  spear  aside ; 
Nor  lets  one  sigh  confess  a  latent  care. 
Reserving  all  his  griefe  for  his  Adrastus*  ear. 

Adrastus  early  did  his  soul  approve. 
Brave,  virtuous,  leam'd,  and  fbrm'd  for  Atys*  love, 
A  Phrygian  youth,  whom  Fate  condemned  to  roam. 
An  exird  wand'rer  from  a  cruel  home. 
For,  yet  a  boy,  his  inadvertent  lance 
An  infant  brother  slew,  the  crime  of  chance. 
In  vain  he  wept;  the  rigid  sire  demands 
His  instant  absence  from  his  native  lands. 
Or  threatens  instant  death ;  from  death  he  flew, 
And  loaded  with  a  father's  curse  withdrew. 
Yet  not  in  vam  the  gods  such  ills  dispense. 
If  soft-ey'd  Pity  takes  her  rise  from  hence, 
If  hence  we  learn  to  feel  another's  pain, 
And  from  our  own  misfortunes  gprow  humane. 
This  young  Adrastus  found ;  and  hence  confessM 
That  mild  benevolence  which  warm.'d  his  breast 
Hence  too  his  fortune  stretch'd  a  bolder  wing. 
And  placM  her  wand'rer  near  the  Lydian  king. 
There  long  the  favoured  youth  exalted  shone, 
Dear  to  the  sire,  but  dearer  to  the  son : 
For  pow'rful  sympathy  their  hearts  had  join'd 
In  stronger  ties  than  gratitude  can  bind. 

With  him  did  Atys  every  sport  pursue. 
Which  health  demands,  anid  cariier  ages  knew. 
At  mom,  at  eve,  at  sultry  noon,  with  him 
He  rov'd  the  sunny  lawn,  he  swam  the  stream ; 
Beside  the  brook,  which  dimplmg  glides  away. 
Caught  the  cool  breeze,  or  lor'd  the  finny  prey; 
Urg'd  the  light  car  along  th*  indented  mead, 


How  close  connected  greatness  was  with  paiii^ 
What  earthly  bliss,  and  who  the  happy  man. 

Nor  less  the  while  his  youthful  breast  he  wanna 
With  picturM  fights,  the  theoiy  of  arms ; 
Lest  inbred  sloth  should  taint  his  future  reign. 
And  virtue  wake,  and  glory  tempt  in  vain. 
Thee,  Homer,  thee  with  rapture  they  peruse. 
Expand  the  soul,  and  take  in  all  the  Muse ; 
Biix  with  thy  gods,  with  war's  whole  ardour  burn; 
Or  melt  in  silent  tears  o'er  Hector's  urn. 
How  oft  transported  would  young  Atjrs  cry, 
*'  Thus  might  I  fight,  twere  glorious  thus  to  die! 
But  why  to  me  are  useless  precepts  givhi. 
Tied  down  and  pinion'd  by  the  will  ^  Heav'n } 
No  eariy  wreaths  my  coward  youth  must  claim. 
No  just  ambition  warm  me  into  fkme; 
Hid  from  the  world  to  rust  in  sloth,  and  buy 
A  poor  precarious  life  with  infamy. 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  on  each  hostile  strand 
The  youths  who  perished  by  my  Other's  hand  * 
Their  honour  still  survives,  and  o'er  their  tomb 
Their  country's  tears  descend,  and  laurels  bloom. 
1'o  life  alone  the  conquering  sword*s  coufin'd — ^ 
Would  you  indeed  distress,  employ  a  love  too  kind." 

As  oft  Adrastus,  studious  to  control 
With  reason's  voice  the  tumiilt  of  the  soul, 
Wou'd  hint,  to  what  excess  soever  wrought. 
Paternal  fondness  was  a  venial  fiuilt 
Perhaps,  as  lenient  time  stole  gently  on, 
"Oie  storm  whieh  threaten'd  might  be  quite  o'eiUowny 
And  sun-bright  honour  only  be  delay'd 
Awhile,  to  burst  more  glorious  from  the  shade. 
**  Vet  think,"  he  cried,  "  whatever  they  appear. 
Few  are  the  capses  can  excuse  a  war. 
To  raise  th*  opprest,  to  curb  th'  insulting  proud. 
Or  should  your  ii\jur'd  country  call  aloud. 
Rush,  rush  to  arms,  'tis  glorious  then  to  dare. 
Delay  is  cowardice,  and  doubt  despair. 
But  let  nq^  idler  views  your  breast  inflame 
Of  boundless  kingdoms,  and  a  dreaded  name. 
11s  yours  at  home  to  stem  oppression's  waves. 
To  guard  your  subjects,  not  increase  your  slaves ; 
On  this  just  basiA  &me's  firm  column  raise. 
And  be  desert  in  arms  your  second  praise." 

*Twas  thus  in  converse,  day  succeedhig  day. 
They  wore  unfeH  the  tedious  hours  away. 
And  years  on  years  in  downy  circles  ran 
Till  the  boy  rose  insensibly  to  man. 
What  now  shall  Croesus  find,  what  Syren  voice. 
To  make  retirement  the  result  of  choice  ? 
No  fat^ier's  stem  command  these  years  allow, 
A  chain  more  pleasing  must  detain  him  now : 
In  rosy  fetters  shall  the  youth  be  tied. 
And  Mysia's  captive  fair  the  chosen  bride. 
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«*  A  mighty  boar,  the  cnne  of  angry  Heav*ii, 
Had  from  their  homes  the.nTretched  saflTrers  dnv^L 
Waste  were  their  vioy  groves,  their  rising  grain. 
Their  herds,  their  flocks,  th'  attendant  shepherds 
And  scarce  themselyes  furvive.  [slain, 

O  ifoald  but  At3rs  lead  the  hunter  train, 
Agedn  their  viny  groves,  their  waving  grain 
BCght  rise  secure,  their  herds,  their  flocks  increase. 
And  fair  Idalia's  country  rest  in  peace.*' 

The  youth  assents,  th'  exulting  crowds  retire ; 
When  thus  impatient  speaks  the  trembling  sire : 
**  What  means  my  son  ?  preserv'd,  alas!  m  vain, 
Ffom  hostile  squadrons,  and  the  tented  plain ; 
Yoa  rush  on  death — recall  jaar  rash  design, 
Mme  be  the  blame,  and  be  the  danger  mine ; 
Myself  will  lead  the  band.'*   The  youth  retum'd. 
While  his  flush'd  cheek  with  mild  resentment  bum'd : 
**  Will  CroMus  lead  the  band,  a  hunter  now, 
SkillM  in  the  fight,  and  laurels  on  his  brow  ? 
Alas !  such  mockeries  of  war  become 
The  loiterer  Atys^  fearful  of  his  doom. 
To  him  at  least  these  triumphs  be  resigned. 
That  not  entirely  useless  to  mankind 
His  days  may  pass ;  these  triumphs  all  his  aim. 
These  humble  triumphs  scarce  allied  tp  fiune. 
And  yet,  dread  sir,  if  you  command  his  stay, 
(O  force  of  duty ! )  Atys,  must  obey. 
Alas  !  on  you  whatever  blame  shall  fidl, 
A  tether's  fbndness  can  excuse  it  all, 
But  me,  of  me,  if  still  your  pow«*r  withstands, 
What  must  the  Lydian,  what  the  Mysian  bands. 
What  must  Idalia  think  ?"  Adrastus  here 
Soft  interpos'd.    '*  Great  king,  dismiss  your  fear, 
Nor  looger  Atys'  first  request  oppose ; 
War  was  yoor  dream,  no  war  this  region  knows : 
For  humbler  prey  the  hunters  range  the  wood. 
Their  spears  fly  innocent  of  human  blood. 
Had  in  tha  sportive  chase  some  phantom  boar 
Dug  deep  the  woirod,  and  drank  the  vital  gore. 
That  dreadful  visioo  had  excus'd  your  care. 
Nor  Atys  offer'd  an  unheeded  prayer. 
I  love  the  prince,  and,  but  I  think  his  life 
.Safe  as  my  own,  would  urge  him  from  the  strifSe. 
Fennit  him,  sire— this  arm  shall  guard  him  there ; 
And  mMj  may  yon  trust  Adrastus*  care. 
For,  should  he  fall,  this  arm  would  surely  prove 
My  boaom  feels  a  more  than  father's  love.** 

As,  when  impetuous  through  th'  autumnal  sky 
Urg*d  by  the  winds  the  clonds  disparting  fly, 
O'er  the  broad  wave,  or  wide  extended  mead. 
Shifts  the  quick  beam,  alternate  light  and  shade ; 
So  glanc'd  the  monarch*8  mind  from  thought  to 

tboagkdt, 
So  in  hn  varying  hce  the  passions  wrought. 
Oft  OB  hw  son  he  tum'd  a  doubtful  eye, 
Afraid  to  grant,  nor  willing  to  deny. 
Oft  rais'd  it,  tearful,  to  the  blest  abodes. 
And  sought  in  vain  the  nnregarding  godtf. 
Then  look*d  consent    But  added,  with  a  groan, 
'*  From  thee,  Adrastus,  {  expect  my  son." 

Why  riionKl  I  tell,  impatient  for  the  fight. 
How  Atys  chid  the  ling'ring  hours  of  night  ? 
Or  bow  the  roseate  mom  with  eariy  ray 
Streak'd  the  glad  east,  and  gradual  spread  the  day, 
When  forth  be  issued  Kke  the  Lycian  god  ? 
Loose  to  the  breexe  his  hov*ring  mantle  flow'd^ 
Wav'd  the  light  plume  above,  behind  him  hang 
His  raf  ling  quiver,  and  his  bow  unstrung. 
He  mounts  b»  steed,  the  steed  obey'd  the  rein, 
Arch*d  his  high  neck,  and  graceful  paw*d  the  plain. 


Ev*n  CnEtut*  self  forgot  awhile  his  fSpar 

Of  future  ills,  and  gaz*d  with  transport  there. 

Or  why  relate,  when  now  the  train  withdrew, 
How  fhir  Idalia  sigh'd  a  soft  adieu ; 
How  Crcesus  fbllow'd  with  his  voice  and  e3res. 
Fond  to  behold,  but  fonder  to  advise. 
And  oft  repeated,  as  they  joumey'd  on, 
**  From  thee,  Adrastus,  I  expect  my  son." 

SuflSce  it  us,  they  leave  the  waves  which  flow 
O'er  beds  of  gold,  and  Tmolus'  firagrant  brow. 
They  pass  Magnesia's  plains,  Caicus'  stream 
The  Mysian  bound,  which  changed  its  ancient  name. 
And  reach  Olympus'  verge : 
There  Desolation  spread  her  ghastly  reign 
0*er  trampled  vines,  and  dissipated  grain. 
And  saw  with  joy  revolving  seasons  smile 
To  swell  her  pomp,  and  naock  the  laborers  toil. 
Led  by  her  baleful  steps,  the  3routh  explore 
the  dark  retreatB,sand  rouse  the  fbsming  boar. 
Hard  is  the  strife :  his  homy  sides  repel 
Unting'd  the  plumy  shaft,  and  blunted  steel. 
The  dogs  lie  mangled  o*er  the  bleeding  plain, 
And  many  a  steed,  and  many  a  youth  was  slain. 
When  now  his  well-aim'd  bow  Adrastus  drew, 
Twang'd  the  stretch'd  string,  the  feather'd  ven- 
geance flew. 
And  ras'd  the  monster's  neck  :  he  roars,  be  flies. 
The  crowd  pursues,  the  bills  refund  their  cries. 
Pull  in  the  centre  of  a  vale,  embrown*d 
With  arching  shades,  they  close  the  savage  round. 
He  wheels,  he  glares,  he  meditates  his  prey, 
^  Resolv'd  to  strike,  resoly'd  to  force  his  way ; 
But  Atys  timely  stop'd  his  fierce  career. 
And  through  his  eye-ball  sent  the  whizzing  spear, 
And  joyful  saw  him  reel ;  with  eager  speed 
He  bares  the  shining  blade,  he  quits  his  steed ; 
"  — Ah  stop,  rash  youth,  not  conquest  you  pureuc. 
Death  lies  in  ambush  there,  the  victim  you ; 
You  rush  on  fSate"— in  vain~he  reach'd  the  beast. 
He  rais*d  bis  arm,  and  now  had  pierc'd  his  breast. 
When  in  that  moment  from  the  adverse  side 
His  too  adventurous  prince  Adnuftus  spied. 
And  lanch'd  with  nervous  haste  his  eager  spear, 
Alarm'd,  and  trembling  for  a  life  so  dear. 
Glanc'd  o*er  the  flailing  beast  the  fated  wood, 
And  fix'd  in  Atys*  breast  drank  deep  the  vital  flood: 
The  struggling  prince  impatient  of  the  wound 
Writh'd  on  the  spear,  the  crowds  enclose  him  round. 
Then  sunk  in  death  unknowing  whence  it  came. 
Yet,  ev'n  in  death,  he  call'd  Adrastus*  name, 
*'  Where  flies  Adrastus  from  his  dying  friend  ? 
O  bear  me  near."   Poor  prince !  thy  life  innst  end 
Not  in  thy  murderer's  arms,  he  hears  thee  not  j 
Like  some  sad  wretch  fix*d  to  the  flital  spot 
Where  icll  the  boH  of  Jove,  nor  ear,  nor  eye. 
Nor  arm  to  help,  nor  language  to  reply. 
Nor  thought  itself  is  his.    ObIig*d  to  move 
As  they  direct  his  steed,  he  leaves  the  grove, 
As  they  direct,  to  Sardts*  towecs  again 
In  silence  follows  the  retuming  train. 

There  too  we  turn,  for'there  the  pensive  sire 
Now  hopes,  now  fears,  and  pines  witii  vain  desire. 
In  every  dust  before  the  wind  that  flies. 
In  every  distant  cloud  which  stains  the  skies. 
He  sees  his  son  return :  till,  oft  deceiv'd. 
No  more  his  eye  the  flattering  scene  believ'd. 
Yet  still  he  wander'd,  and  with  looks  intent. 
The  fotal  road  his  darling  Atys  went 
There  to  averted  Heav'n  he  tells  his  pain. 

And  ilaughter'd  hecatombs  ^^^^^^'fK7\fy]p^ 
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There  to  Idalia,  firequent  by  hii  tide, 
Relates  his  femr,  or  soothes  the  weeping  bride 
With  tales  of  Atjrs'  worth,  and  points  the  place 
,  Where  late  he  parted  from  their  last  embrace. 
And  now,  perchance,  in  tears  they  lingered  tbere^ 
When  slowly-moving  real  crowds  appear. 
**  What  means,'*  he  cried,  and  shot  a  trembling 
A  youth  deputed  by  the  rest  drew  nigh,       [eye — 
And  in  sad  accents  told  the  dreadful  tale. 
Rage  seiz'd  the  king :  expiring,  breathless,  pale, 
Idalia  sinks ;  th'  attendant  (air  convey 
With  tears,  and  shrieks,  the  lifeless  frame  away. 
^  Where  is  the  wretch  ? — ^hear,  hospitable  Jove  !— 
Is  this,  is  thu  thy  more  than  father's  love  ? 
Give  me  my  son— why  stare  thy  haggard  eyes 
As  fix'd  in  grief?  hers  only  sorrow  Ues*' — 
And  smote  his  breast-*'*  Thy  life  in  blood  began, 
A  fated  wretch,  a  murd'rer  ere  a  man. 

0  foolish  king  !  by  my  indulgence  stole 
This  serpent  near  me,  that  has  stung  my  soul. 
This  thy  return  for  all  a  king  oould  shower 

Of  bounty  o*er  thee,  life,  and  wealth,  and  power— 
But  what  are  those  ?  How  great  soe'er  they  be^ 

1  gave  thee  more,  I  gave  myself  to  thee : 

I  gave  thee  Atys,  link'd  in  friendship's  chain— 
O  fiital  gift,  if  thus  retum'd  again ! 
Reach  me  a  sword— and  yet,  dear  bleeding  clay, 
Can  his,  can  thousand  lives  thy  loss  repay  ?" 
Then  burst  in  tears,  "  Heav'n's  instrument  I  blame, 
Though  by  his  hand,  fVom  Heav*n  the  vengeance 

came. 
This  stroke,  O  Solon,  has  convinced  my  pride ; 
O  had  I  never  liv'd>  or  earlier  died !  [breast, 

'<  Alas !  poor  wretch,  why  dost  thou  bare  thy 
And  court  my  sword  ?  though  lost  himself  to  rest. 
This  curst  of  Heav'n,  this  Croesus  can  forgive 
Th'  unhappy  cause,  and  bids  the  murd*rer  live." 

'*  Ah  !   stop,*'  he  cried,  "  and  write  the  milder 
fate 
Here  with  thy  sword,  I  only  ]iv*d  for  that 
Undone,  I  thought,  beyond  misfortune's  power, 
O  do  not  by  forgiveness  curse  me  more." 

While  yet  he  pleaded,  to  the  mourning  crowd 
Forth  nish'd  Idalia,  by  her  maids  pursu'd; 
Eager  she  seem'd,  wiUi  light  suspicions  fill'd. 
And  on  her  fiBu:e  heart-piercing  madness  smiPd. 

«*  Where  is  my  wand'ring  love,  ye  Lydians  say. 
Does  he  indeed  along  Meander  stray. 
And  rove  the  Asian  plain  ?~-ril  seek  him  there.-* 
Ye  Lydian  damsels,  of  your  hearts  beware : 
Fair  is  my  love  as  to  the  sunny  beam 
The  light-spread  plumage  on  Cayster's  stream,    - 
His  locks  are  Hermits*  gold,  his  cheeks  outshine 
The  ivory  tinctur'd  by  your  art  divine.— 
J  see  him  now,  in  Tmolus'  shade  he  lies 
On  saffron  beds,  soft  sleep  has  seal'd  his  eyes. 
His  breath  adds  sweetness  to  the  gale  that  blows. 
Tread  light,  ye  nymphs,  I'll  steal  on  b»s  repose. 
Alas  !  he  bleeds,— O  murder !  Atys  bleeds. 
And  o*er  his  foce  a  dynng  paleness  spreads ! 
Help,  help,  Adrastus— can  you  leave  him  now. 
In  death  nejclect  him  ?  once  it  was  not  so. 


The  flowers  would  wither  at  his  baleful  treaS, 

And  at  his  touch  the  sick*nmg  cypress  fisde. 

Come,  come — nay  do  not  tear  me  ficm  his  side. 

Gruel  Adrastus,  am  I  not  his  bride  ? 

I  must — I  will — me  would  you  murder  too  ?*' 

At  this,  unable  to  sustain  his  woe, 

**  My  soul  can  bear  no  more,**  Adrastus  cries, 

(Hiseyeson  Heav'n)  *' ye  powers  who  rule  the  skiea! 

If  your  august,  unerring,  wills  decreed. 

That  states,  and  kings,  and  families  must  bleed. 

Why  was  I  singled  to  perform  the  part, 

Unsteel^  my  soul,  unpetrified  my  heart  ? 

"  What  had  I  done,  a  child,  an  embryo  nu 
fire  passions  could  unfold,  or  thought  began  } 
Yet  then  condemn'd  an  infont  wretch  I  fled. 
Blood  onmy  hands,  and  cunes  on  my  head. 
O  had  I  pensh'd  so!  but  Fortune  smti'd. 
To  make  her  frowns  more  dire. — ^This  vagrant  chiM 
Became  the  friend  of  kings,  to  curse  them  all. 
And  with  new  honours  dign^  his  €bJL" 
Then  eager  snatch'd  his  sword,  **  For  murden  past 
What  have  I  not  endur'd  ?— be  this  my  last," 
And  pierc'd  his  breast    «  This  fated  arm  shall  pooar 
Your  streams  of  wrath,  and  burl  your  bolts  no  more. 
For  pangs  sustain'd,  oblivkm's  hall  I  crave; 
O  let  my  soul  fovget  them  in  the  grave  1 

"  Alas  !  forgive  the  wretch  3rour   judgments 
Dark  are  your  ways,  I  wander  in  the  gloom,  [doom: 
Nor  should  perhaps  complain. — ^Be  grief  my  share  | 
But,  if  your  Heav'n  has  mercy,  pour  it  there. 
On  yon  heart-broken  king,  on  yon  distracted  foir." 
He  spake,  and  drew  the  steel  i  the  weeping  tmm 
Support  him  to  the  bietv  he  gra^  the  slain. 
There  feels  the  last  sad  joy  his  soul  desires. 
And  on  his  Atys'  much-kiv'd  breast  expires. 

O  happy  bcih,  if  I,  if  I  could  shed 
'*  Those  tears  eternal  which  embalm  the  dead  ^i'* 
While  round  Britannia's  coast  old  Ocean  raves^ 
And  to  her  standard  roll  th'  embattled  waves. 
Fair  empress  of  the  deep ;  so  long  your  names 
Should  live  lamented  by  her  brightest  dames; 
Who  oft,  at  evening,  should  with  tears  relate 
The  murder'd  frfemd,  and  poor  Idalia'k  &te  ; 
And  oft,  inquiring  from  their  lovers,  hear 
How  Croesus  moum'd  a  twice  revolving  year. 
Then  rous'd  at  Cyrus'  name,  and  glory*s  cbarnia. 
Shook  off  enervate  grief,  and  shone  again  in  i 
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If  sighs  could  soften,  or  distress  could  i 
Obdurate  hearts,  and  bosoms  dead  to  love. 
Already  sure  these  tears  had  ceas'd  to  flow. 
And  Henry*s  smiles  relieved  his  Anna*^  woe. 
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Yet  itiQ  I  writa,  HiU  tNreatbe  •  fnntlftM  ptmyer, 
The  last  fond  effort  of  extreme  despair : 
As  aoaw  peor  shipwreek'd  vretch,  for  eter  lost. 
In  starong  delnsioo  grasps  the  lessHiiiig  coast, 
Thinks  it  stHl  near,  hoire*er  the  billoirs  drire, 
And  but  with  Hfc  rssigns  the  hopes  to  live. 

You  bid  BM  live;  but  oh,  how  dire  the  means! 
Viitue  starts  back,  and  comeious  pride  disdains. 
Confess  my  crime  ? — ^what  crime  shall  I  conliess  ? 
In  what  strange  terms  the  hideoiisfolsehood  dress  ? 
A  rile  aduHress !  Hear'n  defend  my  fame  \ 
Coodemn'd  fbr  acting  what  I  fttifd  to  name,  [dare 
Blast  the  Ibol  wretch,  whose  impioiis  tongne  oouk) 
With  sounds  like  those  to  woond  the  n^l  ear. 
Towioond?— alas!  they  only  pteas'd  too  well, 
ilnd  crael  Henry  smil'd  when  Anna  feH. 

Why  was  I  rsis'd,  why  bade  to  shine  on  high 
A  pageant  queen,  an  earthly  deity  ? 
Thjs  flower  of  beavty,  small,  and  Toid  of  art. 
Too  weak  to  flx  a  mighty  sovereign's  heait. 
In  life's  low  vale  its  humbler  charms  had  spread, 
While  storms  roli'd  harmless  o'er  ito  shelter'd  head : 
Had  found,  perhaps,  a  kinder  gath'rer's  hand, 
Grown  to  bis  breast,  and,  by  his  care  sustain'd. 
Had  bloom'd  awhile,  then,  gradual  in  decay, 
GracM  with  a  tear,  had  calmly  pass'd  away. 

Yet,  when  thus  rais'd,  I  taught  my  chaste  desires 
To  know  their  lord,  and  bum  with  equal  fires. 
Why  then  these  bonds  ?  is  this  that  regal  state 
The  fair  expects  whom  Henry  bids  be  great  ? 
Are  these  lone  walls  and  Mver-varied  scenes 
The  envied  manrion  of  Biitannia's  queens } 
Where  distant  sounds  in  hollow  murmurs  die, 
"Where  moss-grown  tow'rs  obstruct  the  traveling  eye, 
Where  o'er  Urn  suns  eternal  damps  prevail, 
And  health  ne'er  enters  wailed  by  the  gale 
How  curs'd  the  wretch,  to  such  sad  scenes  confln'd, 
1/ guilt's  dread  scorpions  ksh  his  tortur'd  mind,   . 
When  injur'd  innocence  is  taught  to  fear. 
And  coward  virtue  weeps  and  trembles  here ! 

Nay  ev'n  when  sleep  shoaki  ev'ry  care  allay 
And  softly  steal  th'  imprison'd  soul  away. 
Quick  to  my  thoughti  excursive  fiincy  brings* 
Long  visionary  trains  of  martyr'd  kings. 
There  pious  Henry  *  recent  from  the  blow. 
There  iH^starr'd  Edward  *  lifts  his  infisnt  hvow. 
Unhappy  prince !  thy  weak  dcfintceless  age 
Jkf  ight  soften  rocks,  or  soothe  the  tiger's  nge ; 
But  not  on  these  thy  harder  fatss  depend, 
Man,  man  pursues,  and  murder  is  his  end. 

Such  may  my  child  3,  such  dire  protectors  find; 
Through  av'rice  cruel,  through  ambition  blind. 
No  kind  coodolance  in  her  utmost  need. 
Her  friends  all  banish'd,  and  her  parent  dead ! 
O  hear  me,  H^nry,  husband,  fiither,  hear. 
If  e*er  those  names  were  gracious  in  thy  ear, 
Snice  I  must  die  (and  so'ttiy  ease  requires. 
For  love  admits  net  of  divided  fires) 
O  to  tby  babe  thy  tend'rest  cares  extend. 
As  parent  cherish,  and  as  king^defend !     . 
Thinsfer'd  to  her,  with  travport  I  resign 
Thy  fhithless  heart— if  e'er  that  heart  was  mine. 
Nor  may  remorse  thy  guilty  cheek  mflame. 
When  the  fend  prattler  lisps  her  mother's  name; 
No  tear  start  conscious  when  she  meets  3rour  eye. 
No  heartfelt  pang  extort  th'  unwilling  sigh, 

'  Henry  VL  awl  Edward  V.  both  moidefsd  m 
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Lest  she  should  find,  and  strong  is  Nature^  call* 

I  fell  untimely,  and  lament  my  fUl; 

Forget  that  duty  which  high  Heav'n  command^ 

And  meet  strict  justice  from  a  father's  hands. 

No,  rather  say  what  malice  can  invent, 

My  crimes  enormous,  small  my  punishment. 

Pteas'd  will  I  view  fhom  yon  securer  shbre 

UKb,  virtue,  love  too  lost,  and  weep  no  more. 

If  in  your  breasts  the  bonds  of  imion  grow, 

And  undisturb^  the  streams  of  duty  flow. 

— Yiet  can  I  tamely  court  the  lifted  steel. 

Nor  honoar*s  wounds  with  strong  resentment  feel  ? 

Ye  powers !  that  thought  improves  ev'n  terrour's 

king, 
Adds  horroursto  his  brow,  and  torments  tohis  stingy 
No,  try  me,  prince ;  each  word,  each  action  weigh. 
My  rage  could  dictate,  or  my  fears  betray  $ 
Each  sigh,  each  smile,  each  distant  hint  that  hung 
On  broken  sounds  of  an  unmeanmg  tongue. 
Recount  each  glance  of  these  imguarded  eyes. 
The  seats  where  passion  void  of  reason  lies; 
In  those  clear  mhrtors  everythought  appears ; 
Tell  all  their  frailties— oh  explain  thdr  tears. 

Yes,  try  me,  prince ;  but  ah !  let  truth  prevail. 
And  justice  only  hold  the  equal  scale. 
Ah  !  let  not  those  the  fatal  sentence  give. 
Whom  brothels  blush  to  own,  yet  courts  reea/w ; 
Base,  vulgar  souls— and  shall  such  wretches  raise 
A  queen's  conoern  ?  to  fsar  them,  were  to  praise. 

Yet  oh !  (dread  thought !)  oh,  must  I,  must  I  say, 
Henry  commands,  and  Mars  oonstrain'd  obey  ? 
Too  well  I  know  his  fhithless  bosom  pants 
For  charms,  alas !  which  hapless  Anna  wants. 
Yet  once  those  charms  this  faded  face  could  boast. 
Too  cheaply  yielded,  and  too  quickly  kist 
Will  she^  O  think,  whom  now  your  snares  pursue. 
Will  she  fbr  ever  please,  be  ever  new  ? 
Or  must  she,  meteor  like,  awhile  be  great. 
Then  weeping  fall,  and  share  thy  Amui%  fate } 

Misguided  maid !  who  now  perhaps  has  form'd. 
In  transport  melting,  with  ambition  warm'd. 
Long  future  greatness  in  ecstatic  schemes, 
Loose  plans  ^  wild  delight,  and  golden,  dreams ! 
Alas !  she  knows  not  with  how  swift  decay 
Those  visionary  glories  fleet  away.  , 

Alas  1  she  knows  not  the  sad  time  will  conte. 
When  Henry's  eyes  to  other  njrmphs  shall  roam: 
When  she  shall  vainly  sigh,  plead,  tremble,  rave, 
And  drop,  perhaps,  a  tear  on  Anna'k  grave. 
Else  would  she  sooner  trust  the  wintry  sea, 
Rocks,  deserts,  monsters— any  thing  than  thee : 
Thee,  whom  deceit  inspires,  whose  every  breath 
Sooths  to  deqiaif,  and  every  smile  is  death. 

Fool  that  I  was !  I  saw  my  rising  fame 
Gild  the  sad  ruins  of  a  nobler  name  >.     \ 
For  me  the  force  of  sacred  ties  disown'd, 
A  realm  insulted,  and  a  queen  detbron'd. 
Yet,  fondly  wild,  by  love,  by  fortune  led, 
Excus'd  the  crime,  and  shar'd  the  guilty  bed. 
With  specious  reason  luli'd  each  rising  care, 
And  hugg'd  destruction  in  a  fbrm  so  fair. 

'Tis  just,  ye  powers ;  no  longer  I  complain. 
Vain  be  my  tears,  my  boasted  virtues  vain  ; 
Let  rage,  let  flames,  this  destin'd  wretch  pursue. 
Who  begs  to  die— but  begs  that  death  from  yoiu 
Ah  !  why  must  Henry  the  dread  mandate  seal  ? 
Why  must  his  hand  uninjur'd  point  the  steel  ? 

4  Lady  Jane  Seymoor. 
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Say,  for  you  March  Die  images  that  roll 

In  deep  recesses  of  the  inmost  soul. 

Say,  did  ye  e*er  amid  those  numbers  find 

One  wish  disloyal,  or  one  thought  unkind  ? 

Then  snatch  me,  blast  me,  let  the  lightning's  wing 

Avert  this  stroke,  and  save  the  guil^  king, 

Let  not  my  blood,  by  lawless  passion  shed. 

Draw  down  Heav'n^s  vengeance  on  his  sacred  head. 

But  Nature^s  power  prevent  the  dire  decree. 

And  my  hard  lord  without  a  crime  be  free. 

Still,  still  I  live,  Heav'n  hears  not  what  I  say. 
Or  turns,  like  Henry,  from  my  pray'rs  away. 
Rejected,  lost,  O  whither  shall  I  fly, 
I  fear  not  death,  yet  dread  the  means  to.  die. 
To  thee,  O  God,  to  thee  aga«  I  oome» 
The  sinner's  refuge,  and  the  wretch's  home. 
Since  such  thy  will,  farewell  my  blasted  fame, 
Let  foul  detraction  seize  my  ibjur'd  name: 
No  pang,  no  fear,  no  fond  concern  I'll  know. 
Nay  smile  in  death,  though  Henry  gives  the  blow. 

And  now,  resigned,  my  bosom  lighter  grows. 
And  hope,  soft-beaming,  brightens  all  my  woes. 
Release  me.  Earth ;  ye  mortal  bonds,  untie : 
Why  loiters  Henry,  when  I  pant  to  die? 
For  angels  call,  Heav'n  opens  at  the  sdund. 
And  glories  blaze,  and  mercy  streams  around. 
Adieu,  ye  fanes  «,  whose  purer  flames  anew 
Rose  with  my  rise,  and  as  I  flourish'd  grew. 
Well  may  ye  now  my  weak  protection  spare, 
The  power  that  fix*d  you  shall  preserve  you  there. 
Small  was  my^wrt,  yet  all  I  could  employ. 
And  Heav'arepays  it  with  eternal  joy. 

Thus  rapt,  O  king,  thus  lab'ringto  be  free. 
My  gentlest  passport  still  depend  on  thee,  [prayer. 
My  hov'ring  soul,  though  rais'd  to  Heaven  by 
Still  bends  to  Earth,  and  finds  one  sorrow  there ; 
Breathes  for  another*s  life  its  latest  groan— 
Resigned  and  happy,  might  I  part  ak»e ! 

Why  lifowns  my  Lord  ?— ere  yet  the  stroke 's  de- 
creed, 
O  hear  a  sister  for  a  brother  7  plead. 
By  Heav'n !  he*s  wrong'd.— Alas !  why  that  lo  you  ? 
You  know  he^  wrong'd— you  know,  and  yet  pursue. 
Unhappy  youth  !  what  anguish  he  endures  !— 
Was  it  for  this  he  press'd  me  to  be  your's. 
When  lin^ring,  wavYing,  on  the  brink  I  stood. 
And  ey*d  obliquely  the  too  tempting  flood  ? 
Was  it  for  this  his  lavbh  tongue  display'd 
A  monarch's  graces  to  a  love-sick  maid  } 
With  studied  art  consenthig  nature  fir*d, 
And  forcM  my  will  to  what  it  most  desir'd  ? 
Did  be,  enchanted  by  the  flatt'ring  sqene. 
Delude  the  sister,  and  exalt  the  queen. 
To  foil  attendant  on  that  sister's  shade. 
And  die  a  victim  with  the  queen  he  made  ? 

And,  witness  Heav'n,  I  *d  bear  to  see  him  die. 
Did  not  that  thought  bring  back  the  dreadful  why : 
The  blasting  foulness,  that  must  still  defome 
Our  lifeless  ashes,  and  united  name. 
— Ah  stop,  my  soul,  nor  let  one  thought  pursue 

n*lto*  I«*^a1  fiitt/^k    te\  walrA  thv  nAnov  anAvr...* 


Fair  Troth  shall  bless  them,  Virtue  gn«4  their 

cause, 
And  every  chaste-ey'd  matrou  weep  applause. 

Yet,  though  no  bard  should  sing,  or  sage  reeord, 
I  still  shall  vanquish  my  too  foithless  ford ; 
Shall  see  at  last  my  injur'd  cause  prevail. 
When  pitying  angels  hear  the  raouimfol  tale. 
— And  must  thy  w^  by  HeavVs  severe  command, 
Before  his  throne  thy  sad  accuser  stand  ? 
O  l^enry,  chain  my  tongue,  thy  guilt  atone, 
Prevent  my  suiTrings — ah !  prevent  thy  own  I 
Or  hear  me,  Heav'n,  lince  Henry's  still  unkind, 
With  strong  repentance  touch  his  guilty  mind. 
And  oh  !  when  anguish  tears  his  lab'ring  soul. 
Through  his  rack'd  breast  when  keenest  horiours 
When,  weeping,  grov'Ung  in  the  dust  he  lies,  [ioU> 
An  humbled  wretch,  a  bleeding  sacrifice. 
Then  let  me  bear  ('tis  all  my  griefe  shall  claim. 
For  life's  lost  honours,  and  polluted  fome) 
Then  let  me  bear  thy  man<i^  from  on  high. 
With  kind  forgiveness  let  his  Anna  fly. 
From  every  pang  the  much-fov'd  suff'rer  free^ 
And  breathe  that  mercy  he  denies  to  me. 
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TwAs  said  of  old,  deny  it  now  who  can, 
The  only  laughing  animal  is  man. 
The  bear  may  leap,  its  lumpish  cubs  in  view. 
Or  sportive  cat  her  circling  tail  pursue ; 
The  grin  deep-lengthen  Pug's  half-human  face. 
Or  prick'd-up  ear  confess  the  sUnp'ring  ass: 
In  awkward  gestures  awkward  mirth  be  shown. 
Yet,  spite  of  gesture,  man  sttll  laughs  alone. 

Th'  all-polrerful  hand,  which  taught  yon  Sun  te 
shine. 
First  dress'd  in  smiles  the  human  fiace  divine ; 
And  early  innocence,  unspoil*d  by  drt. 
Through  the  glad  qye  betray'd  th*  o'erflowing  hesTt 
No  w«ik  disgusts  distuib'd  the  social  plan, 
A  brother's  frailties  but  proclaim'd  him  man. 
Nought  perfect  here  they  found,  nor  ought  reqoir'd, 
Ezcus'd  the  weakness,  and  the  worth  admir'd. 

Succeeding  ages  more  sagacious  grew ; 
They  mark'd  our  foibles,  and  would  mend  them  too, 
Each,  strangely  wise,  saw  what  was  just  and  best, 
And  by  his  model  would  reform  the  rest: 
The  rest,  impatient,  or  reject  with  scorn 
The  specious  insult,  or  with  pride  retuni ; 
Till  all  meet  all  with  controversial  eyes. 
If  wrong  reftite  them,  and  if  right  despise. 
Not  with  their  lives,  but  pointed  wits,  contend. 
Too  weak  to  vanqubh,  and  too  vain  to  mend. 

Our  mirthful  age,  to  all 'extremes  a  prey, 
Ev'n  courts  the  lash,  and  laughs  ber  pains  away. 
Declining  worth  imperial  wit  supplies. 
And  Momus  triumphs,  while  AsSrssa  flies.       — 


k  amasaJ      tuft..^A*  MMmr«.-Kfr    Wa* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ON  RIDICULE. 


702 


Born  ibr  no  end,  thtiy  wont  Uian  itseleM  grow ; 
(As  waters  poison  if  they  cease  to  flow) 
And  pests  become,  whom  kinder  fate  design'd 
But  harmless  expletives  of  human  kind. 
See  with  what  zeal  th'  insidioiis  task  they  ply  1 
Where  shall  the  prudent,  where  the  virtuous  fly  ? 
Lurk  as  ye  can,  if  they  direct  the  ray. 
The  veriest  atoms  in  the  son-beams  play. 
No  venial  slip  their  quick  attention  'scapes; 
They   trace  each  Proteus  through  his    hundred 
To  Mirtb'k  tribunal  drag  the  caitif  train,  [shapes ; 
Where  Mercy  sleeps,  and  Natur«  pleads  in  vain. 
^^  And  whence  this  lust  to  laugh  ?  what  fond  pre- 
tence? 
Why,  Shaftsb'ry  tells  us^  mirth's  the  test  of  sense; 
Th*  ^enchanted  touch,  which  fraud  and  (alsehood 
Ijike  Una*s  mirror,  or  Ithuriel*s  spear.  [fear. 

Not  so  fair  Truth — aloft  her  temple  stands. 
The  work  and  glory  of  immortal  hands. 
Huge  rocks  of  adamant  its  base  enfold. 
Steel  bends  the  arch»  the  columns  swell  in  gold. 
No  storms,  no  tumults,  reach  the  sacred  fisne ; 
Waves  idly  beat,  and  winds  gprow  loud  in  vain. 
The  shaft  sinks  pointless,  ere  it  verges  there. 
And  the  dull  hiss  but  dies  away  in  air. 

Yet  let  me  say,  howe'er  secure  it  rise. 
Sly  fraud  may  reach  it,  and  close  craft  surprise. 
Troth,  drawn  like  truth,  must  blaace  divinely  bright; 
But,  drawn  like  errour,  truth  may  cheat  the  sight 
Some  awkifard  epithet,  with  skill  apply'd, 
Some  spec'ous  hints,  which  half  their  meanings  hide, 
Can  right  and  wrong  most  courteously  confound, 
Banditti  like,  to  stun  us  ere  they  wound. 

Is  there  an  art,  thrtyigh  science*  various  store. 
But,  madly  stmio'd,  becomes  an  art  no  more  ? 
Is  there  a  virtue,  falsehood  can*t  disguise  ? 
Betwixt  two  vices  every  virtue  lies  : 
To  this  to  that,  the  doubtful  beam  incline, 
Or  mirth's  false  balance  take,  the  triumph's  thine. 

Let  mighty  Newton  with  an  augur's  band. 
Through  Heav'n's  high  concave  stretch  th'  imperial 
The  vsgrant  comet's  dubious  path  assign,    [wand. 
And  lead  firom  star  to  star  th'  unerring  line : 
Who  but  with  transport  lifts  his  piercing  eye. 
Fond  to  be  lost  in  vast  immensity ! 
But  should  your  tailor  ',  with  as  much  of  thought 
£rect  bis  quadrant,  ere. he  cuts  your  coat ; 
The  parchment  s)ips  with  algebra  o'ersprcAd, 
And  calculations  scrawl  on  every  shred ; 
Art  misapply*d  must  stare  you  in  the  face. 
Nor  could  you,  grave,  the  long  deductions  trace. 

Food  of  one  art,  most  men  the  rest  forego ; 
And  all  *s  ridiculous,  but  what  they  know. 
Freely  they  censure  lands  they  ne'er  explore. 
With  tales  they  leam'd  from  coasters  on  the  shore. 
As  Afric*s  petty  kings,  perhaps,  who  hear 
Of  distant  states  from  some  weak  traveller. 
Imperfect  hints  with  eager  ears  devour. 
And  sneer  at  Europe's  fieite,  and  Britain's  power. 

All  arts  are  useful,  as  all  nature  good. 
Correctly  known,  and  temp'rately  pursued. 
The  active  soul,  that  Qeav*n-bom  lamp,  requires 
Still  new  suppcnts  to  feed,  and  raise  its  fires ; 
And  science'  ample  stores  eiq>anded  stand, 
As  difiTrent  aids  the  varying  flames  demand. 
And,  as  the  sylvan  chase  bids  bodies  glow. 
And  purple  health  through  vigorous  channels  flow : 

*  "  Your   tailor,"  &c,   see  Gulliver's  Travels, 
Voyage  to  Lsq^uta. 


So  fares  the  iolsnt  mind,  by  nature  drawn. 
By  genius  rous'd  at  reason's  early  dawn  ; 
Which  dares  fair  learning's  arduous  seats  invade. 
Climb  the  tall  cliffy  or  pierce  th'  entangled  shade ; 
New  health,  new  strength,  new  force  its  powers  re- 
ceive. 
And  'tis  from  toil  th'  immortal  learns  to  live. 
Or,  if  too  harsh  each  boist'rous  labour  proves. 
The  Muse  conducts  us  to  more  happy  groves ; 
Where  sport  her  si»ter  arts,  with  myrtlei  crown'd. 
Expressive  picture,  and  persuasive  sound  ; 
Where  truth's  rough  rules  the  gentlest  lays  impart. 
And  virtue  steals  harmonious  on  the  heart. 

We  oft,  'tis  true,  mistake  the  sat'rist's  aim. 
Not  arts  themselves,  but  their  abuse  they  blame. 
Yet  if,  crusaders  like,  their  zeal  be  rage. 
They  hurt  the  cause  in  which  their  arms  engage  : 
On  Heav'nly  anvils  forge  the  temper'd  steel. 
Which  fools  can  brandish,  and  the  wise  may  feel. 
Readers  are  few,  who  nice  distinctions  fo»rm. 
Supinely  cool,  or  credulously  warm. 
Tisjest,  'tis  earnest,  as  the  words  convey 
Some  glimmVing  sense  to  lead  weak  heiMls  astray. 
And  when,  too  anxious  for  some  artassail'd. 
You  point  the  latent  flaw  by  which  it  fail'd; 
Bach  to  his  bias  leans,  a  steady  fool, 
And  fo^  the  part  defective,  damns  the  whole. ' 

In  elder  James's  ever-peaceful  reign. 
Who  sway'd  alike  the  sceptre  and  the  pen. 
Had  some  rough  poet,  with  satiric  rage, 
Alarm'd  the  court,  ami  lash'd  the  pedant  age; 
What  freights  of  genius  on  that  rock  had  split? 
Where  now  were  learning,  and  where  now  were  wit  ? 
Matur'd  and  full  the  rising  forest  grows. 
Ere  its  wise  owner  lops  th'  advancing  boughs: 
For  oaks,  like  arts,  a  length  of  years  demand. 
And  shade  the  shepherd,  ere  they  grace  the  land. 

Where  then  may  censure  fell  ?  'tis  hard  to  say; 
On  all  that's  wrong  it  may  not,  and  it  may. 
In  life,  as  arts,  it  asks  our  nicest  care, 
But  hurts  us  more,  as  more  immediate  there. 

Resign  we  freely  to  th'  unthinking  crowd 
Their  standing  jest,  which  swells  the  laugh  so  k)ud^ 
The  mountain  back,  or  head  advanc'd  too  high, 
A  leg  misshapen,  or  distorted  eye : 
We  pity  fisults  by  Nature's  hand  imprest ; 
Thersites'  mind,  but  not  his  form  's  the  jest. 

Here  then  we  fix,  and  lash  without  control 
These  mental  pests,  and  hydras  of  the  soul } 
Acquir'd  ill-nature,  ever  prompt  debate, 
A  zeal  for  slander,  and  deliberate  hate : 
These  court  contempt,  proclaim  the  public  foe. 
And  each,  Ulysses  '  like,  should  aim  the  blow. 

Yet  sure,  ev'n  here,  our  motives  should  be  known: 
Rail  we  to  check  his  spleen,  or  ease  our  own  ? 
Does  injur'd  vhrtue  ev'ry  shaft  supply. 
Arm  the  keen  tongue,  and  flush  th'  erected  eye  ? 
Or  do  we  from  ourselves  ourseWes  disguise  ? 
And  act,  perhaps,  the  villain  we  chastise  ? 
Hope  we  to  mend  him  ?  hopes,  alas,  how  vain ! 
He  feels  the  lash,  not  listens  to  the  rein. 

'Tis  dangerous  too,  in  these  licentious  times, 
Howe'er  severe  the  smile,  to  sport  with  crimes. 
Vices  when  ridicul'd,  experience  says. 
First  lose  that  horrour  which  they  ought  to  raise. 
Grow  by  degrees  appro  v'd,  and  almost  aim  at  praiscw 
When  Tully's  tongue  the  Roman  Clodius  draws. 
How  laughing  satire  weakens  Milo's  cause ! 
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Each  pitftur'd  vice  «o  impudentl j  bad. 
The  crimes  turn  frolics,  and  the  villain  mad  ;* 
Rapes,  nnirders,  incest,  treasons,  mirth  create. 
And  Rome  scarce  hates  the  author  of  her  fate. 
Tis  true,  the  comic  Muse,  confin'd  to  rules, 
•Supply'd  the  laws,  and  sham'd  the  tardy  schools; 
With  living  precepts  urg'd  the  moral  truth, 
And  by  example  form'd  the  yielding  youth. 
The  titled  knave  with  honest  freedom  shown, 
Ifis  person  mimickM,  nor  his  name  unknown. 
Taught  the  young  breast  its  opening  thoughts  to 

raise 
From  dread  of  infamy  to  love  of  praise, 
From  thence  to  virtue ;  there  perfection  ends. 
As  gradual  from  the  root  the  flower  ascends ; 
Strain*d  through   the  varying    stems  the  juices 

flow. 
Bloom  o'er  the  top,  and  leave  their  dregs  below. 

Twas  thus  awhile  th*  instructive  stage  surveyed, 
From  breast  to  breast  its  glowing  mfluence  spread, 
Till,  from  his  nobler  task  by  passions  won, 
The  man  unravel'd  what  the  bard  had  done ; 
And  he,  whose  warmth  had  fir'd  a  nation's  heart. 
Debased  to  private  piques  the  gen'rous  art 
Here  sunk  the  Muse,  and,  useless  by  degrees, 
She  ceas*d  to  profit,  as  she  ceas'd  to  please. 
No  longer  wit  a  judging  audience  charm'd. 
Who,  rous'd  not  fir'd,  not  raptur'd  but  alarmM, 
To  well-tun^d  scandal  lent  a  jealous  ear, 
And  through  the  faint  applause  betray'd  the  fear. 

We,  like  Menander,  more  discreetly  dare, 
And  well-bi^  satire  wears  a  milder  air. 
Still  vice  we  brand,  or  titled  fools  disgrace. 
But  dress  in  fable's  guise  the  borrowed  face. 
Or  as  the  bee,  through  Nature's  wild  retreats. 
Drinks  the  moist  fragrance  from  th'  unconscious 

sweets,  * 

To  wjurt  none,  we  lightly  range  the  ball, 
And  glean  from  difTrent  knaves  the  copious  gall ; 
Extract,  compound,  with  all  a  chymist's  skill, 
And  claim  the  motley  characters  who  will. 

Happy  the  Muse,  could  thus  her  tunefbl  aid 
To  sense,  to  virtue,  wake  the  more  than  dead ! 
But  few  to  fiction  lend  attentive  ears, 
They  view  the  fiace,  but  soon  forget  'tis  theirs. 
"  'Twas  not  f^rom  them  the  bard  their  likeness  stole. 
The  random  pencil  haply  hit  the  mole ; 
Ev'n  from  their  prying  foes  such  specla  retreat ;" 
—They  hide  them  from  themselves,  and  crown  the 

cheat. 
Or  should,  perhaps,  some  softer  clay  admit 
The  sly  iiftpressions  of  instructive  wit; 
To  virtue's  side  in  conscious  silence  steal, 
And  glow  with  goodness«  ere  we  find  they  feel ; 
Yet  more,  'tis  fear'd,  will  closer  methods  take. 
And  keep  with  caution  what  they  can't  forsake ; 
For  fear  of  man,  in  his  most  mirthful  mood, 
May  make  us  hypocrites,  but  seldom  good. 
And  what  avails  that  seas  confess  their  bounds, 
If  subtler  insects  sap  the  Belgian  mounds  ? 
Though  no  wing'd  mischief  cleave  the  mid-day 

skies, 

Still  «Kvnn<rl«  *kA  ^.«4r  fk^  Kal^Ail  «Minr^.««   A:^ 


Men's  fimtts,  likeMartfe's  *  brokler*dooat,  d^iiiic4 
The  nicest  touches  of  the  steadiest  hand. 
Some  yield  with  ease,  while  some  their  posts  Bain- 
tain; 
And  parts  defective  wilt  at  last  remani. 
There,  where  they  best  succeed,  year  labours  bend  ; 
Nor  render  useless,  what  you  strive  to  mend. 

The  yeutliful  Cnrk>  blusfafd  wbene'ver  be  qM>ke» 
His  ill-tin^d  modesty  the  general  joke ; 
SneerM  by  his  fHends,  nor  could  that  sneer  en- 
dure— 
BehoM,  sad  instance  of  thehr  skill  to  core ! 
The  conscious  blood,  which  fir'd  his  cheek  before. 
Now  leaves  his  bosom  cool,  and  warns  no  more. 

But  affectation— there,  we  all  confess. 
Strong  are  tte  motives,  and  the  danger  less. 
Sure  we  may  smile  where  fbols  themselves  have 

made, 
As  balk'd  q>eotators  of  a  fkrce  ill  play'd. 
And  laugh,  if  satnre*s  breath  should  rudely  raise 
The  painted  plumes  which  vanity  displays. 

O  fhiitful  source  of  everlasting  mirth ! 
For  fbels,  like  apes,  are  mimics  from  their  birth. 
By  fashion  govem'd,  Nature  each  neglects. 
And  barters  graces  for  admir'd  defects. 
The  artful  hypocrites,  who  virtue  wear, 
Confess,  at  least,  the  sacred  form  is  fair; 
And  apes  of  science  equally  allow 
The  scholar's  title  to  the  laurel'd  brow; 
But   what  have    those  'gainst  satire's  lash     to 

plead, 
Who  court  with  zeal  what  others  fly  with  dread  ? 
Afiect  ev'n  vice  !  poor  folly's  last  excess. 
As  Picts  mistook  deformity  for  dress. 
And  smear'd  with  so  much  art  their  hideous  cbarma* 
That  the  grim  beauty  scar'd  you  horn  her  arms. 

Too  oft  these  follies  4  bask  in  virtue's  shine. 
The  wild  luxuriance  of  a  soil  too  fine. 
Yet  oh,  repress  them,  wheresoe'er  they  rise— 
But  how  perform  it  ? — there  the  danger  lies. 
Short  are  the  lessons  taught  in  Natute's  school. 
Here  each  peculiar  asks  a  sep'rate  rule. 
Nice  is  the  task,  be  gen'ral  if  yon  can. 
Or  strike  with  caution  if  you  point  the  man : 
And  think,  O  think,  the  cause  by  all  assign^l 
To  raise  our  laughter,  makes  it  most  unkind :   ' 
For  though  from  Nature  these  no  strength  reoeir^ 
We  give  them  nature  whei^we  bid  them  live. 
Like  Jove's  Minerva  qprings  the  gentle  trmia. 
The  genuine  oflbpring  of  each  teeming  brain  ; 
On  which,  like  tend'rest  sires,  we  fondly  doat. 
Plan  future  fome  in  luxury  dT  thought. 
And  scarce  at  last,  o^erpower'd  by  foes  or  friendsi, 
Tom  from  our  breasts  the  dear  delusion  ends. 

Then  let  good-nature  every  charm  exert. 
And,  while  it  mends  it,  wm  th'  unfolding  heart. 
Let  moiml  mirth  a  face  of  triumph  wear. 
Yet  smile  unconscious  of  th'  exUMted  tear. 
See,  with  what  grace  instructive  satire  flows,    ^ 
Politely  keen,  in  Clio's  number'd  proae ! 
That  great  example  should  our  zeal  excite. 
And  censors  learn  firom  Addison  to  write. 
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ON  NOBILITY: 

AN  EPISTLB. 
TO  THt  lAKL  OF  ASBBUINBAIC 

Potn,  my  lord,  by  loioe  onhicky  fiite 

Coodemo*d  to  flatter  the  too  easy  great. 

Have  oft,  regardleat  of  their  HeaVn-bora  flame, 

Enshrined  a  title,  and  ador'd  a  name ; 

For  idol  deities  forsook  the  true, 

And  paid  to  greatness  what  was  Tirtue^  doe. 

Yet  bear,  at  least,  one  recreant  bard  maintain 
Their  incense  fruitless,  and  your  honours  vain : 
Teach  yon  to  scorn  the  aoziliar  props,  that  raise 
The  pamted  produce  of  these  snn-shine  days ; 
Proud  from  yourself,  like  India's  worm,  to  weave 
Tb*  ennobling  thread,  which  fortune  cannot  give. 
In  two  short  precepts  your  whole  lesson  lies ; 
Wou'd  you  be  great  ?— be  virtuous,  and  be  wise. 

In  elder  time,  ere  heralds  yet  were  known 
To  gild  the  vain  with  glories  not  their  own ; 
Or  inlant  language  saw  such  terms  prevail, 
As  fess  and  chev'ron,  pale  and  contrepale ; 
Twas  he  akme  the  shaggy  spoils  might  wear. 
Whose  Mrength  subdu*d  the  lion,  or  the  bear ; 
For  him  the  rosy  spring  with  smiles  beheld 
Her  hoooun  strip!  firom  every  grove  and  field; 
For  him  the  rustic  quires  with  songs  advance  j 
For  him  the  virgins  form  tiie  annual  danoe. 
Bom  to  protect,  hke  Gods  they  hail  the  brave; 
And  sore  twas  godlike,  to  be  bora  to  save ! 

In  Turkey  still  these  simple  manners  reign, 
Tho*  PbaraouMid  has  liv'd,  and  Charlemagne: 
The  cotUge  hmd  may  there  admitted  rise 
A  chief,  or  statesman,  as  his  talent  lies ; 
And  all,  but  Othman*s  race,  the  only  proud. 
Fill  with  their  snres,'and  mingle  with  the  crowd. 

Politer  courts,  ingenious  to  extend 
Hie  fiither's  virtues,  bid  his  pomps  descend ; 
Chiefii  premature  with  suasive  wreaths  adorn. 
And  fcfce  to  glory  heroes  yet  unborn; 
Placed  like  Hamilcar's  son  »,  their  path's  oonfin*d, 
Forward  they  must,  for  monsters  press  behind  ; 
Monsters  more  dire  than  Spain's,  or  Barca's  snakes. 
If  fiune  they  grasp  not,  infamy  overtakes, 
lis  the  same  virtue's  vigorous,  just  eflbrt 
Must  grace  alike  St  James*s  or  the  Porte ; 
Alike,  my  lord,  must  Turk,  or  Britidi  peer, 
Be  to  bis  kmg,  and  to  his  country  dear ; 
Alike  most  either  honour's  cause  maintain. 
Yon  to  preserve  a  fame,  and  they  to  gain. 

Fo^  birth precarious  were  that  boasted  gem, 

TTio'  worth  flow'd  copious  in  the  vital  stream: 

(Of  which  a  sad  reverse  historians  preach, 

And  sage  Experience  proves  the  truths  they  teach.) 

wr  say,  ye  great,  who  boast  another*8  scars. 

And,  like  Busiris,  end  among  the  sUrs, 

What  is  tlds  boon  of  Heav'n  ?  dependent  still 

On  woman's  weakness,  aud  on  woman's  will 


•Ibi  fama  est,  m  quiete  visum  ab  eo  Juvenem 
dlriiil  specie,  oui  se  ab  Jove  diceret  ducem  in 
Italifm  Annibali  missnm,  Proinde  sequeretur, 
■eque  usquam  k  se  deflecteret  ocnlos.  Pavidum 
Primo,  nosquam  respicientem,  &c.— Tandem,— 
temperare  oculis  nequivisse :  turn  vidisse  post  se 
•wpentem  mir&  roagnitudine  cum  ingenti  arborum 
»«  viinpiltonim  stragefenri,  kc  liv.  lib.  xxL  c.  22. 
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Might  not,  in  Pagan  days,  and  open  air, 
Some  wand'ring  Jove  surprise  th'  unguarded  fair  ? 
And  did  your  gentle  grandames  always  prove 
Stem  rebels  to  the  charms  of  lawless  love  } 
And  never  pity'd,  at  some  tender  time, 
A  dying  Damian  ',  with*ringin  his  prime? 
Or,  more  politely  to  their  vows  untrue, 
Lov'd,  and  elup*d,  as  modem  ladies  do  ? 

But  grant  them  virtuous,  were  they  all  of  birth  ? 
Did  never  nobles  mix  with  vulgar  earth, 
And  city  maids  to  euvy'd  heights  translate, 
Subdu'd  by  passion,  and  decay'd  estate  ? 
Or,  sigh,  still  humbler,  to  the  passing  gales 
By  turf-built  cots  in  daisy-painted  viUes } 
Who  does  not,  Pamela,  thy  sufferings  foel  ? 
Who  has  not  wept  at  beauteous  Qrisel's  wheel  ? 
And  each  fair  marchioness  i,  that  Gallia  pours 
(Exotic  sorrows)  to  Britannia's  shores  ? 

Then  blame  us  not,  if  backward  to  comply 
With  your  demands :  we  fear  a  forgery. 
In  spite  of  patents,  and  of  kings'  decrees. 
And  blooming  coronets  on  parchment-trees. 
Your  proofi  are  gone,  your  very  claims  are  lost, 
But  by  the  manners  of  that  race  you  boast 
O  if  true  virtue  fires  their  gen*rous  blood. 
The  feel  for  fome,  the  pant  of  public  good, 
The  kind  concern  for  innocence  distrest. 
The  Titus'  wish  to  make  a  people  blest. 
At  erery  deed  we  see  their  father's  tomb 
Shoot  forth  new  laureb  in  eternal  bloom  ; 
We  hear  the  rattling  car,  the  neighing  steeds, 
A  Poictiers  thunders,  and  a  Cressy  bleeds ! 
Titles  and  birth,  like  di'monds  from  the  mine. 
Must  by  your  worth  be  poHsh'd  ere  they  shine ; 
Thence  drink  new  lustre,  there' unite  their  rays. 
And  stream  through  ages  one  onsully'd  blaze. 

But  what  avails  the  crest  with  flbw'rets  crown'd. 
The  mother  virtuous,  or  the  sires  renown'd, 
If,  from  the  breathing  walls,  those  sires  behold 
The  midnight  gamester  trembling  for  his  gold : 
And  see  those  hours,  when  steep  their  toib  repair'd, 
(Or,  if  they  wak'd,  they  wak'd  for  Britain's  guardj 
Now  on  lewd  loves  bestow'd,  or  drenched  in  wine. 
Drown  and  embrute  the  particle  divine  ? 
How  must  they  wish,  with  many  a  sigh,  upbeard 
The  warmest  pray  Y  they  once  to  Heav'n  prefci*d ! 
When  not  content  with  fame  for  khigdoms  won^ 
They  sought  an  added  boon,  and  ask'd  a  son  ; 
That  doud  eternal  m  their  sky  serene. 
That  dull  dead  weight  that  drags  them  down  to  med. 
And  speaks  as  plainly  as  the  Muse's  tongue, 
"  Frail  were  the  sires  from  whom  we  mortals  sprung." 

Incense  to  such  nuy  breathe,  but  breathes  in 
vain. 
The  dusky  vapour  but  obscures  the  fane : 
Loretto's  lady  like  \  such  patrons  bear 
The  flattering  stains  of  many  a  live-long  year ; 
While  but  to  shame  them  beams  fictitious  day, 
And  their  own  filth  eternal  lamps  betray. , 
Tell  us,  ye  names,  preserv'd  fVom  Charles's  times 
In  dedication  prose,  heroic  rfajrmes  ; 
Would  ye  not  now,  with  equal  joy  resign 
(Tho^  Uught  to  flow  in  Dryden's  strain  divme) 

«  See  January  and  May,  in  Chaucer  and  Mr, 
Pbpe. 

»  Marianne,  the  Fortunate  Country  Maid,  Itc. 

4  See  Dr.  Middleton's  Lett^  from  Jiome,  (♦th 
editocuvo)  P»gel55.^,g,,^^,,y,^QQg^e 
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The  awkwtrd  viitaes  never  meaot  to  sit. 
The  alien  morals,  and  imputed  wit. 
Whose  very  praise  but  lends  a  (atal  breath 
To  save  expiring  infiuny  from  death  ? 
And  yet,  in  oonqo'ring  vice  small  virtue  lies ; 
The  weak  can  shun  it,  and  the  vain  despise. 
Tis  yours,  my  losd,  to  form  a  nobler  aim. 
And  build  on  active  merit  endless  fame  ; 
Unlike  the  loit'riog,  still  forgotten  crowd, 
Who,  ev'n  »t  best  but  negatively  good. 
Thro*  sloth's  dull  round  drag  out  a  length  of  days, 
While  life's  dim  taper  gradually  decays ; 
And  numbers  fall,  and  numbers  rise  the  same, 
Theic  country's  burden,  and  their  nature's  shame. 
What  tho'  in  youth,  while  flattVing  hopes  presume 
On  health's  vain  flourish  for  long  years  to  come, 
Thoughtless  and  gay,  a  mad  good-nature  draws 
From  followers  flatt'ry,  and  from  crowds  applaose; 
Nay  from  the  wise,  by  some  capricious  whim. 
Should,  mix'd  with  pity,  force  a  faint  esteem : 
Yet  will  in  age  that  syren  charm  prevail, 
When  cares  grow  peevish,  and  when  spirits  fail ; 
Or  must,  despis'd,  each  fool  of  fortune  sigh 
O'er  years  mispent  with  retrospective  eye, 
Till  pomp's  last  honours  load  the  pageant  bier. 
And  much  solemnity  without  a  tear  ? 

nis  yours  with  judgment  nobly  to  bestow. 
And  treasure  joys  the  bounteous  only  know. 
See,  sav'd  from  sloth  by  you,  with  venial  pride, 
^Laborious  health  the  stubborn  glebe  divide  -, 
Instructed  want  her  folded  arms  unbend. 
And  smilmg  industry  the  loom  attend. 
Yours  too  Uie  task  to  spread  indulgent  ease. 
Steal  cares  from  wrinkled  age,  disarm  disease ; 
Insulted  worth  from  proud  oppression  screen. 
And  give  neglected  science  where  to  lean.^ 
Titles,  like  standard-flags,  exalted  rise, 
To  tell  the  wretched  where  protection  lies  'r 
And  he  who  hears  unmov'd  afl^iction's  clain^ 
Deserts  his  duty,  and  denies  his  name. 

Nor  is't  enough,  tho'  to  no  bounds  confin'd. 
Your  cares  instruct,  or  bounties  bless  mankind.- 
*Ti$  yours,  my  lord,  with  various  skill  to  trace. 
By  history's  clue,  the  sutesman's  subtle  maze; 
Observe  Uie  springs  that  noov'd  each  nice  machine, 
Kot  Uid  too  open,  and  not  drawn  too  thin ; 
From  Grecian  mines  bring  sterling  treasures  home^ 
And  grace  your  Britain  with  the  spoils  of  Rome. 
But  chief  that  Britahn's  g^dual  rise  behold. 
The  changing  world's  reverse,  from  lead  to  gold : 
Hapi^y  at  last,  thro'  sttrms  in  freedom's  causey 
Thro'  fieroe  prerogative,  and  trampled  laws. 
To  blend  such  seeming  inconsistent  thmgs. 
As  strength  with  ease,  and  liberty  with  kings. 
Know  too,  where  Europe's  wavering  fates  depend, 


Wisdom  alone  is  true  ambition's  aim. 
Wisdom  the  source  of  vhtue,  and  of  fam^, 
Obtained  with  labour,  for  mankind  employ'd. 
And  then,  when  most  you  share  it,  best  enjoy'^ 

See !  on  yon  sea-girt  tale  the  goddess  stands, 
And  calls  iier  vot'ries  with  applauding  hands  ! 
They  pant,  they  strain,  they  glow  thro'  climes  on- 
known. 
With  added  strength,  and  qiirlts  not  their  own. 
Hark  !  what  loud  shouts  each  glad  arrival  hail ! 
How  foil  fame's  fragrance  breathes  in  ev'ry  nle ! 
How  tempting  nod  t^e  groves  for  ever  green ! 
— "  Bat  tempests  roar,  and  oceans  roll  between."— 
Yet  see,  my  lord,  your  friends  around  you  brave 
That  roaring  tempest,  and  contending  wave. 
See— lab'ring  through  the  billowy  tide ! 

See impatioit  for  the  adverse  side ! 

O  much-lov'd  youths !  to  Britain  justly  dear. 
Her  spring,  and  promise  of  a  fairer  year. 
Success  be  tbdrs,  whatever  their  hopes  engage, 
Worth  grace  their  youth,  and  honours  crown  their 
And  ev'ry  warmest  wish  sincere,  and  fipee,      [ags^ 
My  soul  e'er  breathes,  O  AsHMnuiBAM,  for  thee ! 

Hard  is  your  stated  task  by  all  allowed, 
And  modem  greatness  rarely  bursts  the  cloud. 
Liill'd  high  m  Fortune's  silken  lap,  you  feel 
No  shocks,  nor  turns  of  her  uncertain  wheel: 
Amusements  dazzle,  weak  admirers  gaze. 
And  flatt'ry  sooths  and  indolence  beta^ys. 
Yet  still,  my  lord,  on  happy  peer,  attends 
That  noblest  privilege,  to  chase  their  friends  | 
Hie  wise,  ^the  good  are  theirs,  their  call  obey ; 
If  pride  refose  not,  fortune  points  the  way. 
Nor  great  your  toils,  on  wisdom's-  seas,  compared 
With  thelrs^  who  shift  the  sail,  or  watch  the  card- 
For  you  the  sages  every  depth  explore. 
For  you,  the  slaves  of  science  ply  the  oar ; 
And  Nature's  Genii  fly  with  sails  uufurl'd. 
The  Drakes  and  Raleighs  of  the  mental  world. 

But  stay— too  long  mere  English  lays  detain 
Your  light-wing'd  thoughts,  that  rove  beyond  the 
No  foncy'd  voyage  there  expecU  the  gale,  [main: 
No  allegoric  zephyr  swells  the  saiU 
— Yet,  ere  you  go,  era  Gallia's  pomp  invades 
The  milder  truths  of  GranU*li  peaceful  shades, 
This  verse  at  least  be  yours,  and  boldly  tell. 
That  if  you  fall,  not  unadvis'd  you  fell  ; 
But,  blest  with  virtue  and  with  sense  adom'd^ 
A  willing  victim  of  the  fools  you  scorn'd. 
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Avonia,  Kesi^sttboii,  fttmitheneighb'riog  stream 
So  cmll'd ;  or  Bristoduna ;  or  the  soand 
Weil  knowu,  Vincentia  >  ?  SKheoce  from  thy  rock 
The  btfnflit  pour'd  his  orisons  of  old, 
And,  dying,  to  thy  fount  bequeathed  his  name. 

Wbate*ar  thy  title,  thee  the  azure  god 
Of  oeean  erst  beheld,  and  to  th^hore 
Fast  dew  his  pearly  car ;  th'  obsequious  winds 
Drop'd  their  light  pinions,  and  no  sounds  were  heard 
In  earth,  air,  sea,  but  murmuring  sighs  of  love. 
H«  left  thee  then ;  yet  not,  penurious,  left 
Witfaofut  a  boon  the  violated  maid ; 
But,  grateful  to  thy  worth,  with  bounteous  hand 
Gave  thee  to  pour  the  salutary  rill. 
And  pay  this  precious  tribute  to  the  main. 
And  still  he  visits  *,  faithful  to  his  flame, 
lliy  moist  abode,  and  each  returning  tide 
Mingles  his  wav«  with  thine ;  hence  brackish  oft 
And  foul,  we  fly  th'  adulterated  draught 
iind  scorn  the  proffered  beverage ;  thoughtless  we. 
That  then  thy  N^ads  hymeneab  chant. 
And  rocks  re-echo  to  the  Triton's  shell. 

Love  wmnn'd  thy  breast ;  to  love  thy  waters  pay 
A  kind  regard :  and  thence  the  pallid  maid. 
Who  pioes  in  fancy  for  some  fkv*rite  youth. 
Drinks  m  niew  lustre,  and  with  surer  aim 
Diits  naore  enliven'd  glam^    Thence  the  boy. 
Who  moonis  in  secret  the  polluted  charms 
Of  Lais  or  Corinna,  grateful  feels 
Health's  warm  return,  and  pants  for  purer  joys. 

Nor  youth  alone  thy  power  indulgent  owns ; 
Age  shares  thy  blessings,  and  the  tottYing  frame 
^  thee  supported:  not,  Titbonus-like, 
To  linger  in  decay,  and  daily  feel 
A  deidLh  in  every  pain ;  such  cruel  aids. 
Unknown  to  Nature,  art  alone  can  lend : 
Bat,  taught  by  thee,  life's  latter  fruiU  enjoy 
A  warmer  whiter,  and  at  last  fall  off, 
Siook  by  no  boist*rous,  or  untimely  blasts. 

B«t  why  on  single  objects  dwell  my  song  ? 
Wide  as  the  neighbYing  sons  3f  commerce  waft 
Their  unexhausted  stores,  to  every  clime 
On  every  wind  up-born  thy  triumphs  spread ! 
nee  the  glad  merchant  hails,  whomcluMce  or  fkte 
Leads  to  some  distant  home,  where  Sirius  reigns. 
And  the  bkx>d  boiU  with  many  a  fell  disease 
Which  Albion  knows  not    Thee  the  sable  wretch, 
To  ease  whose  burning  entrails  swells  in  vain 
The  citroo's  dewy  moisture,  thee  he  hails; 
And  oft  from  sonae  steep  cliff  at  early  dawn 
la  seas,  in  whids,  or  the  vast  void  of  Heaven 
Thy  power  unknown  adores ;  or  ranks,  perhaps. 
Amid  bit  ftbled  gods  Avonia's  name. 

Scared  at  thy  presence  start  the  train  of  Death, 
And  bide  their  whips  and  scorpions.  Thee  confus'd 
Sow  Pebris  creeps  from ;  thee  the  meagre  fiend 


By  force  almighty,  streams  were  tailght  to  flow 
In  narrower  channels,  and  once  more  reliefVe 
The  thirsty  hind,  and  wash  the  fruitful  vale. 

What  shrieks,  what  groans,  ^torment  the  labVing 
And  pierc«  the  astonish'd  hearer  ?  ah,  behold  [air. 
Yon  agonizing  wretch,  that  pants  and  writhes, 
Rack'd  wHh  the  stone,  and  calls  on  thee  for  ease  ! 
Nor  calls  he  long  in  vain;  the  balmy  draught 
Has  done  its  office,  and  resigifd  and  calm 
The  poor  pale  sufferer  sinks  to  sw6et  repose. 
O  could  thy  lenient  wave  thus  chand  to  peace 
That  fiercer  fiend.  Ill-nature ;  Ar|^us-like, 
Whose  eyes  still  open  watch  th'  unwafy  steps 
Which  tread  thy  margin,  and  whose  siibtle  brain 
To  real  mischief  turns  ideal  ills! 
But  not  thy  stream  nectareous,  nor  the  smiles 
Of  rosy-dimpled  innocence,  can  charm      [damps. 
That  monster's  rage:    dark,    dark  as  midnight 
And  ten  times  deadlier,  steal  along  unse^ 
Her  blasting  venom,  and  devours  at  oncfe 
Fair  virtue's  growth',  and  beauty's  blooming  spring. 

But  turn  we  from  the  sight,  and  dive  beneath 
Thy  darksome  caverns  j  or  unwearied  climb 
Thy  tow'ring  mountains,  studious  to  eitplore 
The  latent  seeds  and  magazines  of  health. 

"  Ye  rocks  that  round  me  rise,  ye  pendant  woods 
High  waving  to  the  breeze,  ye  gliding  streams 
That  steal  in  silence  thro*  t^e  mossy  clefts 
Unuumber'd,  tell  me  in  what  secret  vale 
Hygenia  shuns  the  day  ?— O,  often  seen 
In  dreams  poetic,  pour  thy  radiant  form 
Pull  on  my  sight,  and  bless  my  waking  sense  ! — 
But  not  to  me  snch  visions,  not  to  me  ; 
No  son  of  PsBon  I,  like  that  sweet  bard        [Af use  4 
Who  snng  her  charms  profest  3 ;  or  him,  whose 
Now  builds  the  lofty  rhyme,  and  nobly  wild 
Crops  each  unfading  flower  from  Pindar's  brow, 
To  form  fresh  gariands  from  the  Naiad  train. 

Yet  will  I  view  her  still,  however  coy. 
In  dreams  poetic;  see  her  to  the  sound 
Of  dulcet  symphonies  harmonious  lead 
Her  sportive  sister-graces.  Mirth  serene, 
And  Peace,  sweet  inmate  of  the  sylvan  shade. 

These  are  thy  handmaids,  goddess  of  the  fount. 
And  these  thy  ofl^ring.    Oft  have  I  beheld 
Their  airy  revels  on  the  verdant  steep 
Of  Avon,  clear  as  fiancy*s  eye  could  paint 
What  time  the  dewy  star  of  eve  invites 
To  lonely  musing;  by  the  wave- worn  beach. 
Along  the  extended  mead.     Nor  less  intent 
Their  fairy  forms  I  view,  when  from  the  height 
Of  Clifton,  tow'ring  mount,  th'  enraptur'd  eye 
Beholds  the  cultivated  prospect  rise 
Hill  above  hill,  with  many  a  verdant  bound 
Of  hedga-row  chequer'd.    %w  on  painted  clouds 
Sportive  they  roll,  or  down  you  winding  stream 
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Worlds  of  bis  own :  from  erery  geauine  tceoe 
Of  Nature's  yarying  hand  his  active  mind 
Takes  fire  at  once,  and  his  full  soul  overflows 
With  Heaven^s  own  bounteous  joy ;  be  too  creates, 
And  with  new  beings  peoples  earth  and  «r. 
And  ocean's  deep  domain.    The  bants  of  oM, 
The  godlike  Grecian  bards>  from  such  ftur  founts 
Drank  inspiiatioUk    Hence  on  airy  clifts 
Light  satyrs  danc'd,  along  the  woodland  shade 
Pan's  mjTstic  pipe  resounded,  and  each  rill 
Confessed  its  tutelary  power,  like  thine. 

But  not  like  thine,  bright  deity,  their  urns 
Pour'd  health's  rare  treasures ;  on  their  grassy  sides 
The  panting  swain  reclin'd  with  his  tir*d  flock 
At  sultry  noon-tide,  or  at  evening  led 
His  unyok'd  heifers  to  the  common  stream. 

Yet  some  there  have  been,  and  there  are,  like 
thee 
Profuse  of  liquid  balm;  from  the  fair  train 
Of  eldest  Tadmor  s,  where  the  sapient  king 
For  the  faint  traveller,  and  diseased,  confin'd 
To  salutary  baths  the  fugitive  stream. 
And  still,  though  now  perhaps  their  power  unknown. 
Unsought,  the  solitary  waters  creep 
Amid  Palmyra's  ruin  •,  and  bewail 
To  rocks,  and  desert  caves,  the  mighty  loss 
Of  two  imperial  cities !  so  may  sink 
Von  cloud-envelop*d  tow'rs  -,  and  times  to  come 
Inquire  where  Avon  flow*d,  and  the  proud  mart 
Of  Bristol  rose.    K&y,  Severn's  self  may  fail. 
With  all  that  waste  of  waters :  and  the  swain 
From  the  tall  summit  (whence  we  now  survey 
The  anchoring  bark,  and  see  with  every  tide 
Pass  and  repass  the  wealth  of  either  world) 
May  hail  the  softer  scene  where  groves  aspire. 
And  bosom'd  villages,  and  golden  fields 
Unite  the  Cambrian  to  the  English  shore. 
Why  should  I  mention  many  a  fabled  fount 
By  bards  recorded,  or  historiaus  old ; 
Whether  they  water'd  Asia's  fertile  plains 
With  soft  Callirrhoe?;  or  to  letter'd  Greece 
Ct  warlike  Latium  lent  their  kindly  aid? 
Nor  ye  of  modem  fame,  whose  rills  descend 
From  Alps  to  Appennines,  or  grateful  lave 
Germania's  harassed  realms,  expect  my  verse 
Shall    chant  your  praise,    and  dwell  on  foreign 

themes; 
When  chief  o'er  Albion  have  the  healing  powers 
Shed  wide  their  influence :  from  a  thounnd  rocks 
Health  gushes,  through  a  thousand  vales  it  flows 
Spontaneous.    Scarce  can  luxury  produce 
Moie  pale  diseases  than  her  streams  relieve. 

Witness,  Avonia,  the  unnumber'd  tongues 
Which  hail  thy  sister's  name  * !  on  the  same  banks 
Your  fountains  rise,  to  the  same  stream  they  fl«w. 


s  Tadmor  in  the  wilderness,  built  by  king  Solo- 
mon, celebrated  for  its  baths. 

^  Palmyra  is  generally  allowed  to  have  stood 
on  the  same  sjrat  of  ground  as  Tadmor.  See  the 
Universal  History,  vol.  ii.  8vo.  edit,  where  is  a 
print  representing  the  ruins  of  that  city. 


See  in  what  m3rriads  to  her  watry  shrine 
The  various  votaries  press !  they  drink,  they  live  ! 
Not  more  exulting  crowds  in  the  full  hiight 
Of  Roman  luxury  proud  Baise  knew ; 
Ere  Musa's  faul  skill  9,  fatal  to  Rome, 
Defam'd  the  tepid  wave.    Nor  round  thy  shades, 
Clitumnus  '^  more  recording  trophies  haufr 
*  O  for  a  Shakspeare's  pencil,  while  I  trace 
In  Nature's  breathing  paint,  the  dreary  waste 
Of  Buxton,  dropping  with  incessant  rains 
Cold  and  ungenial ;  or  its  sweet  reverse 
Enchanting  Matlock,  finom  whose  rocks  like  thine 
Romantic  foliage  hangs,  and  rills  descend. 
And  echoes  murmur.    Derwent,  as  he  pours 
His  oft  obstructed  stream  down  rough  cascades 
And  broken  precipices,  views  with  awe. 
With  rapture,  the  fair  scene  his  waters  form. 

Nor  yet  has  Nature  to  one  spot  confin'd 
Her  frugal  blessings.    Many  a  diflerent  site 
And  di^rent  air,  to  suit  man's  varying  frame 
The  same  relief  extends.    Thus  Cheltenham  raik» 
Rural  and  calm  amid  thf  flowery  vale, 
Pleas'd  with  its  pastoral  scenes ;  while  Scaibrougli 

lifts 
Its  towering  summits  to  th'  "okpiring  clouds. 
And  sees  th'  unbounded  ocean  roll  beneath. 

Avunia  frowns  *  and  justly  may'st  thou  frcywo, 
O  goddess,  on  the  bard,  th*  injurious  bard. 
Who  leaves  thy  pictur'd  scenes,  and  idly  roTes 
For  foreign  beauty  to  adom^his  song. 
Thme  is  all  beauty ;  every  site  is  thine. 
Thine  the  sweet  vale,  and  verdure-crowned  mead 
Slow  rising  from  the  plain,  which  Cheltenham 

boasts. 
Thine  Scarbrougfa*s  clifis;    and  thine  the  rasMi 

heaths 
Of  sandy  Tunbridge;  o'er  thy  spacious  downs 
Stray  wide  the  nibbling  flocks ;  the  hunter  trmin 
May  range  thy  forests ;  and  the  muse-led  j'ooUi, 
Who  loves  the  devious  walk,  and  simple  scene. 
May  in  thy  Kingswood  view  the  scattered  cots 
And  the  green  wilds  of  Diriwich.    Does  the  Sim, 
Does  the  free  air  delight?  lo !  Clifton  stands 
Courted  by  every  breese;  and  every  Sun 
There  sheds  a  kinder  ray;  whether  he  rides 
In  soutliem  skies  sublime,  or  mildly  pours 
O'er  Bristol'^  red'ning  towers  bis  orient  beam. 


9  Antonius  Musa,  ph3rsician  to  Augostns  Caesar, 
was  the  first  who  brought  cold  bath«og  into  great 
repute  at  Rome.  But  the  same  preaeriptioo  whicb 
had  saved  Angostns,  unhappily  killed  Marcel  lot. 
Horace  daSGribes  the  inhabitants  of  Baua  as  very 
uneasy  at  this  new  meUiod  of  proceeding  in  pby* 
sic: 

^.  MIfai  Baiat 

Musa  superyacnas  Antonius,  et  tameo  iiUs 
Me/acii  invisum.  gtAidk  dupi  perloor  und& 
Per  medium  fKgas»    San^  wfrttta  t^mqm 
Dictaqae  cessantem  nervis  clideie  morbnm 
Sulfura  conttmm^  Vteut  gemit ;  inwAu  ^pgri^ 
Qui  caput  aut  stosMchum  sapponere  foatibus  an- 
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Or  gOdfl  ftt  eve  the  thnib-elad  rocks  of  Ley. 
BeMth  thy  moantains  open  to  the  touth 
Pale  Sidmen  sits,  and  drinks  th>  eolivening  day ; 
Nor  fears  th'  innumerable  pangs  which  pierce 
In  keener  angnish  from  the  north,  or  load 
The  dusky  pinions  of  the  peevish  east. 
Secnre  she  sits,  and  from  thy  sftcred  urn 
Implores,  and  finds  relief.    The  slacken*d  nerves 
Resume  their  wonted  tone,  of  every  wind 
And  every  season  patient.    Jocund  health 
Blooms  on  the  cheek;  and  careless  youth  returns 
{Am  fttrtone  wills)  to  pleasure  or  to  toil. 

Yet  think  not,  goddess,  that  the  Muse  ascribes 
To  thee  unfiling  strength,  of  force  to  wrest 
IVupBftedbohsoffate;  to  Jove  alone 
Belongs  that  high  pre-eminence.     Full  oft. 
This  feeling  heart  can  witness,  have  I  heard 
Akng  thy  shore  the  piercing  cries  resound 
Of  widows  and  of  orphans.     Ofi  beheld 
The  solemn  fbneral  pomp,  and  decent  rites. 
Which  hvmian  vanity  receives  and  pays 
When  dust  returns  to  dust.    Where  Nature  fails, 
There  too  thy  power  must  fail ;  or  only  lend 
A  momentary  aid  to  soften  pain. 
And  fipcHn  the  king  of  terrours  steal  his  frown. 

Nor  yet  fbr  waters  only  art  thou  hm*d, 
Avonia ;  deep  within  thy  cavem'd  rocks 
Do  diamonds  lurk,  which  mimic  those  of  Ind. 
Some  to  the  curious  searcher's  eye  betray 
Their  varying  hues  amid  the  mossy  clefts 
Faint  glimmering ;  others  in  the  solid  stone 
lie  qiute  obecnr'd,  and  wait  the  patient  hand 
Of  art,  or  quick  explosion's  fiercer  breath, 
To  wake  their  latent  glories  hito  day. 
With  these  the  British  fhir,  ere  traffic's  power 
Had  made  the  wealth  of  other  worids  our  own, 
Would  deck  their  auburn  tresses,  or  confine 
The  snowy  roundness  of  their  polish'd  arm. 
With  these  the  Kttle  tyrants  of  the  isle, 
MooBrehs  of  counties  or  of  day-built  towns 
Sole  potentates,  would  bind  thdr  haughty  brows, 
And  awe  the  gazing  crowd.    Say,  goddess,  say, 
ShaQ,  studious  of  thy  praise,  the  Muse  declare 
When  first  thdr  lustre  rose,  and  what  kind  power 
UnvdTd  thdr  bidden  charms  ?  The  Muse  alone 
Can  call  back  time,  and  from  oblivion  save 
The  once-known  tale,  of  which  tradition's  sdf 
Has  lost  the  faintest  memory.    Twas  ere 
The  titles  proud  of  Knight  and  Baron  bold 
Were  known  in  Albion ;  long  ere  CsBsar's  arms 
Had  tried  its  prowess,  and  been  taught  to  yield. 
Westward  a  mile  from  yon  aspiring  shrubs 
Which  front  thy  hallow'd  fount,  and  shagg  with 

thorns 
The  adverse  nde  of  Avon,  dweR  a  swain. 
One  osily  daughter  bless'd  his  nuptial  bed. 
Fair  was  the  maid  j  but  wherefbre  said  I  hk  ? 


..•,:j  L.  £-«^   t^.MA,  r  ^ 


Forbid  it.  Vanity !  ye  mighty  two 
Who  share  the  female  breast !  the  last  prevails. 
"  Whatever  jrouth  sbalf  bring  the  noblest  prize 
May  claim  her  conquerM  heart"  The  day  was  fix^d. 
And  forth  from  villages,  and  turf-built  cots. 
In  crowds  the  suitors  came:  from  Asbton's  vale» 
From  Pil,  from  Porsbut,  and  tbe  town  whose  tower 
Now  stands  a  sea-mark  to  tbe  pilots  ken. 
Nor  were  there  wanting  Clifton's  love-sick  sons 
To  swell  th*  enamour'd  train.  But  most  in  thought 
Yidded  to  Cadwal's  heir,  proud  lord  of  Stoke ; 
Whose  wide  dominions  spread  o'er  velvet  lawns 
And  gently-twdling  hills,  and  tufted  gropes. 
Full  many  a  mile.    For  there,  ev'n  then,  the  scene 
We  now  behold  to  such  perfection  wrought, 
Charm'd  with  untutor'd  wildness,  and  but  uk*d 
A  master's  hand  to  tame  it  into  grace. 

Against  such  rivals  prodigal  of  weslth. 
To  venal  beauty  odTring  all  their  stores. 
What  arts  shall  Thenot  use,  who  long  has  lov'd. 
And  long,  too  long  despair'd  ?  Amid  thy  rocks 
Nightly  he  wanders,  to  the  silent  Moon 
And  starry  host  of  Heaven  he  tells  his  pain. 
But  chief  to  thee,  to  thee  hb  fond  complaints 
At  mom,  at  eve,  and  in  the  midnight  hour 
Frequent  be  pours.    No  wealth  paternal  blessM 
His  humbler  birth ;  no  fields  of  waving  gold 
Or  flowering  orchards,  no  wide-wandering  herds 
Or  bleating  firstlings  of  the  flock  were  his. 
To  tempt  the  wary  maid.    Yet  could  his  pipe 
Make  echoes  listen,  and  his  flowing  tongue 
Could  chant  soft  ditties  in  so  sweet  a  strain. 
They  charm'd  with  native  music  all  but  her. 

Oh  had'stthou  heard  him,  goddess;  oftresolv'd 
To  succour  his  distress.     When  now  the  day 
The  hiaX  day  drew  near,  and  love's  last  hope 
Hung  on  a  few  short  moments.    Ocean's  gml 
Was  with  thee,  and  observed  thy  anxious  thought 
"  And  what,**  he  cry'd,  "  can  make  Avonia's  face 
Wear  aught  but  smiles  ?  what  jealous  doubts  per- 
plex 
My  fair,  my  best  bdov'd  ?*'  "  No  jealous  doubts," 
Thou  aoswered'st  mild,  and. on  his  breast  reclin'd 
Thy  blushing  cheek,  **  perplex  Avonia's  breast: 
A  cruel  fair  one  flies  the  voice  of  love. 
And  gifts  alone  can  win  her.    Mighty  Power« 
O  bid  thy  Tritons  ransack  Ocean's  wealthy 
The  coral's  living  branch,  the  lucid  peart. 
And  every  shell  where  minglmg  lights  and  shades 
Play  happiest    O,  if  ever  to  thy  bi-east 
My  artful  coyness  gave  a  moment's  pain, 
L^um  firom  that  pain  to  pity  those  that  love." 
The  god  ¥etum'd :  *•  Can  his  Avonia  ask 
What  Neptune  would  refuse  >  beauty  like  thine 
Might  ta^  his  utmost  labours.    But  behold 
How  needless  now  his  treasures !  what  thou  seck'st 
Is  near  thee;  in  the  bosom  of  thy  rocks 
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Descended  trembling.     But  what  words  can  paint 
His  joy,  his  rapture,  when,  surprise  at  length 
Tielding  to  love,  he  grasp'd  the  £ated  gems, 
And  knew  their  wondVous  import.  **  OI'*  he  cried, 
*<  Dismiss  me,  gracious  Powers;  ere  this,  perhaps. 
Young  Cad  wal  clasps  her  charms,  ere  this  the  wealth 
Of  Madoc  has  prevaiPd  !*»— "  Go,  youth,  and  know 
Success  attends  thy  enterprise ;  and  time 
Shall  make  thee  wealthier  than  the  proudest  swain 
Whose  rivalship  thou  fear^sV;  go,  and  be  blest. 
Yet  let  not  gratitude  be  lost  in  joy ; 
But  when  thy  wide  possessions  shall  extend 
Farm  beyond  farm,  remember  whence  they  rose, 
And  grace  thy  village  with  Avonia^s  name." 

How  shall  the  blushing  Muse  pursue  the  tale 
Impartial,  and  record  th*  ungrateful  crime 
OfTbcnot  love-deluded  ?  When  success 
Had  cn>wn*d  his  fierce  desires,  awhile  he  paid 
Due  honours  at  thy  shrine,  and  strew 'd  with  flowers, 
Jasn^in  and  rose,  and  iris  many-hued. 
The  rocky  margin.    Till  at  length,  intent 
-On  Leya's  charms  alone,  of  aught  beside 
Careless  he  grew;  and  scarcely  now  his  hymns 
Of  praise  were  heard ;  if  heard,  they  fondly  mix'd 
His  Leya^s  praise  with  thine ;  or  only  seem'd 
The  dying  echoes  of  his  former  strains. 
Nor  did  he  (how  wilt  thou  excuse,  O  Love, 
Thy  traitor?)  when  his  wide  possessions  spread. 
Farm  beyond  farm,  remember  whence  they  rose, 
Or  grace  his  village  with  Avonia*s  name* 
But  on  a  festal  day,  amid  the  shouts 
Of  echoing  shepherd^  to  the  rising  town 
"  Be  Leya  qam'd,"  he  cried :  and  still  unchapg'd 
(Jndelible  disgrace!)  the  name  remains'*. 

'Twas  then,  Avonia,  negligent  of  all 
His  former  ii\jurie«,  thy  heav'niy  breast 
Pelt  real  rage ;  and  thrice  thy  arm  was  r^i^M 
For  speedy  vengeance ;  thrice  the  azure  god 
Restrained  its  force,  or  ere  th'  uplifted  rocks 
Descending  had  o^erwhelmM  the  fated  town. 
And  thus  he  sooth  *d  thee,  <*  Let  not  rage  transport 
My  iiijur'd  fair-one }  love  was  all  his  crime, 
Keii^tl^  love.    Yet  sure  revenge  awaits 
Thy  utniost  wishes ;  never  shall  his  town. 
Which,  had  thy  title  grac'd  it,  had  aspired 
To  the  first  naval  honours,  and  look*d  down 
On  Carthage  and  the  ports  which  grace  my  qwi|   ' 
^  Phoenicia,  nevjer  shall  it  rise  beyond 
That  humble  village  thou  behold'st  it  now, 
And  soon  tr^nsportjed  to  the  British  coast 
From  farthest  Iifdia  vessels  shall  arrive 
Full  fraught  with  gems,  myself  will  speed  the  sails, 
And  all  th'  imaginary  wejalth  he  boasts 
Shall  sink  neglected :  rustics  shall  deride 
His  diamond^s  mimic  blaze.    Nor  thou  regret 
Their  perish'd  splendour ;  on  a  firmer  base 
Thy  glory  rests ;  reject  a  spurious  praise, 
And  to  thy  waters  only  trust  for  fame.'' 

And  what  of  fame,  O  goddess,  canst  thpu  ask 
Beyond  thv  waters,  ever-streaminr  source 


Fills  every  teeming  element,  amid 
Thy  stream  delighted  revels,  with  in 
Blesshig  the  nuptial  bed.    Suppliant  to  thee- 
The  pensive  matron  bends ;  without  thy  aid 
Expiring  families  had  ask'd  in  vain 
The  long-expected  heir;  and  states  perhaps. 
Which  now  stand  foremost  in  the  lists  of  fame. 
Had  sjink  unnerved,  inglorious,  the  vile  slaves 
Of  sloth,  and  crouch'd  beneath  a  master's  frown. 
Had  not  thy  breath  awak*d  some  chosen  soul. 
Some  finer  ether,  scarce  ally'd  to  clay. 
Hero  to  act,  or  poet  to  record. 

O,  if  to  Albion,  to  my  native  land. 
Of  all  that  glorious,  that  immortal  train 
Which  swells  her  annals,  thy  prolific  stream 
Has  given  one  bard,  one  hero ;  may  i^  storms 
Nor  earthquakes  shake  thy  mansibn;    may  the 

sweep. 
The  silent  sweep,  of  slow-devouring  time 
Steal  o'er  thy  rocks  unfelt,  and  only  bear 
To  future  worlds  thy  virtues,  and  thy  praise. 

Still,  still,  Avonia,  o'er  thy  Albion  shed 
Benignest  mfluence ;  nor  to  her  alone 
Confine  thy  partial  boon.    The  lamp  of  day, 
God  of  the  lower  world,  was  meant  to  all 
A  common  parent.    Still  to  every  realm 
Send  forth  thy  blessings  $  for  to  every  realm. 
Such  its  peculiar  exceUence,  thy  wave 
May  pass  untainted ;  seasons,  climates,  spai* 
Its  virtues,  and  the  power  which  conquers  aU, 
Innate  corruption,  never  mixes  there. 

And  might  I  a^  a  boon,  in  whispers  ask 
One  partial  favour;  goddess,  from  the  power 
Of  verse,  and  arts  Pseonian,  gracious  thou 
Entreat  this  one.    Let  other  poets  share 
His  noisy  honours,  rapid  let  them  roll 
As  neighboring  Severn,  while  the  voice  of  fame 
Re-echoes  to  their  numbers :  but  let  mine 
My  humbler  weaker  verse,  from  scantier  riUs 
Diffusing  wholesome  draughts,  unheard,  \ 
Olidfi  geptly  gq,  ynd  imitate  thy  spring. 


ON  FRIENDSHIP. 

UAmiti^,  qui  dans  le  monde  est  li  peine  ira  sen- 
timent, est  une  passion  dans  les  doitres. 

Contes  Moraux,  de  Marmontd. 

Much  have  we  heard  the  peevish  world  complain 

Of  friends  neglected,  and  of  friends  forgot : 
Another's  frailties  blindly  we  arraign. 

And  blame,  as  partial  ills,  the  common  lot: 
For  what  is  firiendship  ?-*'T1s  the  sacred  tie 

Of  souls  unbodied,  and  of  love  refin'd  ; 
Beyond,  Benevolence,  thy  social  sigh. 

Beyond  the  duties  graven  on  our  kind. 
And  ah  how  seldom,  in  this  vale  of  tears. 

This  frail  existence,  by  ourselves  debas'd. 
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Far  \b  not  frienMiip,  tiMQgh  the  raptures  irro, 
Led  by  the  madViiBf  god,  tbroagfa  every  Tern; 
tike  the  warm  flower,  which  drinks  the  nooo-tide 
Sun, 
Their  boeeint  open  hut  to  close  mgatiu 
Yet  there  are  hours  of  mirth,  which  friendship  loves, 
When  prudence  sleeps,  and  wisdom  grows  more 
kind. 
Sallies  of  sense,  which  reason  scarce  approves, 
When  all  unguarded  glows  the  naked  misd. 
But  fiur  from  Chose  be  each  profimer  eye 

With  glance  malignant  withering  fancyli  bloom; 
Far  the  vile  ear,  where  whiq>ers  never  die ; 

Far  the  rank  heart,  which  teems  with  ills  ta  come. 
Full  oft,  by  fortoife  near  each  other  plac'd. 

Ill-suited  souls,  nor  studious  much  to  please, 
Wbote  fruitlesB  years  in  awkward  unkm  waste. 
Till  chance  divides,  whom  chance  had  johi*d 
with  ease. 
And  yet,  should  either  oddly  soar  on  high. 

And  shine  distinguished  in  some  sphere  remav'd, 
The  friend  observes  him  with  a  jealous  eye, 

And  calh  ungratefal  whom  he  never  lov*(L 
But  leave  we  such  for  those  of  hsppier  clay 

On  whose  .emerging  stars  the  Graces  soule. 
And  search  for  truth,  where  virtue's  sacred  ray 
Wakes   the  glad  seed  in  friendship*s  genuine 
soil 
In  youth's  soft  season,  when  the  vacant  mind 

To  each  kind  impulse  of  afibctkm  yields. 
When  Nature  charms,  and  k>ve  of  humankind 
^  With  its  own  brightness  every  object  gil<H 
Sbonld  two  ooiq(enial  bosoms  haply  msec. 

Or  on  the  banks  of  Camus,  hoary  stream. 
Or  where  smooth  Isis  glides  on  silver  feet, 

Nurse  of  the  Muses  each,  and  each  their  theme, 
How  blithe  the  mutual  morning  task  they  ply ! 

How  sweet  the  saunt'ring  walk  at  close  of  day  ! 
How  steal,  secluded  from  the  world*s  broad  eye. 

The  midnight  hours  insensibly  away  ! 
While  glows  the  social  bosom  to  impart 

Each  3roung  idea  dawning  science  lend^ 
Or  big  with  sorrow  beats  th*  unpractis*d  heart 
For  suff*ring  virtue,  and  disastrous  friends. 
Deep  in  the  volumes  of  the  mighty  dead 

They  feast  on  joys  to  vulgar  minds  unknown; 
The  hero's,  sage%  patriot's  path  they  tread, 

Adore  each  worth,  and  make  it  half  their  own. 
Sublime  and  pure  as  Thebes  or  Sparta  taught 

Eternal  union  from  their  souls  they  swear. 
Each  added  convene  swells  the  generous  thought. 
And  each  short  absenee  makes  it  more  sincere— 
— <'  And  can*'— (I  hear  some  eager  voice  ezdahn. 
Whose  bliss  now  blossoms,  and  whose  hopes  beat 
high) 
**  Cmn  Virtue's  basis  fail  tfa'  incumbent  firarae  ? 

And  moff  such  friendships  ever  eoer  die  ?" 
Ak,  gentle  youth,  they  may.    Nor  thou  complain 

If  chance  the  sad  experience  should  be  thine. 
What   cannot    change    where  all    is   light  and 
vain  ? 
— Ask  of  the  Pates  who  twist  life's  varying  Ifaie. 
Ambition,  vanity,  suspense,  surmise. 

On  the  wide  worid's  tempestuous  ocean  roll ; 
Hew  loves,  new  friendships,  new  desires  arise. 
New  joys  elate,  new  gridBi  depress  the  souL 
Some,  in  the  bosding  mart  of  business,  lose 

The  still  small  voice  retirement  loves  to  hear; 
Some  at  the  noisy  bar  enlarge  their  views. 
And  some  in  senptu  oooit  p.  peopie'a  car* 


While  others,  led  by  gk>ry's  meteore,  run 

To  distant  wars  fbr  laurels  stained  with  blood. 
Meanwhile  the  stream  of  time  glides  calmly  on. 

And  ends  its  silent  course  in  Lethe's  flood; 
Unhappy  only  he  of  friendship's  train 

Who  never  knew  what  change  or  fortune  meant, 
With  whom  th'  ideas  of  his  youth  remain 

Too  firmly  fix*d,  and  rob  him  of  content. 
Condemned  perhaps  to  some  obscure  retreat. 

Where  psJe  reflection  wears  a  sickly  bloom. 
Still  to  the  past  he  turns  with  pilgrim  feet. 

And  ghosts  of  pleasure  haunt  him  to  his  tomb. 
O — but  I  will  not  name  you — ^yc  kind  dew. 

With  whom  the  morning  of  my  life  I  pass'd, 
May  every  bliss,  your  generous  bosoms  knew 

lu  earlier  days,  attend  you  to  the  last 
I  too,  alas,  am  chang'd.— And  yet  there  are 

Who  still  with  partial  love  my  friendship  own. 
Forgive  the  frailties  which  they  could  not  share. 

Or  find  my  heart  unchang'd  to  them  sJene. 
To  them  this  votive  tablet  of  the  Muse 

Pleas'd  I  suspend. — ^Nor  let  th*  unfeeling  mind 
Prom  these  loose  hints  Hs  own  vile  ways  excuse. 

Or  start  a  thought  to  iiyure  human-kind. 
Who  knows  not  friendship,  knows  not  bliss  sincere. 

Court  it,  ye  young;  ye  aged,  bind  it  fast; 
Earn  it,  ye  proud ;  nor  thiok  the  purchase  dear, 

Whate'er  the  labour,  if  His  gain'd  at  last 
C^mpar'd  with  all  th'  admiring  worid  calls  great. 

Fame's  loudest  blast,  smbition'S  noblest  ends, 
Ev^ii  the  last  pang  of  social  life  b  sweet: 

The  pang  which  parts  us  finom  our  weepingfrienda. 


THE  DOG,      N 

A  TALK. 

A  SQuiax  of  parts,  and  some  conceit. 

Though  not  a  glaring  first-rate  wit,  « 

Had  lately  taken  to  his  arms 

A  damsel  of  uncommon  charms. 

A  mutual  bliss  their  bosoms  knew, 

The  hours  on  downy  piirions  flew, 

And  seatteHd  roses  as  they  pass'd: 

Emblem  of  joy  too  sweet  to  last  I 

For  lo !  th'  unequal  Fates  divide 

Th'  enamour'd  swain  and  beauteous  bride. 

The  honeymoon  had  scarcely  wan'd. 

And  love  its  empire  still  raaintain'd. 

When  forth  he  must,  fbr  business  CfJIs. 

—Adieu,  ye  fields,  ye  groves,  ye  walls. 

That  in  your  hallowed  bounds  contain 

My  source  of  joy— my  source  of  pain ! 

It  must  be  so ;  adieu,  my  dear. 

They  kiss,  he  sighs,  she  drops  a  tear. 

For  lovers  of  a  certain  cast 

Think  every  parting  is  the  last. 

And  still  whine  out,  whene'er  they  sever, 

In  tragic  strain,  '*  Farewell  for  ever!" 

Awhile,  in  melancholy  mood. 
He  slowly  pao^d  the  tiresome  road ; 
For  "  every  road  must  tiresome  prove 
That  bears  us  fer  from  her  we  love." 
But  Sun,  and  exercise,  and  air. 
At  length  dispel  the  glooms  of  care; 
They  vanish  like  a  morning  dream, 
And  happiness  is  now  the  theme. 
How  blest  his  lot,  to  gain  at  last,    ^^  , 

So  many  vain  researches  1^9^^  ^y  CjOOglC 
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A  wife  so  4uitod  to  his  taste, 

So  fair,  so  gentle,  and  so  chaste, 

A  tender  partner  for  his  bed, 

A  pillow  for  his  aching  head, 

The  bosom  good  for  which  he  panted. 

In  short  the  very  thing  he  wanted. 

*'  And  then  to  make  my  bliss  complete. 

And  lay  fresh  laurels  at  my  feet, 

How  many  matches  did  she  slight ; 

An  Irish  lord,  a  city  knight. 

And  squires  by  dozens,  yet  agree 

To  pass  her  life  with  humble  me. 

And  did  not  she  the  other  day 

When  captain  Wilkins  paas'd  our  way — 

The  captain! — well,  she  lik'd  not  him. 

Though  drest  in  all  his  Hyde-park  trim* ., 

— She  lik'd  his  sword-knot  though  'twas  yellow ; 

The  captain  is  a  sprightly  fellow, 

I  should  not  often  choose  to  see 

Such  dangerous  visitors  as  he. 

I  wonder  how  he  came  to  call-^ 

Or  why  he  passed  that  way  at  alL 

His  road  lay  farther  to  the  right. 

And  me  he  hardly  knew  by  sight 

Stay, — ^tet  me  think — I  fr^Bze,  I  bum — 

Where'er  «he  went,  he  must  return, 

And,  in  my  absence,  may  again 

Make  bold  to  call. — Come  hither,  Ben; 

Did  yuu  observe,  FU  lay  my  life 

You  did,  when  first  he  met  my  wife. 

What  speech  it  was  the  captain  made  ?'' 

«  What,  captain  Wilkins,  sir  ?"— "  The  same. 

Come,  you  can  tell.'*—"  I  can't  indeed. 

For  they  were  kissing  when  I  came.*' 

••  Kiss,  did  they  kiss?"—"  Most  surely,  sir; 

A  bride,  and  he  a  bachelor." 

**  Peace,  rascal,  'tis  beyond  endurance, 

I  wonder  at  some  folks  assurance. 

They  think,  like  Ranger  in  the  play. 

That  all  they  meet  is  lawful  prey. 

These  huff  bluff  captains  are  of  late 

Grown  quite  a  nuisance  in  the  state. — 

Ben,  turn  your  horse — nay,  never  stare. 

And  tell  my  wife  I  cannot  bear 

These  frequent  visits.    Hence,  you  dunce  I'' 

"  The  captain,  sir,  was  there  but  once.'* 

"  Once  is  too  often ;  tell  her,  Ben, 

That,  if  he  dares  to  call  again. 

She  should  avoid  him  like  a  toad, 

A  snake,  a  viper. — There's  your  road. 

—And  hark*ee,  tell  her,  under  favour. 

We  stretch  too  far  polite  behaviour. 

Tell  her,  I  do  not  understand 

This  kissing ;  tell  her  1  command*' — 

«  Heav*n  bless  us,  sir,  such  whims  as  these"— 

**  Tell  her  I  beg  it  on  my  knees. 
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Of  sayings,  which,  in  former  ages, 

Immortaliz'd  the  Grecian  sages. 

But  now  the  very  vulgar  speak, 

And  only  critics  quote  in  Greek. 
With  these,  like  Sancbo,  was  he  stor'd. 

And  Sancho-like  drew  forth  his  board. 

Proper  or  not,  he  ail  apply'd. 

And  view'd  the  case  on  every  side. 

Till,  on  the  whole,  he  thought  it  best 

To  tMm  the  matter  to  a  jest. 

And,  with  a  kind  of  clumsy  wit. 

At  last  on  an  expedient  hit. 
Suppose  we  then  the  journey  o'er, 

And  madam  meets  him  at  the  door. 

<*  So  soon  returned  ?  and  whereas  your  master  ? 

I  hope  you  've  met  with  no  disaster. 

Is  my  dear  well  ?'' — "  Extremdy  so; 

And  only  sent  me  here  to  know 

How  ftires  his  softer,  better  part. 

Ah,  madam,  could  you  see  his  heart! 

It  was  not  even  in  his  power 

To  brook  the  absence  of  an  hour." —  ^ 

*<  And,  was  this  all  \  was  this  the  whole 

He  sent  you  for !  The  kind,  good,  soul  * 

Tell  him,  that  he's  my  source  of  bliss; 

Tell  him  my  health  depends  on  his; 

Tell  him,  this  breast  no  joy  can  find. 

If  cares  disturb  his  dearer  mind ; 

This  faithful  breast,  if  he  be  well, 

No  pang,  but  that  of  absence,  feel.'* 

Ben  bkuh^  and  smil'd,  and  scratch'd  his  head. 

Then,  feJt'ring  in  his  accents,  said, 

"  One  message  more,  he  bade  ma  bear. 

But  that 's  a  secret  for  your  ear— 

My  master  begs,  on  no  account 

Your  ladjrship  would  dare  to  mount 

The  mastiff  dog."— "  What  means  the  lad  ? 

Are  you,  or  is  3^our  master  mad  ? 

I  ride  a  dog  ?  a  pretty  ibory." 

*<  Ah,  dearest  madiun,  do  not  glory 

In  your  own  strength;  temptation't  strong. 

And  frail  our  nature." — "  Hold  your  tongue. 

Your  master,  sir,  shall  know  of  this." 

'*  Dear  madam,  do  not  take  amisB 

Your  servant's  zeal;  by  all  y^  vow'd. 

By  all  the  love  you  ever  show'd. 

By  all  your  hopes  of  bliss  to  confe. 

Beware  the  mastiff  dog  !**—<<  Be  dumb, 

Insulting  wretch,*'  the  lady  cries. 

Tlie  servant  takes  his  cue,  and  flies. 

While  consternation  marks  her  facei. 

He  mounts  his  steed,  and  quits  the  place. 

In  vain  she  calls,  as  swift  as  wind 

He  scowers  the  lawn,  yet  cast  behind 

One  parting  look,  wh'ich  seem'd  to  say 

"  Beware  the  dog ;"  then  rode  away. 
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And  really,  now  I  *ve  thongbt  a  minote. 
There  may  be  no  great  matter  io  it. 
Ladies  of  old,  to  try  a  change. 
Hare  rode  oo  animiab  as  strange. 
Hrile  a  ram,  a  bull  Europa ; 
Nay  English  widows,  for  a/oax  pas. 
Were  doomed  to  expiate  their  shame, 
As  authors  say,  upon  a  ram. 
And  shan't  my  rirtue  take  a  pride  in 
Outdoing  such  vile  trulls  in  riding  ? 
And  sure  a  ram's  as  weak  a  creature — 
Here,  Betty,  reach  me  the  Spectator."— 
**  Lord  bless  me,  ma'am,  as  one  may  say, 
Your  ladjrship's  quite  mco'd  to  day. 
Reading  will  only,  I  'm  atiraid. 
Pot  more  strange  megrims  in  your  head. 
n*were  better  sure  to  take  the  air; 
I'll  order,  ma'am,  the  coach  and  pair, 
And  then  too  I  may  go  beside. 
Or,  if  you  rather  choose  to  ride** — 
**  Ride.  Betty  ?  that's  my  wish,  my  aim. 
Pray,  Betty,  is  our  Cesar  tame  ?" 
"  Tame,  madam  ?  Yes     I  never  heard^ 
Tou  mean  the  mastiff  in  the  yard  ? 
He  makes  a  noise,  and  barks  at  folks — 
But  surely,  ma'am,  your  la'ship  jokes." 
**  Jokes,  Betty,  no.    By  earth  and  Heayen 
This  insult  shall  not  be  forgiven. 
Whatever  they  mean,  I'll  ride  the  dog. 
Go,  prithee,  free  him  from  his  clog, 
And  bring  him  hither ;  they  shall  find 
There's  courage  in  a  female  mhid." 

So  said,  so  done.    The  dog  appears 
With  Betty  chirping  on  the  stairs. 
The  floatinsf  sack  is  thrown  aside, 
The  vestments,  proper  for  a  ride. 
Such  as  we  oft  in  Hyde-park  view 
Of  fustian  white  lapell'd  with  blue, 
By  Betty's  care  were  on  the  spot, 
Nor  is  the  feath«r'd  hat  forgot 
Pleas'd  with  herself  th'  accoutred  lass 
Took  half  a  turn  before  her  glass, 
And  simp'ring  said,  "  I  swear  and  vow, 
I  look  like  captain  Wilkhis  now.'* 
But  serious  cares  our  thoughts  demand, 
**  Poor  Cesar,  stroke  him  with  your  hand ; 
How  mild  he  seems,  and  wags  his  tail ! 
Tis  now  the  moment  to  preraiL" 
She  spa]^,  and  straight  with  eye  sedate 
Began  th'  important  work  of  fate. 
A  cushioo  on  his  back  she  placed. 
And  bound  with  ribbands  round  bis  waist: 
The  knot,  which  whilom  grac'd  her  bead, 
And  down  her  winding  lappets  spread, 
From  all  its  soft  meanders  freed,. 
Became  a  bridle  for  her  steed. 
And  now  she  mounts.    **  Dear  Dian,  hear ! 
Bright  goddess  of  the  lunar  nkeri ! 
Thou  that  hast  oft  presenr'd  nom  fate 
The  nymph  who  leaps  a  ftve-barr'd  gate, 
O  take  me,  goddess,  to  thy  care, 
O  bear  a  tender  lady's  prayer! 
Thy  vot'ress  once,  as  pure  a  maid 
As  ever  rov'd  the  Delias  shade. 
Though  now,  by  man's  seduction  won. 
She  wears,  alas,  a  looser  Eone." 

In  vain  she  pray'd.    She  mounts,  she  fUls ! 
And  CaMr  barks,  and  Betty  squawls. 
The  marble  hearth  leeeires  below 
Hie  headlong  dame,  a  direfiil  bkm  1 


And  starting  veins  with  blood  disgrace 
The  softer  marble  of  her  face. 

Here  might  I  sing  of  fsdmg  charms 
Reclin'd  on  Betty's  faithful  neck. 
Like  Venus  in  Dione's  arms, 

And  much  from  Homer  might  I  speak. 
But  we  refer  to  Pope's  translation. 
And  hasten  to  our  plain  narration. 

While  broths  and  plaisters  are  prepared, 
And  doctors  feed,  and  madam  scar'd. 
At  length  returns  th'  impatient  squire 
Eager  and  panting  with  desire. 
But  finds  his  home  a  desert  place. 
No  spouse  to  welcome  his  embrace, 
No  tender  sharer  of  his  bliss  « 

To  chide  his  absence  with  a  kiss. 
Sullen  in  bed  the  lady  lay. 
And  muflSed  fixmi  the  eye  of  day. 
Nor  deign'd  a  look,  averse  and  saul 
As  Dido  in  th'  Elysian  shade. 

Amaz'd,  alarm'd,  the  bed  he  press'd. 
And  clasp'd  her  struggling  to  his  breast. 
**  My  life,  my  soul,  I  cannot  brook 
This  cruel,  this  averted  look. 
And  n  it  thus  at  last  we  meet  ?" 
Then  rais'd  her  gently  from  the  sheet 
<*  What  mean,"  he  cries,  **  these  bleeding  stains 
This  muiBed  head,  and  bursting  veins  ? 
What  sacrilegious  hand  could  dare 
To  fix  its  impious  vengeance  there  ?" 
If  The  dog,  the  dog!"  was  all  she  said. 
And  sobbing  sunk  anif  in  bed. 
"  The  dog,  the  dog  !**  express'd  her  grief. 
Like  poor  Othello's  handkerchief. 

Meanwhile  had  Ben  with  prudent  care 
From  Betty  learnt  the  whole  afiair. 
And  drew  th'  impatient  squire  aside. 
To  own  the  cheat  he  could  hot  hide. 
*'  See,  rascal,  see,"  enrag'd  he  oricM, 
"  What  tumours  on  her  forehead  rise! 
How  swells  with  grief  that  fuse  divine !" 
*'  I  own  it  all,  the  foult  was  mine," 
Replies  the  lad,  **  dear  angry  lord; 
But  hush !  come  hither,  not  a  word ! 
Small  are  the  ills  we  noW  endure. 
Those  tuoMNirs,  sir,  admit  a  cure. 
But,  had  I  done  as  you  directed, 
Whose  forehead  then  had  been  aflfiKted  } 
Had  captain  Wilkint  been  forbidden. 
Ah  master,  who  had  then  been  ridden  ?" 


AN  EPISTLE 


FROM  A  OROVB  IW  D^BYtHIU  TO  A  OtOVl  IN  SORSBT* 

Sii«cs  every  naturalist  agrees 

That  groves  are  nothmg  else  but  trees. 

And  root4xmnd  trees,  like  distant  creatures. 

Can  only  correspond  by  letters, 

Borne  on  the  winds  which  through  us  whistle. 

Accept,  dear  sister,  this  epistle. 

And  first,  as  to  their  town  relations 
The  ladies  send  to  know  the  fishions. 
Would  I,  m  somethmg  better  spelling. 
Inquire  how  thmgs  goon  at  Haling; 
For  here,  for  all  my  master^  storming, 
I  'm  sure  we  strangely  want  reforming. 
Long  have  my  Ub'ring  trees  confin'd  , 

Such  griefs  as  almost  bunt  their  ri]4K)QlC 
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But  3rou  Ml  permit  me  to  disclose  'em. 
Ami  lodge  them  in  your  leftfy  bosom. 

When  gods  came  down  the  woods  among. 
As  sweetly  chants  poetic  song. 
And  fauns  and  syWans  sporting  there 
AttunM  the  reed,  or  chas'd  the  fair. 
My  quivering  branches  lightly  fanned 
The  moremeuts  of  the  mas(er*s  hand; 
Or  half  coocealM,  and  half  betray*d. 
The  blushing,  flying,  yielding  maid; 
Did  even  the  bliss  of  Heav'n  improve. 
And  solac'd  gods  with  earthly  love! 

But  now  the  world  is  grown  so  chaste, 
Or  else  my  master  has  no  taste. 
That,  I  Ml  be  sworn,  the  live-long  year 
We  scarcely  see  a  woman  here. 
And  what,  alas,  are  woodland  quires 
To  those  who  want  your  6eroe  desires  ? 
Can  philosophic  bosoms  know 
Why  msmles  spring,  or  roses  blow,   , 
Why  cowslips  lift  the  velvet  bead. 
Or  woodbines  form  the  fragrant  shade  ? 
Evenmolet  conches  only  swell 
To  gratify  his  sight  and  smell ; 
And  Milton's  universal  Pan 
Scarce  makes  him  fSeel  himself  a  man. 

And  then  he  talks  your  dull  moraKty 
like  some  old  heathen  man  of  quality, 
(Plato,  or  what's  his  name  who  fled 
So  nobly  at  his  army's  head,) 
For  Christian  k>rds  have  better  breeding 
Than  by  their  talk  to  show  their  reading ; 
And  what  their  sentiment  in  fact  is. 
That  you  may  gather  from  their  practice. 
Though  really,  if  it  were  no  worse. 
We  might  excuse  this  vain  discourse; 
Toss  high  our  heads  above  his  voice. 
Or  stop  the  babbling  ^ho*s  noise ; 
But  he,  I  tell  you,  has  such  freaks. 
He  thinks  and  acts  whatever  he  speaks. 

Or,  if  he  needs  must  preach  and  reason. 
Why  let  him  choose  a  proper  season ; 
Such  musty  morals  we  might  hear 
When  whistling  winds  have  stript  us  bare, 
As,  after  sixty,  pious  folks 
Will  on  wet  Sundays  read  good  books. 
And  I  must  own,  dear  sister  Haling, 
lis  mine,  like  many  a  lady's  Mling, 
(Whom  worried  spouse  to  town  conveys 

-From  ease,  and  exercise,  and  air. 
To  sleepless  nights,  and  raking  days. 

And  joys— too  exquisite  to  bear) 
To  feel  December^  piercing  harms. 
And  every  winter  lose  my  charms. 
While  you  *  still  flourish  fresh  and  fur 
like  your  young  ladles  all  the  year. 

O  happy  groves,  who  never  feel 
The  stroke  of  winter,  or  of  steel ; 
Nor  find,  but  in  the  poet's  >  lay. 


Am  daily  torn  with  wounds  and  flashes. 
And  see  my  oaks,  my  elms,  my  ashes, 
With  rhiming  labels  round  them  set. 
As  every  tree  were  to  be  let. 
And,  when  one  pant}  for  consolation. 
Am  put  in  mind  of  contemplation. 

O  friend,  instruct  me  to  endure 
These  mighty  ills,  or  hint  a  cure. 
Say,  might  not  marriage,  well  apply'd. 
Improve  his  taste,  correct  his  pride. 
Inform  him  books  but  make  folks  muddy, 
Confine  his  morals  to  his  study. 
Teach  him,  like  other  mortals,  here 
To  toy  and  prattle  with  his  dear; 
Avert  that  fate  my  fear  foresees, 
And,  for  his  children,  save  his  trees  ? 

Right  trusty  Wood,  if  you  approve 
The  remedy  expressed  alMve, 
Write  by  the  next  foir  wind  that  blows, 
And  kindly  recommend  a  qK>use. 


THE  ANSWER. 

Dbax  Orove,  I  ask  ten  thousand  pardons. 
Sure  I  *m  the  most  absurd'Of  gardens  I 
Such  correspondence  to  neglect-*- 
Lord,  how  must  all  grove-ldnd  reflect! 

Your  human  loiterers,  they  say, 
^  Oin  put  ye  off  from  day  to  day 

With  post  gone  out— the  careless  maid 
Forgot— the  letter  was  mislaid — 
And  twenty  phrases  wrought  with  art 
To  hide  the  coldness  of  the  heart 
But  vegetables  from  their  youth 
Were  alwajrs  taught  to  speak  the  truth. 
In  Dodonn's  vales,  on  Mona's  mountains, 
In  Jotham's  fables,  or  in  Fontaine's, 
They  talk  like  any  judge  or  bishop, 
Quite  from  the  cedar  down  to  hysMp. 
I  therefore  for  my  past  offence 
May  own,  with  sylvan  innocence, 
I  Ve  nought  but  negligence  to  plead ; 
Which  you  Ml  excuse,  and  I  Ml  proceed. 

You  groves  who  stand  remote  fiom  towns 
(Though  we  are  apt  to  call  ye  downs) 
Have  really  something  in  year  natures 
Which  makes  ye  most  diverting  creatures. 
And  then,  I  vow,  I  like  to  see 
That  primitive  simplicity ; 
To  think  of  marriage  as  a  means 
V  improve  his  taste,  and  save  your  greens — 
It  looks  so  like  that  good  old  grove 
Where  Adam  once  to  Eve  nuide  fove, 
That  any  soul  alive  would  swear 
Your  trees  were  educated  there. 

Why,  child,  the  only  hope  thou  hast 
lies  in  thy  master's  want  of  taste: 
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And  fly  to  over-arching  woods 
And  flowery  banks,  and  crysUl  floods. 
Because  such  things,  forsooth  were  wanted 
When  your  great  gnrndmotbers  were  planted. 
The  case,  my  dear,  is  alter'd  quite, 
Not  that  we  're  chaste,  but  more  polite; 
Your  shepherdesses  sought  such  places, 
like  simple  girls  to  hide  their  faces; 
But  our  bright  maids  disdain  the  thought, 
Tbey  know  hypocrisy's  a  fault. 
And  never  b^  by  their  consent 
Tb«  shame  of  seeming  innocent. 

But  I  forget,  you  've  just  got  down 
A  mistress,  as  you  wish'd,  from  town. 
f  don't  know  what  you  *ll  say  at  Romely, 
We  really  think  the  woman  comely; 
Umm  some  good  qualities  beside, 
Tbey  say,  but  she  **  as  yet  a  bride; 
One  can't  trust  every  report — 
Not  we  I  mean  who  live  near  court; 
A  tie  perhaps  in  Derbyshire 
May  be  as  strange  as  truth  is  here. 
Onr  ladies,  and  all  their  relations, 
'  Are  vastly  full  of  comnaendatioas ; 
As  for  Miss  — — 's  part^  she  swears^ 
»I  ask  her  pardon — she  avers 
That  never  in  her  life  time  yet 
She  saw  a  woman  more  complete; 
And  wishes  trees  could  tramp  the  plain, 
like  Bimham  wood  to  Dunsmane, 
So  might  or  3rou  or  I  remove. 
And  Romely  join  to  Haling  grove. 

O  could  her  wish  but  alter  fate 
And  kindly  place  us  t^U  a  UUy 
How  sweetly  might  firom  every  walk 
My  echoes  to  your  echoes  talk ! 
But  since,  as  justly  you  observe. 
By  Nature's  l^ws,  which  never  swerve. 
We  're  bound  from  gadding,  tree  by  tree, 
Both  us  and  our  posterity, 
Let  each,  content  with  her  own  county, 
£*en  make  the  best  of  Nature's  bounty. 
Calmly  enioy  the  present  bliss. 
Nor  in  what  might  he  lose  what  tf. 

Believe  me,  dear,  beyond  expressing 
We  're  happy,  if  we  knew  the  blessing* 
Our  masters,  all  the  world  allow. 
Are  honest  men  as  times  go  now ; 
Tbey  neither  wench,,  nor  drink,  nor  game, 
Nor  bum  with  zeafor  party  flame. 
From  whence,  excepting  adverse  fates. 
We  may  conclude  that  their  estates 
WiU  probably  increase,  and  we 
Shall  stand  another  century. 

Then  never  mind  a  tree  or  two 
Cut  down  perhaps  to  ope  a  view. 
Nor  be  of  uail'd  up  verse  asham'd. 
You  '11  live  to  see  the  poet  damn*d. 
I  envy  not,  I  swear  and  vow. 
The  temples,  or  the  shades  of  Stow ; 
Nor  Java's  groves,  whose  arms  display 
Their  blossoms  to  the  rising  day ; 
Nor  Chili's  woods,  whose  fruitage  gleams 
Roddy  beneath  hb  setthig  beams; 
Nor  Tenerifla's  forests  shaggy; 
Nor  China's  varsring  Sharawaggi; 
Nor  all  that  has  be^  sung  or  said 
Of  Pfaidns,  or  of  Windsor  shade. 

CoiitentoMnt  is  the  chemic  power 
Which  makes  trees  bloom  in  half  an  hour, 


And  foster  plants  substantial  joy. 
Than  axe  or  hatchet  can  destroy. 
O,  gain  but  that,  and  you  'U  perceive 
Your  fears  all  fode,  your  hopes  revive. 
In  winter  calm  contentment's  voice 
Shall  make,  like  mhie,  your  trees  rejoice; 
Across  dead  boughs  a  verdure  fling, 
And  bless  you  with  eternal  spring. 


THE  ENTHUSIAST. 

Ohcb,  I  remember  well  the  day, 
Twas  ere  the  blooming  sweets  of  May 

Had  lost  their  freshest  hues. 
When  every  flower  on  every  hill. 
In  every  vale,  had  drank  its  fill 

Of  sun-shine,  and  of  dews. 

Twas  that  sweet  season's  loveliest  prime 
When  Spring  gives  up  the  reins  of  time 

To  Summer's  glowing  hand. 
And  doubting  mortals  lurdly  know 
By  whose  command  the  breezes  blow 

Which  fon  the  smiling  land. 

'Twas  then  beside  a  green-wood  shade 
Which  cloth'4  a  lawn's  aspiring  head 

I  wove  my  devious  way. 
With  loitering  steps,  regardless  where. 
So  soft,  so  genial  was  the  air, 

So  wond'rous  bright  the  day. 

And  now  my  eyes  with  transport  rove 
O'er  all  the  blue  expanse  above. 

Unbroken  by  a  doud ! 
And  now  beneath  delighted  pa«. 
Where  winding  through  the  deep-green  grass 

A  full-brim'd  river  flow'd. 

I  stop,  I  gaze;  in  accents  rude 
To  thee,  serenest  Solitude, 

Bursts  forth  th'  unbidden  lay; 
Begone,  vile  worid;  the  leara'd,  the  wise. 
The  great,  the  busy,  I  despise; 

And  pity  ev'n  the  gay. 

These,  these,  are  joys  alone,  I  cry; 
Tis  here,  divine' Philosophy, 

Thou  deign'st  to  fix  thy  throne  I 
Here  Contemplation  points  the  road 
Through  Nature's  charms  to  Nature's  God ! 

These,  tliese,  are  joys  alone ! 

Adieu,  ye  vain  low-tboughted  cares. 
Ye  human  hopes,  and  human  fears. 

Ye  pleasures,  and  ye  pains  !— 
While  thus  I  spake,  o'er  all  my  foul 
A  philosophic  calmness  stole, 

A  Stoic  stillness  reigns. 

The  tyrant  pasiions  all  subside, 
Fear,  anger,  pity,  shame,  and  pride. 

No  more  my  bosom  move; 
Yet  still  I  felt,  or  seem'd  to  feel 
.A  kind  of  visionary  zeal 

Of  ODiTenal  lov^.g^,,,,  ,y  V^OOg le 


Wheolo!  aToice!  a  foioe  I  haMr ! 
Twas  reason  whifper'd  in  my  ear 

These  monitorj  strains : 
<<  What  mean'st  thou,  man  ?  woii]d*st  tboa  imbiod 
The  ties  which  constitute  thy  kind. 

The  pleafares  and  the  pains } 

"  The  same  Almighty  Btnrer  unseen. 
Who  q>reads  the  gay  or  solemn  scene 

To  contemplation's  eye, 
Fix'd  every  movennot  of  the  soul, 
Taught  every  wish  its  destin*d  goal. 

And  quicken*d  every  joy. 

**  He  bids  the  tyrant  passions  rage. 

He  bids  them  war  eternal  wage, 
)       And  combat  each  his  foe: 
4   Till  from  dissentions  eoncoids  rise. 

And  beauties  from  deformitaes, 
I      And  happiness  from  woe. 

**  Art  thou  not  man?  and  dar'st  then  find 
A  bliss  which  leans  not  to  mankind  ? 
Presumptuous  thought,  and  vain ! 
^    Each  bliss  unshar'd  is  unenjoy'd. 
Each  power  is  weak,  unless  «mploy'd 
Some  social  good  to  gain. 

^  *'  Shall  light,  and  shade,  and  warmth,  and  air, 
With  those  exalted  jojrs  oompare 

Which  active  virtue  feels, 
When  on  she  drags,  as  lawful  priae. 
Contempt,  and  indolenca,  and  vice. 

At  her  triumphant  wheels. 

**  As  rest  to  labour  sdll  succeeds. 
To  man,  while  virtue^  glorious  deeds 

Employ  his  toilsome  day, 
Thb  fiiir  variety  of  thhigs 
Are  merely  life's  refreshing  sprmgs 

To  soothe  him  on  his  way. 

**  Enthusiast,  go,  unstring  the  lyre; 

In  vain  thou  sing'st,  if  none  admire. 
How  sweet  soe'er  the  strain. 
,  And  w  not  thy  o'eHlowing  mind, 
H  Unless  thou  mizest  with  tiiy  kind, 
J     Benevolent  m  vain  ? 

"  Enthusiast,  go;  try  every  sense : 
If  not  thy  bliss,  thy  e»tellence 

Thou  yet  bast  leam'd  to  scan. 
At  least  thy  wants,  thy  weakness  know; 
And  see  them  all  uniting  show 

That  man  wasttiade  fbr  man." 


WHITEHEADS  POEMS. 


THE  YOUTH  AND  THE  PHIUOSOPHER. 

A  FABLE. 

A  GtBciAK  Youth,  of  talents  rare. 
Whom  Wato's  philosophic  care 
Had  fbrm'd  for  vhrtue^  nobler  view, . 
By  precept  and  example  too, 
Would  often  boast  his  matchless  skill. 
To  curb  the  steed,  and  guide  the  wheel. 
And  as  he  pass'd  the  gazing  throng. 
With  graceful  ease,  and  smack'd  the  thong, 


The  idiot  wonder  they  expreu'd 
Was  praise  and  tran^xirt  to  his  breast 

At  length,  quite  vain,  he  needs  would  shew 
His  master  what  his  art  could  do ; 
And  bade  his  slaves  the  chariot  k»id 
To  Academus*  sacred  shade. 
The  trembling  grove  confessed  its  fright. 
The  Wood-nymphs  startled  at  the  sight, 
The  Muses  drop  the  learned  lyre. 
And  to  their  inmost  shades  retire ! 

Howe'er,  the  youth  with  forward  air 
Bows  to  the  sage,  and  mounts  the  car. 
The  lash  resounds,  the  coursers  spring, 
The  chariot  marks  the  rolling  ring. 
And  gathering  crowds,  with  eager  eyes. 
And  shouts,  pursue  him  as  he  flies. 

Triumphant  to  the  goal  retum'd. 
With  nobler  thirst  his  bosom  bum*d ; 
And  now  along  th'  indented  plain. 
The  self-same  track  he  marks  again; 
Pursues  with  care  the  mce  design. 
Nor  ever  deviates  from  the  Une. 

Amazement  seiz'd  the  circling  crowd ; 
The  youths  with  emulation  gbw'd, 
Ev*n  bearded  sages  hail'd  the  boy. 
And  all,  but  Plato,  gazM  with  joy. 
For  he,  deep-judging  sage,  beheld 
With  pain  the  triumphs  of  thefiek) ; 
And  when  the  charioteer  drew  nigh, 
And,  flushed  with  hope,  bad  cauj^t  his  eye : 
*•  Alas  !  unhappy  youth,"  he  cry'd, 
«  Expect  no  praise  from  me;*'  (and  sighM) 
"  With  indignation  f  survey 
Such  skill  and  judgment  thrown  away. 
The  time  profusely  squander'd  there 
On  vulgar  arts  beneath  thy  care. 
If  well  employed,  at  less  expense. 
Had  taught  thee  honour,  virtue,  sense. 
And  rab'd  thee  from  a  coachman's  fate 
To  govern  men,  and  guide  the  state.** 


TO  A  GENTLEMAN, 

OM  RI8  PITCHING  A  TENT  IN  Hlf  GAEDBN. 

An !  friend,  forbear,  nor  fright  the  fields 
With  hostile  scenes  of  imag'd  war; 

Content  still  roves  the  blooming  wilds. 
And  fearless  ease  attends  her  there : 

Ah !  drive  not  the  sweiyt  wandVer  from  her  seat. 
Nor  with  rude  arts  pro&ne  her  latest  best  retreat 

Are  there  not  bowers,  and  sylvan  scenes, 

By  Nature's  kuMl  luxuriance  wove  ? 
Hu  Homely  lost  the  living  greens, 

Which  erst  adom*d  her  artless  gpnove  ? 
Where  throu^  each  hallow*d  haunt  the  poets 
■tray'd. 
And  met  the  willing  Muse,  and  peopled  every  shade. 

But  now  no  bards  thy  woods  among 
Shall  wait  th*  inspiring  Muse's  call ; 

For  though  to  mirth  and  festal  song 
Thy  choice  devotes  the  woven  wall. 

Yet  what  avails  that  all  be  peace  within. 
If  honours  guard  the  gate^  and  scare  us  from  the 
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Tm  true,  of  old  the  pa^iarch  spread  I 

His  happier  tents  which  knew  not  war, 
And  chang'd  at  will  the  trampled  mead  I 

For  fresher  greens  and  purer  air  t 
Bnt  long  has  man  forgot  such  simple  ways ; 
Truth  unsospecting  harm ! — the  dream  of  ancient 
da3rs. 

EtHi  he,  cut  off  fkom  human  kind, 

(Thy  neighbouring  wretch)  the  child  of  care, 
Who,  to  his  native  mines  confin'd. 

Nor  sees  the  Sun,  nor  breathes  the  air,  [womb 
But  'midst  the  damps  and  darkness  of  Earth*s 
Dngi  out  laborious  life,  and  scarcely  dreads  the 
tomb. 

Ev'n  he,  should  sotne  indulgent  chance 

Transport  him  to  thy  sylvan  reign, 
Would  eye  the  floating  veil  askance. 

And  hide  him  in  his  cares  again, 
While  drre  presage  in  every  breexe  that  blows 
Heats  shrieks,  and  clashmg  arms,  and  all  Germa- 
nia's  woes. 

And,  doubt  not,  thy  polluted  taste 
A  sudden  vengeance  shall  pursue ; 

Each  fairy  form  we  whilom  trac'd 
Along  the  mom  or  evening  dew, 

Kymph,  Satyr,  Faun,  shall  vindicate  their  groive, 
Bobb'd  of  its  genuine  charms,  and  hospitable  Jove. 

I  see,  all  arm'd  lirith  dews  unblest. 

Keen  frosts^  and  noisooie  vapours  drear. 
Already,  fifom  the  bleak  north-east, 
The  Genius  of  the  wood  iqvpear  ! 
— Far  other  office  once  his  prime  delight. 
To  nurse  thy  saplings  tall,  and  bed  the  harms  of 
night 

With  ringlets  quaint  to  curl  thy  shade. 

To  bid  the  insect  tribes  retire. 
To  guard  thy  walks,  and  not  invade— 

O  wherefore  then  provoke  his  ire  } 
Alas  !  with  prayers,  with  tears,  his  rage  repel. 
While  yet  the  red'ning  shoots  with  embryo-blos- 
soms sweU. 

Too  late  thou  *lt  weep,  when  blights  deform 

The  fisirest  produce  of  the  year ; 
Too  late  thou  'It  weep,  when  every  storm 

Shall  kmdly  thunder  in  thy  ear, 
''Thus,  thus  the  green-hair'd  deities  maintain 
Tbeir  own  eternal  rights,   and  Natuie^   injur'd 
reign.*' 


THE  LARK. 

A  flMILB. 
TO  TBI  BSVlAtMD  ML 


This  you  obeerv'd,  and  ask'd  froaii  me. 
My  gentle  friend,  a  simile. 
So  tsJce  in  homely  verse^  but  true, 
Instead  of  one  the  folk>wing  twa 

That  larks  are  poets*  birds,  is  known. 
So  make  the  case  the  poefs  own. 
And  see  .him  first  fkom  fields  arise 
And  paMoral  seeoes,  to  Celia*s  eyes. 
From  thence  the  bold  adventurer  springs 
To  vaulted  roofs,  and  courts,  and  Idngs. 
Tdl  having  erown'd  his  soaring  lays 
With  something  mcve  than  empty  praise  ; 
And,  like  his  readers,  learnt  aright 
To  mingle  profit  with  delight ; 
He  reads  the  news,  he  takes  the  air» 
Or  slumbers  in  his  elbow  chair. 

Or  lay  aside  for  once  grimace. 
And  make  it,  yours,  the  parson's  ease  ; 
Who^  leaving  curate's  humble  roof. 
Looks  down  on  crape,  and  sits  akiof. 
Tbo'  no  vain  wish  hb  breast  enthral 
To  swell  in  pomp  pontifical, 
But  pure  contentment  seated  there. 
Nor  finds  a  want,  nor  feels  a  care. 
Yet  are  there  not  to  stain  the  cfoth 
(O  may^  thou  live  secure  fiom  both !) 
A  city  pride,  or  country  sloth  ? 
And  may  not  man,  if  tooch'd  with  these. 
Resign  his  duty  for  his  ease  ? 

But  Iforbear ;  for  well  I  ween 
Soch  likenings  suit  with  other  tnen. 
For  never  can  my  humble  verse 
The  cautions  ear  of  patron  pierce ; 
Nor  ever  can  thy  brMSt  admit 
Degrading  sloth,  or  self-conceit. 

Then  let  the  birds  or  sing  or  fly. 
As  Hector  sajrs,  and  what  care  I  ? 
They  hurt  not  me,  nor  ike  my  firiend;  ' 
Shioe,  whatsoe'er  the  Fates  intend. 
Nor  he  can  sink,  nor  I  asoend. 


TO  THa 
HONOURABLE  CHARLES  TOmfSBND. 

O  Chakus,  in  absence  hear  a  fHend  complain. 
Who  knows  thou  lov'sthtei  wheresoever  hegoef^ 

Yet  feels  uneasy  starts  of  idle  pain, 
And  often  would  be  told  the  thin^  he  knowsr 

Why  then,  thou  loiterer,  fleets  the  silent  year, 
Ho^  dii^st  thou  give  a  fiiend  unnecessary  fear? 

We  are  not  now  betide  that  osieed  stream, 

-Where  erst  we  wander>d,  thoughtless  of  the 

We  do  not  now  of  distant  ages  dream,      [way  ; 

And  cheat  in  converse  h^the  Ung'ring  day; 

No  fancied  heroes  rise  at  oar  command. 

And  no  Timoleon  weeps,  and  bleeds  no Thebanband. 
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Truth's  genuine  voice,  the  freelr-qpening  mind, 
Are  thine,  are  friendship*!  and  retirement's  lot ; 

To  conversation  is  the  world  confin'd, 

Friends  of  an  hour,  who  please  and  are  forgot; 

And  interest  stains,  and  vanity  controls, 
The  pure  unsullied  thoughts,  and  sallies  of  our  souls. 

0  I  remember,  and  with  pride  repeat. 

The  rapid  progress  which  our  friendship  knew ! 
Even  at  the  first  with  willing  minds  we  met; 

And  ere  the  root  was  fix'd,  the  branches  grew. 
In  vam  had  fortune  plac'd  her  weak  barrier : 
Clear  was  thy  breast  from  pride,  and  mine  from 
servile  fear. 

1  saw  thee  generous,  and  with  joy  can  say 

My  education  roae  above  my  birth. 
Thanks  to  those  parent  shades,  on  whose  odd  clay 

Fall  fast  my  tears,  and  lightly  lie  the  earth ! 
To  them  I  owe  whate'er  I  dare  pretend   [friend. 
Thou  saw'st  with  partial  eyes,  and  bade  me  call  thee 

Let  others  meanly  heap  the  treasnr'd  store, 
And  awkward  fondness  cares  on  cares  employ 
,    To  leave  a  race  more  exquisitely  poor, 

PoMess'd  of  riches  which  they  ne*er  ei^y ; 
He  's  only  kind  who  takes  the  nobler  way 
T*  unbind  the  springs  of  thought,  and  give  them 
power  to  pl^y. 

His  heirs  shall  bless  him,  and  look  down  with 
scorn 
On  all  that  titles,  birth,  or  wealth  afford; 
Lords  of  themselVies,  thank  Heaven  that  they 
were  bom 
Above  the  sordid  miser's  glittering  hoard. 
Above  the  servile  grandeur  of  a  throne,     [own. 
For  they  are  Nature's  heirs,  and  all  her  works  their 


TO  TBB  8A1IB. 

OH  TBB  DBATB  OP  A  UUkTIOK. 

OX)0Attis,  'tis  now  the  tender,  trying  time,    - 
The  hour  of  friendship,  the  sad  moment,  when 

You  must  awhile  indulge  a  virtuous  crime. 
And  hide  your  own  to  ease  another's  pain, 

The  mournful  tribute  Nature  claims  forego. 
To  cahn  a  softer  breast,  and  win  it  from  its  woe. 

Yet  think  not  consolation,  vainly  drest 

In  Tully's  language,  and  the  learned  pride 
Of  wordy  eloquence,  can  sooth  the  breast 


Bade  us  bedew  with  tears  the  kindred  urn. 
And  for  a  brother  lost  like  sad  Maria  mourn. 

He  bids  thee  too,  in  whispers  felt  within, 

For  sure  he  finely  tun*d  thr  social  soul, 
Haste  to  the  lovely  mourner,  «nd  restrain 

Griefs  swelling  tides  which  in  her  bosom  roll. 
Not  by  obstructing  the  tumultuous  course. 
But  stealing  by  degrees,  and  yielding  to  its  fbrce^ 

As  the  kind  parent  treats  the  wounded  child 
With  open  smiles,  and  only  weeps  by  stealth; 

Its  wayward  pain  with  condescension  mild 
She  charms  to  rest,  and  cheats  it  into  health  ; 

So  must  we  lightly  urge  th'  afflicted  fair,  [bear. 
Probe  the  self-tortur'd  breast,  and  teach  it  how  to 

Improve  each  moment  when  th'  elastic  mind, 

Tir'd  with  its  plaints,  resumes  the  bent  of  mirth  ; 

Lead  it  to  joys,  notboistrons,  but  refined,  [birth. 

Far  from  those  scenes  which  gave  its  sorrows 

Thro*  the  smooth  paths.of  fency's  flowery  vale. 

And  the  long  devious  tracks  of  some  well-woveu  tale. 

Tho'  oft  I've  known  a  sorrow  like  to  theirs. 

In  well-devised  story  painted  strong, 
Cheat  the  fond  mourners  of  their  real  cares. 
And  draw  perforce  the  list'ning  ear  along ; 
Till  powerful  fiction  taught  the  tears  to  flow. 
And  more  than  half  their  grief  bewail'd  another*^ 
woe. 

But  she,  alas,  unfbrtunately  wis^ 

Will  see  thro'  every  scheme  thy  art  can  fi*ame. 
Reject  with  honest  scorn  each  mean  disguise, 

And  her  full  share  of  genuine  anguish  claim ; 
Wild  as  the  winds  which  ocean's  face  deform. 
Or  silent  as  the  deep  ere  rolls  th'  impetuous  storm. 

Why  had  she  talents  given  beyond  her  sex, 
0^  why  those  talents  did  her  care  improve  ? 

Free  from  the  follies  which  weak  minds  perplex^ 
But  most  expos'd  to  all  which  most  can  move. 

Great  souls  alone  are  cursed  with  grieTs  excess, 
That  quicker  finer  sense  of  exquisite  distress. 


Yet  shall  that  power  beyond  her  sex,  at  last. 

Not  giv\[i  in  vain,  o'er  grief  itself  prevail. 
Stop  those  heart-bursting  groans  which  heave  s» 

&8t. 

And  reason  triumph  where  thy  counsels  fail ; 
Save  when  some  wdl-known  object  ever  dear 
Recalls  th'  untntor'd  sigh,  or  sudden-starting  tear. 

Such  tender  tribute  to  departed  friends 
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TO  MR.  GARRICK.-NATURE  TO  DR.  HOADLY. 


^Sf^ 


fiogag'd,  perhaps,  id  deep  debate 

Od  Rich's,  or  oo  Fleetwood's  fate. 

When,  oo  a  sudden,  oewawas  brought 

That  Garrick  bad  the  pateot  got. 

And  both  their  ladyships  again 

Might  DOW  return  to  Drury-lane. 

They  bow'd,  they  simper'd,  and  agreed. 

They  wish'd  the  project  might  succeed, 

Twss  Yery  possible ;  the  case 

Was  likely  too,  and  had  a  face— 

**  A  &ce  !'*  Thalia  titt'ring  crfd^ 

And  could  her  joy  do  loDCper  hide ; 

'*  Why,  sister,  aH  the  world  must  see 

How  much  this  makes  for  you  aod  me  > 

No  longer  now  shall  we  expose 

Oor  uDbought  goods  to  empty  rows. 

Or  meanly  be  obliged  to  court 

From  fbrcagn  aid  a  weak  support ; 

No  more  the  poor  polluted  scene 

Shall  teem  with  births  of  Harlequin  ? 

Or  Tindicated  stage  shall  fMl 

The  insults  of  the  dancer's  heel^ 

Such  idle  trash  we'll  kindly  spare 

To  operas  now — they*ll  want  them  there  ^ 

For  Sadler'fr-Wells,  they  say,  this  year 

Has  quite  outdone  theif  engineer." 

**  Pugfa,  yoa  're  a  wag,"  the  buskin'd  prude 
Reply'^  and  smil'd  ;  **  beside  'tis  rude 
To  lau^  at  foreigners,  you  know, 
And  triumph  o'er  a  vanquish'd  foe 
For  my  pajt,  I  shall  be  content 
If  things  succeed  as  they  are  meant ; 
And  should  not  be  displeased  to  find 
Some  chanyea  of  the  tragic  kind. 
And  say,  llMriia,  mayn't-we  hope 
The  scale  will  take  a  larger  scope  ? 
Shall  be,  whose  all-ckprtessive  powers 
Can  reach  the  heights  which  Shakspeare  soars. 
Descend  to  touch  an  humbler  key. 
And  tickle  ears  with  poetry ; 
Where  every  tear  is  taught  to  flow 
Thro*  many  a  line*s  melodious  woe. 
And  beart-fdt  pangs  of  deep  distress 
Are  fritter'd  into  similies  ? 
— O  thou,  whom  Nature  taught  the  art 
To  pierce,  to  deavei  to  tear  the  heart. 
Whatever  name  delight  thy  ear, 
Othello,  Richard,  Hamlet,  Lear, 
O  undertake  my  just  defence, 
Aod  banish  all  but  Nature  hence  ! 
See,  to  thy  aid  with  streaming  eyes 
Tbe  fiur  afllicted  Coivtance*  flies; 
Now  wild  as  winds  in  madness  tears 
Her  heaving  breasts,  and  scattered  hairs  ; 
Or  low  oo  earth  disdains  rdief. 
With  all  the  conscious  pnde  of  grief. 
My  Pritchard  too  in  Hamlet's  queen" — 
The  goddess  of  the  sportive  vein 
Here  stopp>d  her  shwt,  and  with  a  sneer, 
"  My  Pritchard,  if  you  please,  my  dear  ! 
Her  trainc  merit  I  confesa. 


Thro*  every  ibiMe  trace  the  ftiir. 
Or  leave  the  town,  and  toilet's  care. 
To  chant  in  forests  unconfin'd 
The  wilder  notes  of  Rosalind. 

*<  O  thou,  where'er  thou  fir  thy  praise, 
Brute,  Drugger,  FribWe,  Ranger,  Bays  ? 
O  join  with  her  in  my  behalf. 
And  teach  an  audieuce  when  to  laugh. 
So  shall  bufibous  with  shame  repair 
To  draw  in  fools  at  Smithfield  fair. 
And  real  humour  charm  the  age. 
Though  Falstaff  >  should  forsake  the  itage.** 

She  spoke.     Melpomene  replyM, 
And  much  was  said  on  either  side ; 
And  many  a  chief,  and  many  a  fair. 
Were  meotion'd  to  their  credit  there. 
But  I'll  not  venture  to  display 
What  goddesses  think  fit  to  say. 
However,  Garrick,  this  at  least 
Appears  by  both  a  truth  eonfest, 
That  their  whole  fate  for  many  a  year 
But  hangs  on  your  paternal  care.  ' 
A  nation^s  taste  depends  on  3rou : 
— Perhaps  a  nation's  virtue  too. 
O  think  how  glorious  'twere  to  raise 
A  theatre  to  vbtue's  praise. 
Where  no  indignant  blush  might  rise^ 
Nor  wit  be  taoghl  to  plead  for  vice ; 
But  every  young  attentive  ear 
Imbide  the  precepts,  living  there. 
And  every  unexperieoc'd  breast 
There  feel  its  own  rude  hints  exprest,   > 
And,  waken'd  by  the  glowing  scene, 
Unfbld  the  worth  that  lurks  within. 

If  possible,  be  perfect  quite; 
A  few  short  rules  will  guide  you  right. 
Oonsdlt  your  own  good  sense  in  all. 
Be  deaf  to  fashion's  fickle  call; 
Nor  e'er  descend  from  reason's  laws 
To  court,  what  you  command,  applause. 


NATURE  TO  J)R.  HOADLY, 

ON  HIS  COMEDY  OF  THE  SUSPICIOUS  HUiBAMD. 

Sly  hypocrite!  was  this  your  aim  ? 

To  borrow  Pseon*s  sacred  name. 

And  lurk  beneath  his  graver  mien. 

To  trace  the  secrets  of  my  reign  ? 

Did  I  for  this  applaud  your  ze^, 

And  point  out  each  minuter  wheel,  ^ 

Which  finely  ^ught  the  next  to  roll. 

And  made  my  works  one  perfect  whole  } 

For  who,  but  I,  till  you  appear'd. 

To  model  the  dramatic  herd. 

E'er  bade  to  wond'ring  ears  and  eyes. 

Such  pleasing  intricacies  rise  ? 

WhATA  Av<»rv  rutrt  m  iti<*«>1v  true. 
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Nor  was't  enough,  you  thought,  to  write  ; 
But  you  must  impiously  unite 
With  Garrick  too,  who  long  before 
Had  storn  my  whole  exprewive  pow'r. 
That  changeful  Prdteus  of  the  stage, 
Usurps  my  mirth,  my  grief,  my  rage ; 
And  as  his  different  parts  incline, 
Gives  jo3r8  or  pains,  sincere  as  mine.  * 

Y^  you  shall  find  (howe'er  elate 
Your  triumph  in  your  formeir  cheat) 
'Tis  not  so  easy  to  escape 
In  NatuWs,  as  in  Pseon's  shape. 
For  every  critic,  gpreat  or  small, 
Hates  every  thing  that^s  natnraL 
The  beaux,  and  ladies  too  can  say, 
'*  What  does  he  mean  ?  is  this  a  play  ? 
Wp  see  such  people  every  day." 
Nay  more,  to  chafe,  and  tease  your  spleen. 
And  teach  you  how  to  steal  again, 
My  very  fools  shall  prove  you're  bit, 
And  damn  you  for  your  want  of  wit. 


TO  RICHARD  OWEN  CAMBRIDGE,  ESSt, 

DcAit  Cambridge,  teach  your  friend  the  art 

You  use  to  gain  the  Muse*s  heart. 

And  make  her  so  entirely  yours. 

That  at  all  seasons,  and  all  hours. 

The  anxious  goddess  ready  stands 

To  wait  the  modon  of  your  hands. 

It  was  of  dd  a  truth  confest 
That  poets  must  have  needinl  rest. 
And  every  imp  of  Phosbus*  quire 
To  philosophic  shades  retire. 
Amid  those  flowery  scenes  of  ease 
To  pick  up  sense  and  similies. 
Had  Virgil  been  from  coast  to  coast, 
Like  his  JEnet»,  tempest-tost. 
Or  pass'd  life's  fluctuating  dream 
On  Tyber's  or  on  Mincio's  stream. 
He  might  have  been  expert  in  sailing; 
Bt&t  Maerius  ne'er  bad  fear'd  his  railing, 
Nor  great  Augustus  sav'd  from  fire 
The  relics  of  a  trav*ling  squire. 

Had  Horace  too,  from  day  to  day, 
Ron  post  u^on  the  Appian  way. 
In  restless  joumies  to  and  firom 
Brundisium,  Capua,  and  Rome ; 
The  bard  had  scarody  found  a  tame 
To  put  that  very  road  in  rhyme ; 
And  sav*d  great  cities  mocb  expense 
hi  laboring  to  mistake  h»  sense. 

Nay  he,  wboae  Greek  is  out  of  date 
Since  Pope  descended  to  translate, 
Though  wand*ring  still  from  place  to  place^ 

At  least  lay  by  in  stormy  weather 


And,  let  the  sides  fly  how  they  will, 
The  central  point  must  needs  stand  still. 
Perhaps  your  mind,  like  Mie  of  these, 
^bolds  the  tumult  round  at  ease. 
And  stands,  as  firm  as  rock  in  ocean. 
The  centre  of,  perpetual  motion. 

That  Csesar  did  three  things  at  once, 
Is  known  at  school  to  every  dunce ; 
But  your  more  comprehensive  mind 
Leaves  pidling  Caesar  far  behind. 
You  spread  the  lawn,  direct  the  flood. 
Cut  vistas  through,  or  plant  a  wood. 
Build  China's  barks  for  Severn's  stream. 
Or  form  new  plans  for  epic  fame. 
And  then,  in  spite  of  wind  or  weather. 
You  read,  row,  ride,  and  write  together. 

But  'tis  not  your  undoubted  claim 
To  naval  or  equestrian  fame, 
Your  nicer  taste,  or  quicker  parts. 
In  rural  or  mechanic  arts, 
(Though  each  alone  in  humbler  station 
Mi^t  raise  both  wealth  and  reputatioo) 
It  IS  not  these  that  I  would  have. 
Bear  them,  o'  God*s  name,  to  your  grave. 
But  'tie  that  unexhausted  vein. 
That  quick  conception  without  pain. 
That  something,  for  no  words  can  show  it. 
Which  without  leisure  makes  a  poet. 

Sure  Nature  cast,  indulgent  dame, ' 
Some  strange  peculiar  in  your  faame. 
From  whose  well-lodgNl  prolific  seeds 
This  inexpressive  power  proceeds. 

Or  does  Thalia  court  your  arms 
Because  you  seem  to  slight  her  charms, 
And,  like  her  sister  females,  fly 
Fkom  our  dull  assiduity. 
If  that's  the  case,  I'll  soon  be  free, 
I'll  put  on  aira  as  well  as  she ; 
And  ev'en  in  this  poetic  diade  >, 
Where  erst  with  Pope  and  Gay  she  play'd, 
Ev'n  here  PU  tell  her  to  her  foce 
Pve  leam'd  to  scorn  a  foroM  embracoi. 
In  short,  here  ends  her  forlner  reign ; 
And  if  we  e'er  begin  again 
It  must  be  on  another  score— 
I'll  write  like  yon,  or  write  no  more. 


TO  MR,  mason: 


Bblixvb  me.  Mason,  'tis  in  vain 
Thy  fortitude  the  torrent  braves ; 

Thou  too  must  bear  the  inglorious  chain ; 
The  worid,  the  world  will  have  its  slaves. 

The  chosen  friend,  for  converse  sweet. 

The  small,  yet  elegant  retreat. 

Are  peaceful  unambitious  views 
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TO  MR.  MASON...DK. 

And  wh J  we  Taryiag  lofaemni  piefer'd  ? 
Mas  miiM  wkb  the  conunou  herd : 
By  caMon  gaided  to  paniae. 

Or  wealth,  or  hoooun,  hme,  or  eesc^ 
Whet  others  wish  he  wishes  too ; 
Nor  fhNB  his  own  pecoliar  choice, 
TiU  strengthened  by  the  puUic  voice,  ' 

His  Tery  pteasoiei  pleese. 

How  oft,  beoeeth  some  hoery  shade 

Where  Cam  glides  indolently  slow. 
Hast  tboa,  as  indolently  laid, 

Prefcr'd  to  Heayen  thy  fav'rite  vow  i 
"  Here,  here  forever  let  me  stay. 
Here  calmly  loiter  life  away, 
Nor  all  those  vain  connections  know 

Which  fetter  down  the  froe-hom  mind. 
The  slave  of  interest,  or  of  show ; 
^Vhile  yon  gay  tenant  of  tbe  grove. 
The  happier  heir  of  Nature's  love, 

Ckn  warble  unconikn'd." 

Yet  sure,  my  friend/ th'  eternal  plan 

By  tretb  uaerring  was  designed ; 
Inferior  parts  were  made  lor  man. 

Bat  man  himself  for  all  mankind. 
Tbeo  by  th'  apparent  judge  th'  unseen; 
fiebold  bow  rolls  this  vast  machine 
To  one  great  end,  hewe'er  withstood. 

Directing  its  iq^partial  oonrae. 
AD  hbour  for  the  general  good : 
Some  stem  the  wave,  some  till  the  soil. 
By  choice  Uie  held,  th*  ambitious  toil. 

The  indelent  by  force. 

That  bird,  thy  fiuicy  frees  from  care. 

With  many  a  fear  unknown  to  thee, 
Mwt  rove  to  glean  his  scanty  fare 

From  field  to  field,  from  tree  to  tree, 
His  lot,  united  with  his  kind. 
Has  all  his  little  joys  conftn»d  ; 
The  lover*8  and  the  pareQt*s  ties 

Alarm  by  turns  his  anxSous  breast; 
Yet,  bound  by  fate,  by  instinct  wise. 
He  hails  with  songs  the  rising  mom, 
And,  pleas'd  with  evening^  cool  return, 

He  sings  hhnself  to  rest 


And  tell  om,  has  not  Natsre  made 
Some  suted  void  for  thee  to  fill. 
Some  spring,  some  wh^l,  which  asks  thy  i 

To  more,  regardless  of  thy  will } 
Go  then,  ^  feel  with  glad  surprise 
New  bliss  from  new  attentions  rise; 
Till,  happier  in  thy  wider  sphere, 
,  Thon  quit  thy  darling  schemes  of  ease; 
N«y,  glowing  in  the  full  career, 
Kv'n  wish  thy  virtuous  labou«e  mere ; 
Nor  tiU  the  toilsome  day  iS  o'er 
Expect  the  night  of  peace. 


TO  TlfE  RErjSRElW  DR.  LOWTff ». 
OK  BIS  un  or  wiixiam  op  wrnnAM. 


^WTU...MR.  WRIGHT.    ^  «25 

From  the  same  fount,  with  reverence  let  me  boast, 
The  classic  streams  with  early  thint  I  caught ; 

What  time,  they  say,  the  Muses  reveled  BKMt, 
When  Bigg  presided,  and  whtti  Burton  taught. 

But  the  samefiite,  which  led  me  to  the  tpring^ 
Forbad  me  fuither  to  pursue  the  stream :    - 

Perhaps  as  kindly ;  for,  as  sages  sing, 
Of  chance  and  fate  full  idly  do  we  deem. 

And  sure  in  Oranta's  philosophic  shade 
Truth's  genuine  image  beam'd  upon  myugbt; 

And  slow-ey'd  reason  lent  his  sober  aid 
To  form,  deduce,  compare,  aud  judge  aright. 

Yes,  ye  sweet  fields,  beside  your  osier'd  stream 
Full  many  an  Attic  hour  my  youth  ei^eyM ; 

Full  many  a  friendship  form*d,  life>shappieflt dream. 
And  treasur'd  many  a  bliss  which  uinr  oloy^d. 

Yet  may  the  pilgrim,  o'er  his  temperate  fitre 
At  eve,  with  pleasing  reoeUection  say,        [hear 

T  was  the  fresh  mom^wbich  strung  bis  nerves  to 
The  piercing  beam,  and  useful  toUs  of  day. 

So  let  me  stni  with  filial  love  pursue 
The  purK  end  parent  of  my  infant  thought. 

From  whence  the  colour  of  my  life  I  drew, 
When  Bigg  presided,  and  when  Burton  taught 

O,  names  by  me  revered ! — till  memory  die. 
Till  my  deaf  ear  forget  th*  enchanting  flow 

Of  verse  harmonious,  shall  my  mental  eye 
Trace  back  old  time,  and  teach  my  breast  to  glow. 

Peace  to  that  honoured  shade,  whose  mortal  frame 
Sleeps  in  the  bosom  of  its  parent  earth. 

While  his  freed  soul,  which  boasts  celestial  fbnne, 
Perhaps  now  triumphs  in  a  aoMer  birth  t 

Perhaps  with  Wykeham,  firom  some  blissfiil  bower. 
Applauds  thy  labours,  or  prepares  the  Wreath 

For  Burton's  generous  tmU — ^Th'  insatiate  power 
Extends  his  deathful  sway  o'er  all  that  breathe; 

Nor  aught  avails  it,  that  the  virtuous  sage 

Forms  future  bards,  or  Wykehams  3ret  tocome; 

Nor  aught  avails  it,  that  his  green  old  age,  [toipb: 
From  youth  well  spent,  may  seem  t'  elude  th& 

For  Burton  too  must  fall.    And  o'er  his  urn, 
While  science  hangs  her  sculptur'd  trophies  round. 

The  letter'd  tribes  of  half  an  age  shall  mourn, 
VVhese  lyves  he  strung,  and  added  sense  to  sound. 

Nor  shall  hi^  candid  ear,  I  trust,  disdain 
This  artless  tribute  of  a  feeling  mind ; 

And  thou,  O  Lowth,  shalt  own  the  grateful  strain. 
Mean  though  it  flow,  was  virtuously  desifded'; 

For 't  was  thy  work  inspired  tbe  melting  mood 
To  feel,  and  pay  the  sacred  debt  I  ow'd : 

And  the  next  virtue  to  bestowing  good. 
Thou  know'st,  is  gratHade  for  gqod  bast^w'd* 


TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  HTUOMT.    IWl. 

Pamin  tease  me  no  longer,  dear  titmblesome 
rwi  A  «iKUa«-  wh'u*h  wnnts  not  advice :      rfriend. 
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Many  inen  of  lees  worth,  jcn.  partially  cry, 

To  splendour  and  opulence  soar: 
Suppose  I  allow  it ;  yet,  pray  sir,  am  I 
'  Less  happy  because  they  are  more  ? 

Bot*why  said  I  happy  ?  I  aim  not  at  that. 

Mere  case  is  my  humble  request  j 
I  would  neither  repine  at  a  niggardly  fate. 

Nor  Sl^tch  my  win^  far  from  my  nest. 

Nor  e'er  may  my  pride  or  my  folly  reflect 
On  the  favorites  whom  fortune  has  made, 

Regardless  of  thousands  who  pine  with  neglect 
In  pensive  obscurity's  shade ; 

With  whom,  when  comparing  the  merit  I  beast. 
Though  rais'd  by  indulgence  to  fame, 

I  sink  in  confusion  bewilderM  and  lost. 
And  wonder  I  am  w|iat  I  am ! 

And  what  are  these  wonders,  these  blessings  reflh*d. 
Which  splendour  and  opulence  shower  ? 

The  health  of  the  body,  and  peace  of  the  mind. 
Are  things  which  are  out  of  their  power.  > 

To  contsntment^s  calm  sunshine,  the  lotof  Che  fewy 

Can  insolent  greatness  pretend  ? 
Ot  can  it  bestow,  what  I  boast  of  in  yoa. 

That  blessing  of  blessings,  a  friend  ? 

We  may  ]^y  some  regard  to  the  rich  and  the  great, 
But  how  seldom  we  love  them  you  know  j 

Or  if  we  do  love  them,  it  is  not  their  state. 
The  tinsel  and  plume  of  the  show. 

But  some  fecret  virtues  we  find  in  the  heart 
When  the  mask  is  laid  kindly  aside. 

Which  birth  cannot  give  them,  nor  riches  impart. 
And  which  neVer  once  heard  of  their  pride. 

A  flow  of  good  spirits  I  've  seen  with  a  smile 
To  wortii  make  a  shallow  pretence ; 

And  the  ch&t  of  good  breedingwith  ease,  ibr  awhile/ 
May  pass  for  good  nature  and  sense  ^ 

But  where  is  the  bosom  untainted  by  art. 
The  judgment  so  modest  and  stay*d. 

That  union  so  rare  of  the  head  and  the  heart. 
Which  fixes  the  friendv  it  has  made  ? 

For  those  whom  the  great  and  the  wealthy  employ 

Their  pleasure  or  vanity's  slaves, 
Whatever  they  can  give  I  without  them  enjoy. 

And  am  rid  of  just  so  many  knaves. 

For  the  many  whdm  titles  alone  can  allure. 
And  the  blazon  of  ermine  and  gules, 

I  wrap  myself  round  in  my  lowness  secure, 
And  am  rid  of  just  so  many  fools. 

Then  why  shonM  T  covet  what  cannot  increase 

My  delights,  and  may  lessen  their  store; 
My  present  condition  is  quiet  and  ease, 

Aa/4  «.v»«.  m«m  w^^  r..4.~_>  u \ 


No;  still  let  me  follow  sage  Horace's  nde. 
Who  tHed  all  things,  and  held  fast  the  best ; 

Learn  daily  to  put  all  my  passions  to  school. 
And  keep  the  due  poise  of  my  breast 

Thus,  firm  at  the  helm,  I  glid«  cdmly  away 
Like  the  merchant  long  as*d  to  the  deep. 

Nor  trust  for  my  safety  on  life's  stormy  sesi 
To  the  gilding  aad  paint  of  my  ship. 

Nor  yet  can  the  giants  of  honour  and  pelf 

My  want  of  ambition  deride. 
He  who  rules  his  own  bosom  is  lord  of  himself. 

And  lord  of  all  nature  beside. 


ODE  TO  THE  TIBER. 

ON  ENTBEING  TUt  CAMFANIA  O^  KOMB,  AT  OTRICOI.I, 
1755. 

Hail  sacred  stream,  whose  waters  roll 
Immortal  through  the  classic  page  ! 
To  thee  the  Muse^evoted  soul. 

Though  destin'd  to  a  later  age 
And  less  indulgent  clime,  to  thee. 
Nor  thou  disdain,  in  Runic  lays. 
Weak  mimic  of  true  harmony. 

His  grateful  homage  pays. 
Far  other  strains  thine  dder  ear 
With  pleasM  attention  wont  to  hear. 
When  he,  who  strung  the  Latian  Ijrre, 
And  he,  who  led  th'  Aonian  quire 
From  Mantua's  reedy  lakes  with  osiers  crowo'd. 
Taught  Echo  from  thy  banks  with  traiist»ort  to  re- 
sound. 
Thy  banks  H — alas !  is  this  the  boasted  scene. 
This  dreary,  wide,  uncultivated  plain. 
Where  sickening  Nature  wears  a  fainter  green. 
And  Desolation  spreads  her  torpid  reign  ? 
Is  this  the  scene  where  Freedom  breath'd. 
Her  copious  horn  where  Plenty  wieath'd. 

And  Health  at  opening  day 
Bade  all  her  roseate  breezes  fly. 
To  wake  the  sons  of  industry. 
And  make  their  fields  more  gay  ? 

Where  is  the  villa's  rural  pride. 

The  swelling  dome's  imperial  gleam, 
Which  lov'd  to  grace  thy  verdant  side. 

And  tremble  in  thy  golden  stream  ? 
Where  are  the  bold,  the  busy  throngs, 

That  rush'd  impatient  to  the  war. 
Or  tun'd  to  peace  triumphal  songs. 

And  hail'd  the  passing  car  ? 
Along  the  solitary  road', 
Th'  eternal  flint  by  consuls  trod. 
We  muse,  and  mark  the  sad  decays 
[_  Of  mighty  works,  and  mighty  days  1  ^ 
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Tbej  did.    For  this  deserted  plain 
The  hero  strove,  nor  strove  in  vsin ; 

And  here  tKe  shepherd  mw 
Unnamber'd  towns  and  temples  spread. 
While  Rome  majestic  rear'd  her  head. 

And  gave  the  nations  law. 

Yes,  thou  and  Latiom  once  were  great; 

And  still,  ye  first  of  human  things. 
Beyond  the  grasp  of  time  or  late 

Her  fame  and  thine  triumphant  springs. 
What  though  the  mould'nng  columns  fall. 

And  strow  the  desert  earth  heneath. 
Though  ivy  round  each  nodding  wall 

Entwine  its  £eital  wreath, 
Yet  say,  can  Rhine  or  Danube  hoast 
The  numerous  glories  thou  liast  lost? 
Can  ev*n  Euphrates*  palmy  shorc^ 
Or  Nile,  with  all  his  mystic  Khtc, 
Produce  from  old  records  of  genuine  fame 
Such  heroes,  poets,  kings,  or  emulate  thy  name? 
£v*n  now  the  Muse,  Uie  conscious  Muse  is  here; 

Fh>m  every  ruin's  formidable  shade 
Eternal  music  breathes  on  fancy's  ear. 
And  wakes  to  more  than  form  th'  illustrious  dead. 
Thy  Caesan,  Scipios,  Catos  rise. 
The  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise, 

In  solemn  state  advance ! 
They  fix  the  philosophic  eye. 
Or  trail  the  robe,  or  lift  on  high 
The  lightning  of  the  lance. 

But  chief  that  humbler  happier  train. 
Who  knew  those  virtues  to  reward 
Be3rond  the  reach  of  chance  or  pain 
Secure,  th'  historian  and  the  bard. 
By  them  the  hero's  generous  rage 

Still  warm  in  youth  immortal  lives; 
And  in  their  adamantine  page 

Thy  glory  still  survives. 
Through  deep  savannahs  wild  and  vast. 
Unheard,  unknown  through  a^  past. 
Beneath  the  Sun's  directer  beams. 
What  copious  torrents  pour  their  streams ! 
No  fame  have  they,  no  fond  pretence  to  mourn, . 
Noannaki  swell  their  pride,  or  grace  theirstoried  urn. 
While  thou,  with  Rome's  exalted  genius  join'd. 
Her  spear  yet  lifted,  and  her  corslet  brac'd. 
Canst  tell  the  waves,  canst  tell  the  passing  wind. 
Thy  wondrous  tale,  and  cheer  the  litt'ning  waste. 
Though  from  his  caves  th'  unfieelinj^  North 
Piirar'd  all  his  legion'd  tempests  fortib. 

Yet  still  thy  laurels  bloom : 
One  deathless  glory  still  remains. 
Thy  stream  has  roll'd  through  Latian  plains, 
Hat  wash'd  the  walls  of  fiome. 
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Fist  by  the  stream,  and  at  th<^  mountain's  base. 
The  lowing  herds  through  living  pastures  rove; 

Wide  waving  harvests  crown  the  rising  space; 
And  still  superior  nods  the  viny  grove. 

High  on  the  top,  as  guardian  of  the  scene, 
Imperial  Sylvan  spreads  his  umbrage  wide ; 

Nor  wants  there  many  a  cot,  and  spire  between, 
Or  in  the  vale,  or  on  the  mountain's  side. 

To  mark  that  man,  as  tenant  of  the  whole, 
Claims  the  just  tribute  of  his  culturing  care. 

Yet  pa3rs  to  Heavtdi,  in  gratitude  of  soul. 
The  boon  which  Heaven  accepts,  of  praise  and 
prayer. 

O  dire  eflects  of  war !  the  time  has  been 
When  desolation  vaunted  here  her  reign ; 

One  ravag'd  desert  was  yon  beauteous  scene. 
And  Marne  ran  purple  to  the  frighted  Sdne. 

Oft  at  his  work,  the  toilsome  day  to  cheat. 
The  swain  still  talks  of  those  disastrous  times 

When  Guise's  pride,  and  Conde's  ill-star'd  heat. 
Taught  Christian  zeal  to  authorize  their  crimes: 

Oft  to  his  children  sportive  on  the  gra^ 
Does  dreadful  tales  of  worn  tradition  tell. 

Oft  points  to  Epemay's  ill-fated  pass. 
Where  force  thrice  triumph'd,  and  whereBiron  fell. 

O  dire  effects  of  war ! — may  ever  more 
Through  this  sweet  vale  the  voice  of  discord  cease! 

A  British  bard  to  Gallia's  fertile  shore 
Can  wish  the  bless'mgs  of  eternal  peace. 

Yet  say,  ye  monlu,  (beneath  whose  moss-grown  seat. 
Within  whose  cloistered  cells  th'  indebted  Muse 

Awhile  sojourns,  for  meditation  meet. 
And  these  loose  thoughts  in  pensive  strain  pursues,) 

^vails  it  aught,  that  war's  rude  tumults  spare 
Yon  cluster'd  vineyard,  or  yon  golden  field. 

If,  niggards  to  yourselves,  and  fond  of  care. 
You  slight  the  joys  their  copious  treasures  yield  ? 

Avails  it  aught^  that  Nature's  liberal  hand 
With  every  blessing  grateful  man  can  know. 

Clothes  the  rich  bosom  of  yon  smilmg  land. 
The  mountain's  sloping  side,  or  pendent  brow, 

If  meagre  fsihiine  paint  your  pallid  cheek. 
If  breaks  the  midnight  bell  your  hours  of  rest. 

If,  midst  heart-chilling  damps,  and  winter  bleak. 
You  shun  the  cheerful  bowl,  and  moderate  feast  ? 

Look  forth,  and  be  convinc'd  !  'Us  Nature  jpleads. 
Her  ample  volume  opens  on  your  view : 

The  simple-minded  swain,  who  running  reads. 
Feels  the  glad  truth,  and  is  it  hid  from  you  ? 

Look  forth,  and  be  convinc'd.    Yon  prospects  wide 

To  reason's  ear  how  forcibly  they  speak : 
rVkmnni^H  with  those  how  ilull  is  lettcr'd  mride. 
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Mark»  wbHe  the  Marne  in  yon  foil  channel  glides, 
How  gniooth  bis  coarse,  bowNatnre  smiles  around! 

But  sfaoald  impetuous  torrentr  swell  his  tides. 
The  hiry  landscape  sinks  in  ocean»  drown'd. 

Nor  less  disastrous^  should  his  thrifty  urn . 

Neglected  leave  the  once  well-water'd  land» 
To  dreary  wastes  yon  pa»dise  woold  tarn. 

Polluted  oose,  or  besps  of  barren  sand. 


ELEGY  ir. 

OW  THl  MADtOLBUM  Of  AUOUtrVt  '. 

TO  TBS  aicBT  noicoinusu  oBoact  svsit  vidlus, 
ntcouirr  tilluis. 

wairnui  at  romb,  1756. 

Am»  these  mouldVing  walls,  this  marble  round, 
Where  slept  the  heroes  of  the  JuKan  name. 

Say,  shall  we  linger  still  in  thought  profound. 
And  meditate  the  moumlul  paths-to  iame? 

What  though  no  cypress  shades,  in  funeral  rows. 
No  sculptured  urns,  the  last  records  of  fSste, 

0*er  the  shrunk  terrace  wave  thdr  baleful  boughs, 
Or  breathe  in  storied  emblems  of  the  great ; 

Yet  not  with  heedless  eye  will  we  survey 
The  scene  though  changed,  nor  negligently  tread ; 

These  variegated  walks,  however  gay. 
Were  onoe  the  silent  mansions  of  the  dead. 

In  every  shrub,  in  every  floweret's  bloom. 
That  ptaints  with  different  hues  3ron  smiling  plain. 

Some  hero's  ashes  issue  firom  the  tomb, 
And  live  a  vegetative  life  again. 

For  tnatter  dies  not,  as  the  Sages  say, 
But  shifts  to  other  forms  the  pliant  mass. 

When  the  firee  spirit  quits  its  cumb*rous  clay. 
And  sees,  btsneath,  the  rolling  planets  ] 


O  los^  too  soon !— -yet  why  lament  a  fkte 
By  tfaousatidi  envied,  and  by  Heav^i  appre^'d? 

Rare  is  the  boon  to  thcae  of  ktager  date 
To  live,  to  die,  admir'd,  esteemed,  belot'd. 

Weak  are  oar  judgments,  and  oar  passions  warai. 
And  slowly  dawns  the  radiant  mom  of  truth. 

Our  expectations  hastily  we  form, 
And  much  we  pardon  to  ingenuous  youth. 

Too  oft  we  satiate  on  the  applause  we  pay 
To  riabg  merit,  and  resume  the  crown ; 

Full  many  a  blooming  genius  snatched  away, 
Has  fallen  lamented,  who  had  liv*d  unknown. 

For  hard  the  task,  O  ViHiera,  to  sustain 
Th'  important  burthen  of  an  eariy  fame; 

Each  added  day  some  added  worth  to  gain, 
Prevent  each  wish,  and  answer  every  clain)< 

Be  thoa  Marceflus,  with  a  length  of  days ! 

But  O  remember,  whatsoever  thou  art. 
The  most  exalted  breath  of  human  praise 

To  please  indeed  must  echo  from  the  heart. 

Though  thou  be  brave,  be  virtoous,  and  be  wise, 
By  all,  like  him,  admir'd,  esteemM,  beloT'd; 

T  is  from  within  alone  true  fame  can  rise. 
The  only  happy  is  the  self-appror'd. 


Perhaps,  my  Villiers,  fbr  I  sing  to  thee, 
Perhaps,  unknowing  of  the  bloom  it  gitas, 

In  3ron  fiur  scion  of  ApoU^^s  tree 
The  sacrad  dust  of  young  Marcellus  lives. 

Pluck  not  the  leaf-^'t  were  sacrilege  to  wound 
Th'  ideal  memory  of  so  sweet  a  shade  | 

In  these  sad  seats  an  eariy  grave  he  found. 
And  the  first  rites  to  gloomy  Dis  convey'd  *• 

Witness  thou  field  of  Mars  3,  that  oft  hadst  known 
His  youthful  triumphs  in  the  mimic  war. 

Thou  heard*st  the  heart-felt  universal  groan. 
When  0*er  thy  bosom  roird  the  funeral  car. 


ELEGY  IIL 

TO  TBB  ftlCHT  ROKOtJlABU 
6B0R6B  SIMON  IIAR0OURT>  VltCOONT  VOHCIUV' 

wamsM  AT  aoMB,  1*756. 

Yis,noble youth, 't  is tme;  tbesofterar^ 
The  sweetly-sounding  string,  and  pencU  •  pove^' 

Have  warm'd  to  raptors  even -heroic  hearts, 
And  tanght  the  rode  to  wonder,  and  adors. 

For  Banuty  channs  ns^  whether  d»  appeals 
In  blended  cotonni  or  to  soothing  sound 

Attunes  her  voice ;  or  fhir  proportion  «**"_, 
In  yonder  sweUkv  dooMHi  hMMOoioos  touad. 

All,  all  she  chamssi  bnl  not  alike  to  aU 
T  is  given  to  revel  in  her  blissIM  boweri 

Coercive  ties,  and  reason's  powetfbl  call. 
Bid  some  bat  uiBte  the  sweats,  whiehsomadsTOtir. 

When  Natuw  go^^m'd,  and  when  ttiaa  was  y«n*» 
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As  chants  the  woodman*  whil«  the  Diyads  weep. 
And  falling  forests  fear  th'  uplifted  blow ; 

As  chants  the  shepherd*  while  he  tends  his  sheep, 
Or  weaves  to  pUaa^  forais  the  osier  bough  : 


To  me  t  is  f^fttm,  wtwrn  Fortnne  kfreato  l^ad 
Through  humbler  toils  to  life's  sec)nester*d  bowers, 

To  me  't  is  given  to  wake  th'  amasive  reed. 
And  soothe  with  song  the  soiHary  howrs. 

But  thee  soperior,  soberer  toils  demand, 
Severer  paths  are  thine  of  patriot  fame ; 

Thy  birth,  thy  friends,  thy  king,  thy  native  land. 
Have  given  tbee  hoaoor%  and  bare  etch  their 
claim. 

Then  nerve  with  fwrtitude  thy  feeling  breast. 
Each  wish  to  combat,  and  each  pain  to  bear; 

Spurn  with  disdain  tb'  infk)rious  love  of  rest. 
Nor  let  the  syren  Ease  appnMch  thine  ^r. 

Beneath  yon  cypress  shade*s  eternal  green 
See  prostrate  Rome  bef  wondrous  story  teH, 

Mark  bow  she  rose  the  world's  imperial  queen, 
And  tremble  at  the  prospect  how  she  fisll ! 

Not  thnt  my  rigid  precepts  would  require 
A  pninful  stniggting  with  each  advarse  gale^ 

Forbid  thee  listen  to  th'  enchanting  lyre. 
Or  turn  thy  steps  horn  fancy^  iknrery  vale. 

Whate*er  of  Greece  in  sculptured  brass  survives, 
Whate'er  of  Rome  in  mouldering  arcs  remams, 

Whate'er  of  genius  on  the  canvass  lives. 
Or  flows  in  poUsh'd  verse,  or  airy  straioi. 

Be  these  thy  leisure;  to  the  chosen  ffew. 
Who  dare  excel,  thy  fost'ring  aid  afibrd ; 

Their  arts,  their  magic  powers,  with  honours  due 
JSxalt;  but  be  thyself  what  they  record. 


ELEGY  IV. 
TO  AN  opncn. 

WMTTSN  AT  a0M9,  175^ 

FftOM  Latjan  6eld8,  the  mansions  of  renown. 
Where  flx'd  the  warrior  god  his  fsted  seat ; 

Where  infant  heroes  leamM  the  martial  frown, 
And  little  hearts  for  genuine  glory  beat ; 

What  for  my  friend,  my  soldier,  shall  I  frame  ? 

What  nobly-glowing  verse  that  breathes  of  arms, 
To  point  bis  radiant  path  to  deathless  fame, 

By  great  examples,  and  terrific  charms? 

Quirinns  first,  with  bold,  collected  bands. 
The  smewy  sons  of  strength,  for  empire  strove; 

Beneath  his  pm<we«  bow*d  th'  istonishM  lands. 
And  temples  rose  to  Mars,  and  toFecetrian  Jove. 

War  taught  coolempt  of  death,  contempt  of  pain. 
And  hence  the  Pabii,  hence  the  Decii  come: 

War  urg'd  the  slaughter,  though  she  wept  the  slain. 
Stem  war,  the  nigged  nurse  of  virtuous  Borne. 

But  not  from  antique  hiAeg  will  I  draw. 
To  fire  thy  active  sonl,  a  dubious  aid. 

Though  now,  ev*n  now,  they  strike  with  rcvYent  awe, 
By  po«t8  or  historians  sabred  xnadc^ 


I  Nor  yet  to  thee  the  babbling  Muse  shall  tell 
What  mighty  kings  with  all  thdr  legions  wro^ight. 

What  cities  sunk,  and  storied  nations  fell^ 
When  GsBsar,  Titus,  or  when  Trajan  fought 

While  o*er  yon  hill  th*  exalted  trophy '  shows 
To  what  vast  heights  of  incorrupted  praise 

The  great,  the  self-ennobled  Marius  rose 
From  private  worth,  and  fortune's  private  ways. 

From  steep  Arpinum*s  rock-invested  shade. 
Prom  hardy  virtue's  emulative  school. 

His  daring  flight  th*  expanding  genius  madc^ 
And  by  obeying  nobly  leam'd  to  rule. 

Abash'd,  confounded,  stem  Iberia  groan'd. 
And  Afric  trembled  to  her  utmost  coasts ; 

When  the  proud  land  its  destin'd  conqueror  own'd 
In  the  new  consul,  and  his  veteran  hosts. 

Yet  chieft  are  madmen,  and  ambition  weak. 
And  mean  the  joys  the  laurel'd  harvests  yield, 

tf  virtue  fail    Let  fsme,  let  envy  speak 
Of  Capsa's  walls,  and  Sextia's  watry  field. 

Bat  sink  for  ever,  in  oblivion  cast. 
Dishonest  triumphs,  and  ignoble  spoils. 

Minturax's  Marsh  severely  paid  at  last 
The  guilty  glories  gain'd  in  civil  broils. 

Nor  yet  his  vain  contempt  the  Muse  shall  praise 
For  scenes  of  poIishM  life,  and  letter'd  worth; 

The  steel-rib*d  warrior  wants  not  envy*8  ways 
To  dacken  theirs,  or  call  his  merits  forth : 

Witness  yon  Cimbriao  trophies !— Marius,  there 
Thy  ample  pinion  found  a  space  to  fly, 

As  the  plum*d  eagle  soaring  sails  in  air* 
In  upper  air,  and  scorns  a  middle  sky. 

Thence  too  thy  country  claim*d  thee  for  her  own. 
And  bade  the  8calptor*s  toil  thy  ^cts  adom^ 

To  teach  in  characters  of  living  stone 
Eternal  lessons  to  the  youth  unborn. 

For  wisely  Rome  her  warlike  sons  rewards 
With  the  sweet  labours  of  her  artists'  hands ; 

He  wakes  her  graces,  who  her  empire  guards, 
And  both  Minervas  join  in  willing  bandv 

O  why,  Britannia,  why  untrophied  pass 
The  patriot  deeds  thy  godlike  sons  display. 

Why  breathes  on  high  no  monumental  brass, 
Why  swells  no  arc  to  grace  CuUoden's  day  ? 

Wait  we  till  faithless  France  submissive  bow 
Beneath  that  hero*s  delegated  spear, 

Whose  lightning  smote  rebellion's  haughty  brow. 
And  scattered  her  vile  rout  with  horrour  in  the 
rear? 

O  land  of  freedom,  land  of  arts,  assume 

That  graceful  dignity  thy  merits  claim ; 
Exalt  thy  heroes  like  imperial  Rome, 
.  And  build  their  virtues  on  their  love  of  fisme. 


■  The  trophiel'  of  M$nw,  now  erected  before  the 
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ELEGY  V. 

TO  A  FRIEND  tlCE. 

wmmsN  AT  toMB,  1756. 

»T  WAS  in  this  isle*,  O  Wright,  indulge  my  lay. 
Whose  naval  form  divides  the  Tuscan  flood. 

In  the  bright  dawn  of  her  illustrious  day 
Rome  &i'd  her  temple  to  the  healing  god. 

Here  stood  his  altars,  here  his  arm  be  bared. 
And  round  his  mystic  staff  the  serpent  twin*d. 

Through  crowded  portalshymnsofpraisewere  heard. 
And  victims  bled,  and  sacred  seers  divin'd. 

On  every  breathing  wall,  on  every  round 

Of  colnmn,  swelling  with  proportioned  grace,  ' 

Its  stated  seat  tome  votive  tablet  found, 
And  storied  wonders  dignified  the  place. 

Oft  from  the  balmy  blessings  of  repose. 

And  the  cool  st'dlness  of  the  night*s  deep  shade. 

To  light  and  health  th'  exol^ng  vptarist  rose. 
While  fancy  work'd  with  med'cine*s  powerful  aid. 

Ofi  in  his  dreams,  (no  longer  ck^d  with  fears 
Of  some  broad  torrept,  or  some  headlong  steep, 

With  each  dire  fopn  imagination  wears 
When  harassed  nature  sinks  in  turbid  sleep) 

Oft  in  his  dreams  he  saw  difi^uive  day- 
Through  bursting  glooms  its  cheernil  beams  e^- 

On  billowy  clouds  saw  sportive  genii  play,     [tend. 
And  bright  Hygeia  from  her  Heaven  descehd. 

What  marvel  then,  that  man's  o'erflowmg  mind 
Should  wreath-bound  columns  raise,  and  alters 
fair, 

And  grateful  offerings  pay,  to  powers  so  kind. 
Though  fancy-fbrm'd,  and  creatures  of  the  air  ? 

Who  that  has  writhed  beneath  the  scourge  of  pain. 
Or  felt  the  burthenM  languor  of  disease, 

But  would  with  joy  the  slightest  respite  gain. 
And  idolize  the  hand  which  lent  him  ease  ? 

To  thee,  my  friend,  unwillhigly  to  thee. 

For  truths  like  these,  the  anxious  Muse  appeals. 

Can  memory  answer  firom  aAiction  free. 
Or  speaks  the  sufferer  what,  I  fear,  he  feels  ? 

No,  let  me  hope  ere  this  in  Romcly  grove 
Hygeia  revels  with  the  blooming  Spring, 

Ere  this  the  vocal  s^ts  the  Muses  love 
With  hymns  of  praise,  like  Paeon's  temple,  ring. 

It  was  not  written  in  the  book  of  Fate 
That,  wand*ring  far  from  Albion*8  sea-girt  pjam, 

Thy  distant' friend  should  mourn  thy  shorter  date, 
iUid  tell  to  alien  woods  and  streams  his  pain. 

It  was  not  written.    Many  a  year  shall  roll. 
If  aught  th»  inspiring  Muse  aright  presage, 

Of  blameless  intercourse  from  soul  to  soul. 
And  friendship  well  matoi'd  flpom  youth  to  age. 


<  The  Insula  Tflierina,  where  there  are  still  some 
•m^ll  remains  of  the  famous  temple  of  Asculapius* 


ELEGY  VI. 

TO  THV  RET.  MR.  SANDBRftOIT. 

warmM  at  mom,  1756. 

Behold,  my  friend,  to  this  small  orb  7  confin'd. 
The  genuine  features  of  Aurelius*  face; 

The  father,  friend,  and  lover  of  his  kind. 
Shrunk  to  a  narrow  coin*s  contracted  space. 

Not  so  his  fame ;  for  erst  did  Heaven  ordain 
While  seas  should  waft  us,  and  while  sunsshoold 
warm. 

On  tongues  of  men,  the  friend  of  man  should  reign. 
And  in  the  arts  he  lov*d  the  patron  charm. 

Oft  as  amidst  the  mould'ring  spoils  of  age. 
His  moss-grown  monuments  my  steps  pursne; 

Oft  as  my  eye  revolves  th'  historic  page. 
Where  pass  his  generous  acts  in  ftur  review. 

Imagination  grasps  at  mishty  things. 

Which  men,  which  angels,  might  with  rapture  se^ 
Then  turns  to  humbler  scenes  its  safer  wings. 

And,  blush  not  while  I  speak  it,  thinks  on  tbe& 

With  all  that  firm  baievolenoe  of  mind 
Which  pities  while  it  blames  th'  unfeeling  vaii^ 

With  all  that  active  zeal  to  serve  mankind, 
That  tender  sufiiering  for  another's  pain. 

Why  wert  not  thou  to  thrones  imperial  rais'd  ? 

Did'heedless  Fortune  slumber  at  thy  birth. 
Or  on  thy  virtues  with  indulgence  gaz*d. 

And  gave  her  grandeurs  to  her  sons  of  Earths 

Happy  for  thee,  whose  less  distinguished  sphere 
Now  cheers  in  private  the  delighted  eye. 

For  calm  Content,  and  smiling  Ease  are  there. 
And,  Heaven^s  diyinest  gift,  sweet  liberty. 

Happy  for  me,  on  life's  sereper  fiood 
Who  sail,  t^  Ulents  as  by  choice  restrab'd. 

Else  had  I  only  shar'd  the  general  good. 
And  lost  the  friend  the  universe  had  gainU 


VERSES  Tp  THE  PEOPLE  OF  ENGLANp, 

1758. 
Mures  animoe  in  martia  bella 


Versibos  exacuit Hor. 

BaiTOHi,  rouse  to  deeds  of  death ! — 
Waste  no  zeal  in  idle  breath, 
Nor  lose  the  harvest  of  your  swords 
In  a  civil  war  of  words ! 

Wherefore  teems  the  shameless  press 
With  laboured  births  of  emptiness  ? 
Reasonings,  which  no  fricts  produce, 
Eloquence,  that  murders  use; 
Ill-tim*d  humour,  that  beguiles 
Weeping  idiots  of  their  smiles ; 
Wit,  that  knows  but  to  defaiA^ 
And  satire,  that  profanes  the  nimf . 
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Let  ^  nndannted  Grecian  teach 
The  use  and  dignity  of  speech. 
At  whoge  thunden  nobly  thrown 
Shrunk  the  man  of  Macedon. 
If  the  ftonn  of  words  must  rise, 
Let  it  blast  onr  enemies. 
Sure  and  nervoos  be  it  hurlM 
On  the  Pbilips  of  the  world. 

Learn  not  vainly  to  despise 
(Proud  of  Edward^  rictories ! ) 
Wjnrriors  wedg*d  in  firm  array» 
And  oaTies  powerful  to  display 
Their  woven  wings  to  every  wind. 
And  leave  the  panting  f>e  behind. 
Give  to  FVaoce  the  henonrs  due, 
France  has  chiefe  and  statesmen  too. 
Breasts  which  patriot-passions  feel, 
Lorers  of  the  common-weal. 
And  when  such  the  foes  we  brave. 
Whether  on  the  land  or  wave. 
Greater  is  the  pride  of  war, 
And  the  conquest  nobler  fiir. 

Agincourt  and  Cressy  long 
Have  flourish'd  in  immortal  soog; 
And  lisping  babes  aspire  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  £liza*s  days. 
And  what  else  of  late  renown 
Has  added  wreaths  to  Britain's  crown ; 
Whether  on  th'  impetuous  Rhine 
She  bade  her  hamess'd  warriors  shine. 
Or  snatch'd  the  dangerous  palm  of  praise 
Where  the  Sambre  meets  the  Maese; 
Or  Danube  rolls  his  watry  train ; 
Or  the  yeliow-tressed  Mayae 
Through  Dettingeo's  inuniortal  vale.^> 
Ev'n  Pontenoy  could  tell  a  Ule, 
Might  modest  worth  ingenuous  speak. 
To  raise  a  blush  on  victory^  cheek ; 
And  bid  the  vanquished  wreaths  diq>lay 
Great  as  on  Culloden's  day. 

But  glory  which  aspires  to  Ust 
Leans  not  meanly  on  the  past. 
'T  is  the  present  now  demiuids 
Britiih  heuts,  and  British  hands. 
Onrst  be  he,  the  willing  slave, 
Who  doubts,  who  lingen  to  be  brave. 
Corst  be  the  coward  tongue  that  dare 
Breathe  one  accent  of  dopair. 
Gold  as  Waiter's  icy  hand. 
To  chill  the  genhis  of  the  land. 

Chiefly  you,  who  ride  the  deep. 
And  bid  our  thunders  wake  or  sleep 
As  pity  pleads,  or  glory  calls-?- 
Mooarchs  of  o^r  wooden  walls ! 
Midst  yoqr  mingling  seas  and  skies 
Rise  ye  Blakes,  ye  Raleighs  rise  ! 
Let  ^  sordid  lust  of  gain 
Be  banifh'd  fkom  the  liberal  main» 
He  who  strikes  the  generous  blow 
Aimii  it  at  the  ptiblic  foe. 
Let  gkMry  be  the  guiding  star. 
Wealth  and  honours  follow  her. 

3ee !  she  spreads  her  lustre  wide 
0*er  the  vast  Atlantic  tide  I 
Constant  as  the  solar  ray 
Faints  the  path,  and  leads  the  way  1  I 

Other  woridi  demand  your  care, 
Other  worlds  to  Britain  dear ; 
Where  the  foe  insidious  roves 
O'er  beadkog  streaoiiy  and  pathless  grovcsi 


And  justice'  simpler  laws  oonfoundi 
With  imaginary  bounds. 

If  protected  commerce  keep 
Her  tenour  o'er  yon  heaving  deep, 
Wbat  have  we  from  war  to.  fear  r 
Commerce  steels  the  nerves  of  war; 
Heab  the  havoc  rapine  makes, 
And  new  strength  from  conquest  takes. 

Nor  less  at  home,  O  deign  to  smile. 
Goddess  of  Britannia*8  isle  ! 
Thou,  that  from  her  rocks  survey'st 
Her  boundless  realms,  the  watry  waste^ 
Thou,  that  rov'st  the  hill  and  mead, 
Where  her  flocks  and  heifers  feed ; 
Thou,  that  cheer'st  th'  industrious  swaiig 
While  he  strows  the  pregnant  grain; 
Thou,  that  hear'st  his  caroll'd  vows 
When  th'  expanded  bam  o'erflows^ 
Thou,  the  bulwark  of  our  cause. 
Thou,  the  guardian  of  our  laws. 
Sweet  Liberty !— O  deign  to  smile. 
Goddess  of  Britannia's  isle  ! 

If  to  us  indulgent  Heaven 
Nobler  seeds  of  strength  has  given^ 
Nobler  should  the  produce  be ; 
Brave,  yet  gen'roas,  are  the  free. 
Come  then,  all  thy  powers  diffuse. 
Goddess  of  extended  views  I 
Every  breast  which  feels  thy  flame 
Shall  kindle  into  martial  fome. 
Till  shame  shall  make  the  coward  bold* 
And  indolence  her  arms  unfold : 
Ev'n  avarice  shall  protect  bis  hoard. 
And  the  ploughshare  gleaqi  a  sword. 

Goddess,  all  thy  powers  diffuse  !-p- 
And  thou,  genuine  British  Muse, 
Nurs'd  amidst  the  Druids  old 
Where  Deva's  wizard  waters  roll'd. 
Thou,  that  bear'st  the  golden  key 
To  unlock  eternity. 
Summon  thy  poetic  guard-^-*-* 
Britain  still  has  many  a  bard. 
Whom,  when  time  and  death  shall  Joui 
T  expand  the  ore,  and  stamp  the  coin. 
Late  postcirity  shall  own 
Lineal  to  the  Muse^s  throne — 
Bid  them  leave  th'  inglorious  theme 
Of  fabled  shade,  or  haunted  stream. 
In  the  daisy  painted  mead 
T  is  to  peace  we  tune  the  reed ; 
But  when  war's  tremendous  roar 
Shakes  the  isle  from  shore  to  shpre, 
Every  bard  of  purer  fire,  ^ 

Trytifeus-like,  should  grasp  the  lyre ; 
Wake  with  verse  the  hardy  deed. 
Or  in  the  generous  strife  like  Sydney  ■  bleedt* 
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Quasi  ex  cathedr4  loquitur.-- 

Futi  twenty  years  have  roll'd,  ye  rhyming  band, 
Since  first  I  dipp'd  in  ink  my  trembling  hand, 

>  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  mortally  woundid  in  aa  ao- 
tioD  ne^  Zutpheo,  io  Gelderlaiid, 
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For  much  it  irtmVM,  Ikovgh  th*  obliging  few, 
Who  judge  with  candour,  prais*d  the  sketch  I  drew ' ; 
And  Echo,  answering  fkooa  the  public  voice, 
Indulg'd  as  genius,  what  I  fsar'd  was  choioe» 

At  length,  arrived  at  those  maturer  years 
So  rarely  raised  by  hope,  or  sank  by  fears, 
I  rest  in  peace ;  or  scribble  if  I  please : 
In  point  of  wealth  not  affluent,  but  at  ease ; 
(For  ease  is  truly  theirs  who  dare  confine 
Their  wishes  to  such  moderate  views  as  mine) 
In  jjoint  of  what  the  world  and  you  call  fame, 
(I  judge  but  by  conjecture)  much  the  same. 

But  whether  right  or  wrong  I  judge,  to  you 
It  matters  not :  the  following  fact  is  true. 
From  nobler  names^  and  great  in  each  degree. 
The  pensioned  lanrdl  has  derolvM  to  me. 
To  me,  ye  bards ;  and,  what  you  Ml  scarce  oonceive, 
Or,  at  the  beet,  unwillingly  believe. 
However  unworthily  I  wear  the  crown, 
Unask'd  it  came,  and  firom  a  haad  unknown. 

Then,  since  my  king  and  patron  have  thought  fit 
To  place  me  on  the  throne  of  nMdem  wit. 
My  grave  advice,  my  brethren,  hear  at  large ; 
As  bishops  to  thek  clergy  give  their  charge, 
Though  many  a  priest,  who  listeni,  taafjbA  afibtd 
Perhaps  more  solid  counsel  to  my  lord. 

To  you,  ye  guaidiana  of  the  sacred  fount. 
Deans  and  archdeacons  of  the  double  moinit. 
That  through  our  reakns  intestinfe  broils  may  cease. 
My  first  anci  last  advice  is,  **  Keep  the  peace  I" 
What  is  't  to  you^  that  half  the  town  adoure 
False  sense,  false  strength,  false  softness,  or  fabe  fire? 
Through  HeavVs  void  concave  let  the  Bieteors  blaze. 
He  hurts  his  own^  who  wounds  another's  bays. 
What  is  *t  to  you,  that  numbers  place  your  name 
First,  fifth,  or  twentieth,  in  the  lists  of  lame  ? 
Old  Time  will  settle  all  yoor  claims  at  onea, 
Record  the  genius,  and  forget  the  dunce. 

It  boots  us  much  to  know,  observers  say, 
Of  what  materials  Nature  fbrm*d  our  clay ; 
From  what  strange  beast  Prometheus'  plastic  art 
Purloin'd  the  particle  which  rales  the  heart. 
If  milky  softness,  glidmg  through  the  veins. 
Incline  the  Muse  to  panegyric  straina, 
Insipid  lajrs  our  kindest  friends  may  hill, 
Be  very  moral,  yet  be  very  duU. 
If  bile  prevails,  aad  temper  dictates  satire, 
Our  wit  is  splee*,  our  virtue  is  ilUnature;  • 
With  its  own  malice  arm'd  we  eombat  e^nl, 
As  zeal  for  Qod^s  sake  sometiflMs  plays  the  devil. 
O  mark  it  well !  does  pride  afiect  to  reign 
The  solitary  tyrant  of  the  brain  ? 
Or  vanity  exert  her  quickening  flame. 
Stuck  round  with  ears  that  listen  after  fame  } 
O  to  these  points  let  strict  regard  be  given. 


Admire  true  beaotiei,  attd  slight  fovki  tscmCf 
Not  learn  to  dance  from  jownals  and  reviewali 

If  fools  traduce  you,  and  your  works  de<^. 
As  many  fools  will  rate  your  worth  too  high; 
Then  balance  the  acoount,  and  fairiy  take 
The  cool  report  which  men  of  judgment  nuke. 

In  writing,  as  in  life,  he  foils  the  foe. 
Who,  conscious  of  his  strength,  forgives  the  blow. 
They  court  the  insult  who  but  aeem  afraid : 
And  then,  by  answering,  you  promote  the  tra^ 
And  give  them,  what  their  own  weak  claims  deny, 
A  chance  for  future  laughter,  or  a  stg^. 

You,  who  as  yet,  unsullied  by  the  press. 
Hang  o^er  your  labours  in  their  virgin  dress ; 
And  you,  wha  late  the  public  tasle  have  hit, 
And  still  enjoy  the  hooejr-moon  of  wit. 
Attentive  hear  me:  grace  may  still  aboond. 
Whoever  preaches,  if  the  doctrine 's  sonnd. 

If  nature  prompts  3k>u,  or  if  friends  i 
Why,  write ;  but  ne'er  pursoe  it  as  a  trade. 
And  seldom  publish :  manuscripts  disarm 
The  censor's  frown,  and  boast  aii^added  aharm. 
Enhance  their  worth  by  seeming  to  retire. 
For  what  but  few  can  prate  ef,  all  admire. 

Who  trade  in  verse,  alas !  at  rarely  find 
The  public  grateful,  as  the  Muaes  kind. 
From  constant  feasts  like  sated  guests  we  steal. 
And  tir'd  of  tickling  looae  all  power  to  foal. 
T  b  novelty  we  want ;  with  that  in  view. 
We  praise  stale  matter,  so  t]i6  bard  be  new  ; 
Or  from  ksown  bards  with  ecstasy  receire 
Eaclwpert  new  whim  they  alaio8|  blush  to  giv«. 

A  life  of  writing,  unless  wondrous  short. 
No  wit  can  brave,  no  geniaa  can  support 
Some  soberer  province  for  yeur  business  ehooaA, 
Be  that  your  helmet,  and  your  plume  the  Muae. 
Through  Fame^  long  mbric,  down  fram  Chawser** 

time, 
Few  fiwtunes  have  beett  raisM  by  fofty  ihyiAew 
And,  when  our  toito  success  no  looger  crowns. 
What  shelter  find  we  firom  a  world  in  frawne  > 
O'er  each  distress,  which  vice  or  folly  hvinga. 
Though  charity  extend  her  healing  wingi, 
No  maudlin  hospitals  are  yet  assi^d 
For  slip-shod  Muses  of  the  vagrantj  kind  } 
Where  anthenss  might  saoeeed  to  satires  k««B» 
And /hymns  of  penitence  to  songs  ebscenaw 

What  refiige  then  remains? — ^with  gracioas  grlit 
Some  practised  bookseller  invites  jroa  ilk 
Where  luckless  bafdi,  condemn'd  to  aotart  th« 

town, 
(flot  for  their  parents*  vices,  bdt  their  own  ?) 

Write  gay  conundrums  with  an  aching  bead,' 

Or  earn  by  defamation  daily  bread. 

Or,  friendless,  shirtless,  pemivlese,  complaia. 
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With  minds  mJigBunt  aaok  «iBplojriDeiil  ttkitt. 
Oar  fleets  want  sailon,  •nd  oar  troops  recruits; 
And  mnny  a  dirty  streiBt,  en  Thames's  side, 
Is  jet  by  stool  and  brush  unoccupied. 

Time  was  when  poets  play'd  the  thoroogh  game. 
Swore,  drank,  and  blm 


ftune. 


bluster'd,  and  Ma^hem'd  for 


The  first  in  brothels  with  their  pnnk  and  Muse ; 
Your  toaat,  ye  bards?  "Parnassus  and  the  stews!" 
Thank  Heaven  the  times  are  chang'd ;  no  poet  now 
Need  roar  lor  Bacchus,  or  to  Venus  bow. 
'T  is  our  own  ftiult  if  Fielding's  lash  »e  feel. 
Or,  like  French  wits,  begin  with  the  Bastile* 

£v*n  in  those  days  some  few  escapM  their  fete, 
By  better  judgment,  or  a  kxiger  date. 
And  rode,  like  buoys,  triumf^iant  o*er  the  tide. 
Poor  Otway  in  an  ale-house  dos*d,  and  died  ! 
WhileJiappier  Southern,  though  with  spots  of  yore, 
like  Plato^s  hovering  spirits,  cmsted  o'er, 
Liv*d  every  mortal  vapour  to  remove. 
And  to  our  admkation  join'd  oar  Ujve, 

Light  lie  his  funeral  tarf !.— for  you,  who  join 
His  decent  nuaneis  to  his  art  divine. 
Would  ye  ( while»  ronnd  yon,  toss  the  proud  and  vain 
Conmla'd  with  feeling,  or  with  giving  pain) 
Indulge  the  Muse  in  innocence  And  ease. 
And  tread  the  flowery  path  of  life  in  peace  ? 
Avoid  all  authors.-*-**  What  I  th'  illustrious  few. 
Who,  shunning  Fame,  have  taught  her  to  porsiie. 
Pair  Virtue's  heralds  ?" — yes,  I  say  agah^ 
Avoid  all  authors,  till  you  've  read  the  men. 
Pull  many  a  peevish,  envious,  slandering  •If^ 
Is,  in  his  work*,  benevolence  itseH 
For  all  mankind  unknown,  his  bosom  heaves, 
He  only  mjores  those  with  whom  he  lives. 
Read  then  the  man :  does  trath  his  aotiona  gnide^ 
Exempt  from  petulance,  exempt  from  pride  ? 
To  social  duties  does  his  heart  attend. 
As  son,  as  fetfa«r,  husband,  brother,  friend  ? 
Do  those  who  know  him  love  htm  ?  if  they  do, 
YoQ  've  my  permission,  yon  may  love  him  too. 
But  chief  avoid  the  boisf  rone  roaring  sparks. 
The  sons  of  fire !— you  *ll  know  than  by  their 

marks. 
Fond  to  be  heard,  they  always  conrt  a  crowd. 
And,  though  't  is  bonow'd  nonsense,  talk  it  loud. 
One  epithet  supplies  their  coastaot  chime, 
Dim»!'d  bad,  <lamn"d  good,  dmmn'd  tow,  and  dmm*d 

subhme! 
But  most  in  qnidL  short  repartee  they  shine 
Of  kical  humour;  or  from  plays  purloin 
Each  qoamt  stale  scrap  wlneh  every  sufageet  hits, 
Till  fools  ahaost  imagine  they  are  wits.        [mge  \ 
Hear  them  on  Shakspears!  there  they  foam,  they 
Yet  taste  not  half  the  beauties  of  his  page. 
Nor  see  that  Art,  as  weH  as  Nature,  strofe 
To  place  him  foremoat  in  th'  Aonian  grove. 
For  there,  tiiere  only,  wbers  the  sisters  join. 
His  genius  triumph^  and  the  work  *s  divitsOr 


Bom  in  a  happier  age,  and  happier  clime, 

Old  Sophocles  hml  merit  in  hb  time ; 

And  so,  no  doubt,  howe'er  we  flout  his  pUys, 

Had  poor  Euripides,  in  former  days. 

Not  like  the  modems,  we  confess ;  but  yet 

Some  seeming  feults  we  surely  might  fcnrget. 

Because  't  would  puzzle  even  the  wise  to  show 

Whether  those  feults  were  real  feults,  or  no. 
To  all  true  merit  give  iu  just  applause. 

The  wont  have  beauties,  and  the  best  have  flaws. 

Greek,  French,  Italian,  English,  great  or  small, 

I  own  sty  frailty,  I  admire  them  all. 
There  are,  mistaking  prtjodice  for  taste. 

Who  on  one  spc^es  alt  their  rapture  waste. 

Though,  various  as  the  flowers  which  paint  the  year. 

In  rainbow  charms  the  changeful  Nine  appear. 

The  different  beauties  coyly  they  admit. 

And  to  one  standard  would  confine  our  wit. 

Some  manner'd  verse  delights)  while  some  oan  raise 

To  feiry  fiction  their  ecstatic  gaze. 

Admire  pure  poetry,  and  revel  there 

On  sightlem  forms,  and  pictnres  of  the  air! 
Some  hate  all  rhyme  $  some  terwHtly  deplore 

That  Milton  wants  that  one  enchantment  more. 

Tir'd  with  th'  ambiguous  tale,  or  antique  phrase. 
O'er  Spenser's  happiest  painting!,  loveliest  Inyt, 
Some  heedless  pass :   while  some  wUh  transport 

view 
Each  quaint  old  word,  which  scarce  Eliza  knew^ 

'And,  eager  as  the  fended  knights,  prepare 
The  lance,  and  combat  in  ideal  war 
Dragons  of  lust,  and  giants  of  despair. 

Why,  be  it  so;  and  what  each  thinks  the  test 
Let  each  enjoy :  but  not  condemn  the  rest 
Readers  there  are  of  every  class  prepared : 
Eaoh  village  teems  $  each  hamlet  has  its  bard, 
Who  gives  the  tone;  and  all  th*  inferior  fry. 
Like  the  great  vulgar  here,  will  join  the  cry. 
But  be  it  mine  with  every  bard  to  glow. 
And  taste  his  raptares  genuine  as  they  flow» 
Through  all  the  Muses*  wilds  to  lOve  along 
From  plaintive  elegy  to  epic  song  s 
And,  if  the  sense  be  just,  the  numbers  dear^ 
And  the  true  colouring  of  the  work  be  there. 
Again,  subdued  by  truth's  ingenuous  call» 
I  own  my  frailty,  I  admire  them  all. 

Nor  think  I,  with  the  mob,  that  Nature  now 
No  longer  warms  the  soil  where  laurels  glow. 
'TIS  true,  our  poets  in  repose  delight* 
And,  wiser  than  their  feitbers,  wMomk  write. 
Yet  I,  but  I  forbear  for  prudent  ends, 
Could  name  a  list,  hiA  half  of  them  my  friends. 
For  whom  posterity  its  wreaths  shall  twine. 
And  its  own  bards  neglect,  to  honour  mine. 

Their  poets  in  then*  turn  will  grieve,  and  swear. 
Perhaps  vfhh  truth,  no  patron  lends  an  ear. 
Cknnplaints  of  times  when  merit  wants  regard 
Ilescend  like  similies  from  bard  to  bard ; 
We  copy  our  distress  from  Greece  and  Rome ; 
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I'm  no  enthusiaaty  yet  with  joy  can  trace 
Some  gleams  of  stuuhine  for  the  tunefal  race. 
If  monarchs  listen  when  the  Musea  woo. 
Attention  wakes,  and  nations  listen  too. 
The  bard  grows  rapturous,  who  was  dumb  before. 
And  every  fresh-plum'd  eagle  learns  to  soar ! 

Friend  of  the  finer  arts,  when  Egypt  saw 
Her  second  Ptolemy  give  science  law, 
Each  genius  waken'd  from  his  dead  repose, 
The  column  swell'd,  the  pile  majestic  rose, 
Exact  proportion  borrow*d  strength  from  ease, 
And  nse  was  taught  by  elegance  to  please. 
Along  the  breathing  walls,  as  fancy  flow'd, 
The  sculpture  soften*d,  and  the  picture  glow*d. 
Heroes  reviv'd  in  animated  stone. 
The  groves  grew  vocal,  and  the  Pleiads  4  shone! 
Old  NiluB  raisM  his  head,  and  wondering  cried, 
"  Long  live  the  king!  my  patron,  and  my  pride !" 
Secure  of  endless  praise,  behold,  I  bear 
My  grateful  suffrage  to  my  sovereign's  ear. 
Though  war  shall  rage,  though  time  shall  level  all. 
Yon  colours  sicken,  and  yon  columns  fall, 
Though  art's  dear  treasures  feed  the  wasting  flame. 
And  the  proud  volume  sin^,  an  empty  name, 
Though  plenty  may  desert  l^is  copious  vale. 
My  streams  be  scatter'd,  or  my  fountain  fail. 
Yet  Ptolemy  has  liv'd  $  the  world  has  known 
A  king  of  arts,  a  patron  on  a  thrOne. 
Ev'n  utmost  Britain  shall  his  name  adore, 

"  And  Kile  be  sung,  when  Nile  shall  flow  no  more  >." 

One  rule  remains.    Nor  shun  nor  court  the  great, 
Your  truest  centre  is  that  middle  state 
From  whence  with  ease  tb'  observing  eye  may  go 
To  all  which  soars  above,  or  sinks  below. 
'T  is  yours  all  manners  to  have  tried,  or  known, 
T'  adopt  all  virtues,  yet  retain  your  own :   [hurl'd, 
To  stem  the  tide,  where  thoughtless  crowds  are 
The  firm  spectators  of  a  bustling  world !        [wing. 

Thus  arm'jd,  proceed;  the  breezes  court  your 
€ro  range  all  Helicon,  taste  every  spring; 
From  varying  nature  cull  th'  innoxious  spoil, 
And,  while  amusement  soothes  the  generous  toil, 
Let  puzzled  critics  with  judicious  spite 
Descant  on  what  you  can,  or  cannot  write. 
True  to  yourselves,  not  anxious  for  renown. 
Nor  court  the  world's  applause,  nor  dread  its  frown. 
Guard  your  own  breasts,  and  be  the  bulwark  there 
To  know  no  envy,  and  no  malice  fear. 
At  least  yon  >ll  find,  thus  stoic-like  prepared, 
That  verse  and  virtue  are  their  own  reward. 


VARIETY. 

A  TAI^  FOR  BfARRIBD  PEOPLE. 

Nec  tecum  possum  vraere,  nee  sine  te. 


I  can  *t  live  with  yon,  or  without  yon. 

A  ctNTLz  maid,  of  mral  breeding. 
By  Nature  first,  and  then  by  reading. 


Mar. 


Was  fin'd  with  all  those  soft  i 
Which  we  restrain  in  near  relations. 
Lest  future  husbands  should  be  jealous. 
And  think  their  wives  too  fond  of  feltowik 

The  morning  Sun  beheld  her  rove 
A  nymph,  or  goddess  of  the  grove ! 
At  eve  she  pac'd  the  dewy  lawn. 
And  cali'd  each  cloifn  she  saw,  a  faun ! 
Then,  scudding  homeward,  lock'd  her  door. 
And  tum*d  some  copious  volume  o'er. 
For  much  she  read;  and  chiefly  those 
yGreat  authors,  who  in  verse,  or  prose, 
Or  something  betwixt  both,  unwind 
The  secret  springs  which  move  the  mind. 
These  much  she  read ;  and  thought  she  ki^ew 
The  human  heart's  minutest  clue ; 
Yet  shrewd  observers  still  declare, 
(To  show  how  shrewd  observers  are) 
Though  plays,  which  breath'd  heroic  flame. 
And  novels,  in  profusion,  oame. 
Imported  fresh  and  fresh  from  France, 
She  only  read  the  heart's  romance. 

The  world,  no  doubt,  was  well  enough 
To  smooth  the  manners  of  the  rough; 
Might  please  the  giddy  and  the  vain, 
Those  tinseird  slaves  oif  folly's  train  t 
But,  for  her  part,  the  trueA  taste 
She  found  was  in  retirement  placd. 
Where,  as  in  verse  it  sweetly  flows, 
"  On  every  thorn  instruction  grows." 

Not  that  she  wish'd  to  "  be  alone,'* 
As  some  affected  prudes  have  done  ; 
She  knew  it  was  decreed  on  high         ' 
We  should  **  increase  and  multiply;*' 
And  therefore,  if  kind  Fate  would  grant 
Her  fondest  wish,  her  only  want, 
A  cottage  with  the  man  she  lov'd 
Was  what  her  gentle  heart  approved: 
In  some  delightful  solitude 
Where  step  profane  might  ne*er  intrude  | 
But  Hjrmen  guard  the  saored  ground. 
And  wiuous  Cupids  hover  rounid. 
Not  such  as  flutter  on  a  fsn 
Round  Crete's  vile  bull,  or  Leda's  swan, 
(Who  scatter  myrtles,  scatter  roses. 
And  hold  their  fingers  to  their  noses) 
But  simp'ring,  mild,  and  innocent 
As  angeu  on  a  monument 

Fate  heard  her  pray'r:  a  lover  came^  • 
Who  felt,  like  her,  th'  inoxious  flame; 
One  who  had  trod,  as  well  as  she, 
The  flow'ry  paths  of  poesy ; 
Had  warm'd  himself  with  Milton's  heat, 
Could  ev'ry  line  of  Pope  repeat, 
Or  chant  m  Shenstone's  tender  stvains, 
"  The  lover's  hopes,"  "  the  lover's  pains." 

Attentive  to  the  charmer's  tongue. 
With  him  she  thought  no  evening  long; 
With  hhn  she  saunter'd  half  the  day; 
And  sometimes,  in  a  laughing  way. 
Ran  o'er  the  catalogue  by  rote 
Of  who  might  marry,  and  who  not ; 

Consider,  sir,  we  're  near  relatioof— " 

I  kr^rkA  «« ;«  A.I.  :»Ai:....*i»n«  n 
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O  Halcyon  days !  T  was  Nature's  reign, 
Twas  Tempe's  Tale,  and  Enna^  plain. 
The  fields  assom'd  unnsnal  bloom, 
And  ev*ry  Zephsrr  breathM  perfume. 
Hie  laughing  Sun  with  genial  beams 
Banc'd  lightly  on  th*  exulting  streams; 
And  the  pale  regent  of  the  night. 
In  dewy  softness  shed  delight 
Twas  transport  not  to  be  exprest; 
T  was  Paradiie ! But  mark  the  rest 

Two  smiling  springs  had  wak'd  the  flowVs 
That  paint  the  meads,  or  fringe  the  bow*rs, 
(Ye  lovers,  lend  your  wond'ring  ears,    . 
Iliio  count  by  months,  and  not  by  yean) 
Two  smiling  springs  hac)  chaplets  wore 
To  crown  their  solitude,  and  love : 
When  lo,  they  find,  they  can  't  tell  how. 
Their  walks  are  not  so  pleasant  now. 
The  seasons  sure  were  changed ;  the  place 
Had,  some  how,  got  a  diff'rent  (ace. 
Some  blast  had  struck  the  cheerful  scene ; 
The  lawns,  the  woods  were  not  to  green. 
The  puriing  rill,  which  murmur*d  by. 
And  once^was  liquid  harmony. 
Became  h  sluggish,  reedy  pool: 
The  days  grew  hot,  the  ev'nings  coot 
The  Moon  with  all  the  starry  reign 
Were  melancholy's  silent  train. 
And  then  the  tedious  winter  night — 
They  could  not  read  by  candle-light 

Full  oft,  t^knowing  why  they  did, 
They  calPd  m  adventitious  aid. 
A  fSuthful  fevYite  dog  ('twas  thus 
With  Tobit  and  Telemachus)      '    ; 
Amus'd  their  steps;  and  for  awhile 
lliey  view'd  his  gambols  with  a  smile. 
The  kitten  too  was  comical, 
She  play'd  so  oddly  with  her  Uil, 
Or  in  the  glass  was  pleas'd  to  find 
Another  cat,  and  peKp*d  behind. 

A  courteous  neighbour  at  the  door 
Was  deem'd  intrusive  noise  no  more. 
For  rural  visits,  now  and  then, 
Are  right,  as  men  must  live  with  men. 
Then  cousin  Jenny,  fresh  from  town, 

A  new  recruit,  a' dear  delight ! 
Made  many  a  heavy  hour  go  down, 

At  mom,  at  noon,  at  eve,  at  night : 
Sore  they  could  hear  her  jokes  fur  ever. 
She  was  so  sprightly,  and  to  clever! 

Yet  neighbours  were  not  quite  the  thing; 
What  joy,  alas!  could  converse  bring 
With  awkward  creatures  bred  at  home— 
The  dog  grew  dull,  or  troublesome. 
The  cat  had  spoiled  the  kitten's  merit, 
And,  with  her  youth,  bad  \mt  her  spirit 
And  jokes  repeated  o'er  and  o'er, 
Hkd  quite  exhausted  Jenny's  store. 
— "  And  then,  my  dear,  1  can  't  abide 
Thb  always  taunt'ring  side  by  side." 
*'  Enough  !"  he  cries,  <<  the  reason  *s  plain: 
For  causes  never  rack  your  brain. 
Our  neighbours  are  like  other  folks, 
Skip's  playful  tricks,  and  Jenny's  jokes. 
Are  still  delightful,  still  would  please. 
Were  we,  my  dear,  ourselves  at  ease. 
Look  round,  with  an  impartial  eye, 
On  yonder  fields,  on  yonder  sky ; 
The  azure  cope,  the  flow'rs  below. 
With  aU  their  wootad  cokmn  glow. 


The  rill  still  murmurs;  and  the  Moon 

Shines,  as  she  did,  a  softer  sun. 

No  change  has  made  the  seasons  fail. 

No  comet  brush'd  us  with  his  taii 

The  scene  's  the  same,  the  same  the  weather-—  - 

fVe  Ihe,  my  rfeart  too  KiucA  togethetm** 

Agreed.     A  riah  old  uncle  dies, 
And  added  wealth  the  means  supplies. 
With  eager  haste  to  town  they  flew, 
Where  all  must  please,  for  all  was  new. 

But  here,  by  strict  poetic  laws. 
Description  claims  its  proper  pause. 

The  rosy  Mom  had  rais'd  her  head 
From  old  Tithonus'  saffron  bed  ; 
And  embryo  sun-beams  from  the  east, 
Half  chok'd,  were  straggling  through  the  mist^ 
When  forth  ad  vane 'd  the  gilded  chaise, 
The  village  crowded  round  to  gaze. 
The  pert  postillion,  now  promoted 
Prom  driving  plough,  and  neatly  booted. 
His  jacket,  cap,  and  baldric  on, 
(As  greater  folks  than  be  have  done) 
Look'd  round ;  and,  with  a  coxcomb  air, 
Smack'd  loud  his  lash.'    The  happy  pair 
Bow'd  graceful,  from  a  sep'rate  door,, 
And  Jenny,  from  the  stool  before. 

Roll  swift,  ye  wheels !  to  willing  eyes 
New  objects  ev^ry  moment  rise. 
Each  carriage  passing  on  the  road, 
From  the  broad  waggon's  pond'rous  load 
To  the  light  car,  where  mounted  high 
The  giddy  driver  seems  to  fly. 
Were  themes  for  harmless  satire  fit. 
And  gave  fresh  force  to  Jenny's  wit 
Whatever  occur'd,  't  was  all  delightful, 
No  noise  was  harsh,  no  danger  frightful. 
Hie  dash  and  splash  through  thick  and  thin. 
The  hair-breadth  'scapes,  the  bustling  inn, 
(Where  well-bred  landlords  were  so  ready 
To  welcome  in  the  'squire  and  lady.) 
Dirt,  dust,  and  sun,  they  bore  with  ease, 
Determtn'd  to  be  pleas'd,  and  please. 

Now  nearer  town  and  all  agog 
They  know  dear  London  by  its  fog. 
Bridges  they  cross,  through  lanes  they  wmd/ 
Leave  Hounslow's  dang'rous  heath  behind, 
Through  Brentford  win  a  passage  free 
By  roaring,  *<  Wilkes  and  Liberty  !'^ 
At  Knigbtsbridge  bless  the  short'ning  way, 
(Where  Bays's  troops  in  ambush  lay) 
O'er  Piccadilly's  pavement  glide, 
(With  palaces  to  grace  its  side) 
Till  Bond-street  with  its  lamps  a-blaze 
Concludes  the  journey  of  three  days. 

Why  should  we  paint,  in  tedious  song, 
How  ev'ry  day,  and  all  day  long. 
They  drove  at  first  with  curious  haste 
Through  Lud's  vast  town;  or,  as  they  pass'd 
Midst  risings,  fallings,  and  repairs 
Of  streets  on  streets,  and  squares  on  squares, 
Describe  how  strong  their  wonder  grew 
At  buildings—and  at  builders  too? 

Scarce  less  astonishment  arose 
At  architects  more  fair  than  those— 
Who  built  as  high,  as  widely  spread 
Th'  enormous  loads  that  doth'd  their  head. 
For  British  dames  new  follies  love, 
And,  if  they  can  *t  invent,  improve 
Some  with  ercict  pagodas  vie, 
some  nod,  like  Pg^-Ji  to«rt.^j-^Q;g|g 
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McKlusa*s  snako,  with  PallM'  crett, 
Convolve,  oootorted,  aod  compress'd } 
Wi  tb  intermingHng  trees,  and  flow'rt, 
Ant]  corn,  and  gran,  aod  tbepherdf '  bow*rB, 
Stage  above  stage  the  turrets  run, 
Lib:e  pendent  groves  of  Babylon, 
Till  nodding  from  the  tt^mutt  wall 
Otiranto's  plumes  envelope  all ! 
While  the  black  ewes,  who  own'd  the  hair. 
Feed  harmless  on,  in  pastures  (air, 
Un<)onscious  that  their  tails  perfume. 
In  iicented  curls,  the  drawing-room. 

^7hen  Night  her  murky  piniona  spread, 
Ami  sober  folks  retire  to  bed. 
To  ev*ry  public  place  they  Aew, 
Where  Jenny  told  them  who  was  wha 
Mo  oey  was  alwa3rs  at  command, 
AikI  tripp'd  with  pleasure  hand  in  hand. 
Money  was  equipage,  was  show, 
Oallini*8,  Almack's,  and  Soho; 
The  faue  par  Umi  through  ev'ry  vein 
Of  'lissipation's  hydra  reign. 
O  iMidon,  thou  proli6c  source. 
Parent  of  vice,  and  folly's  nUrse! 
Fruitful  as  Nile  thy  copious  springs 
Spam  hourly  births,->and  all  with  stings; 
But  happiest  far  the  he,  or  she, 

I  know^not  which,  that  livelier  dunce 
Wh«>  arst  contriy'd  the  coterie, 

To  cru4i  domestic  bliss  at  once. 
The  n  grinn*d,  no  doubt,  amidst  the  dames. 
As  Nero  fl4clled  to  the  flames. 

Of  thee.  Pantheon,  let  me  speak 
With  rev'rence,  though  in  munbers  weak; 
Thy  beauties  satire's  frown  beguile. 
We  tpare  the  follies  for  the  pile. 
Flouufc'd*  fhrbelow'd,  and  trick'd  fbr  show, 
Witib  lamps  above,  and  lamps  below, 
Thy  charms  e'en  modern  taste  defy'd. 
They  could  not  spoil  thee,  though  they  try'd. 

All,  pity  that  Time's  hasty  wings 
Most  sweep  thee  off  with  vulgar  things ! 
Let  rirchitects  of  humbler  name 
Oa  frail  materials  build  their  fame, 
Thei  r  noblest  works  the  world  might  want, 
WyaU  should  build  in  adamant 

But  what  are  tiicae  to  scenes  which  lie 
Secrf>ted  from  the  vulgar  eye. 
And  bafile  all  the  pow'rs  of  soog?-> 
A  brazen  throoA,  an  iron  tongue, 
(Which  poets  wish  for,  when  at  length 
Their  subject  soars  i^bove  their  strength) 
Would  shun  the  task.    Our  humbler  Muse, 
<Who  only  reads  the  public  news, 
And  idly  utters  what  she  gleans 
From  chronicles  aad  magazines) 
Recoiling  feeh  her  feeble  ftres. 
And  blvshing  lo  her  riiades  retires. 
Alas!  she  knows  Mt  how  to  treat 
The  fiMf  foHies  af  Hie  great. 
Where  ev'n,  Damoeritus,  thy  sneer 


To  the  light  train  who  mimic  France, 
And  the  soft  sons  of  momkalanee. 
While  Jenny,  now  no  more  of  use, 
Excuse  succeeding  to  excuse. 
Grew  piqued,  and  prudently  withdrew 
To  shilling  whist,  and  chicken  lu. 

Adranc'd  to  fiushion's  wav'ring  head. 
They  now,  where  once  they  follow*d,  led. 
Devis'd  new  systems  of  delight, 
A-bed  all  day,  and  up  all  night. 
In  diff'rent  circles  roign'd  supreoM. 
Wives  copied  her,  and  husbands  him ; 
Till  so  diwndg  life  ran  on. 
So  separate,  so  quite  bon-toHf 
That  meeting  in  a  public  place, 
lliey  scarcely  knew  each  other's  foce. 

At  last  they  met,  by  his  desire, 
A  tete  a  iite  acroas  the  fire ; 
Looked  in  each  other's  foce  awhile. 
With  half  a  tear,  and  half  a  smile. 
The  ruddy  health,  which  wont  to  grace 
With  manly  glow  his  rural  foce. 
Now  scarce  retained  its  fointest  streak; 
So  sallow  was  his  leathern  cheek. 
She  lank,  and  pale,  and  hollow-ey'd, 
With  roHf^e  liad  striven  in  vain  to  hide 
What  once  was  beauty,  and  repair 
The  rapine  of  the  midnight  air. 

Silence  is  eloquence,  H  is  said. 
Both  wish'd  to  speak,  both  hung  the  head. 

At  length  it  burst. "  T  is  time,"  he  cries, 

"  When  tir'd  of  folly,  to  be  wise. 

Are  you  too  tir'd  ?'*~-tben  checked  a  groan. 

She  wept  consent,  and  he  went  on.   * 

**  How  delicate  the  married  lifo ! 
You  love  your  husband,  ,1  my  wife. 
Not  ev'n  satiety  could  tame. 
Nor  dissipation  quench  the  flame. 

"  Triie  to  the  bias  of  our  kind 
T  is  happiness  we  wish  to  find. 
In  rural  scenes  retir*d  we  sought 
In  vain  the  dear,  delicious  draught. 
Though  blest  with  love's  indulgent  store. 
We  found  we  want«d,^omething  more. 
T  was  company,  t  was  friends  to  share 
The  bliss  we  languish'd  to  declare. 
'T  was  social  convert,  change  of  scenes 
To  soothe  the  sullen  hour  of  spleen  i 
Short  absences  to  wake  desire. 
And  sweet  regrets  to  fon  the  fire. 

**  We  left  the  kmesome  place;  and  found, 
fn  dissipation's  giddy  round, 
A  thoumnd  novdties  to  wake 
The  springs  of  lifo  and  not  to  break. 
As,  from  the  nest  not  waodVing  far. 
In  light  excursions  through  the  air. 
The  feather'd  tenants  of  the  grave 
Around  in  mazy  circles  move, 
(Sip  the  cool  springs  that  murm'ring  flow. 
Or  taste  the  blossom  on  the  bough) 
We  sported  freely  with  the  rest; 
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Our  company,  the  exAlted  set 
Of  all  that's  gay,  and  all  thafk  great: 
*     Nor  happy  yet  f-**and  where 's  the  wonder  !- 
We  Uve,  Mf  deoff  too  muek  atumUr/* 

The  moral  of  my  tale  is  this. 
Variety  *s  the  toul  of  bli«. 
Bat  8tM.*h  variety  alone 
As  makes  our  home  the  more  onr  own. 
As  from  the  heart's  impelling  pow'r 
The  life-blood  poars  its  g^ial  store; 
Though,  taking  each  a  various  way. 
The  active  streams  meandring  play 
Through  evVy  artery,  ev'ry  vcii^ 
All  to  the  heart  return  again ; 
From  thence  resume  their  new  career. 
But  still  return,  and  centre  there: 
So  real  happiness  below 
Must  from  the  heart  sincerely  flow; 
Nor,  listening  to  the  syren's  song. 
Must  stray  too  tkr,  or  rest  too  long. 
All  human  pleasures  thither  tend ; 
Must  there  begin,  and  there  must  end ; 
Must  there  recruit  their  languid  fbrce. 
And  gain  fresh  vigour  from  thenr  source. 


THE  00AT8  BEARD.     . 

A  FABLE. 

Propria  quA  maribus-^ 
Fcemineo  generi  tribuuntur. 

m\jH  Gram. 


GAPBLUB  BT  HIBa. 

Babbam  Oapeltc  quom  impetriMent  ab  Jove, 
Hirci  mcerentet  indignari  coeperant, 
Qood  dignitatem  fcrarinae  nquAssent  snam ; 
**  Sinite,  inquit,  illis  glorii  vanA  frui, 
Et  usurpare  vestri  omatnm  m'uneris: 
Pares  dam  non  stnt  vestro  ftntitudini." 

Hoc  argumentnm  monet  ut  sustineas  tibi 
HabitQ  esse  similes,  qui  sint  virtute  impares '. 

Lib.  rr.  Fab.  U. 


In  eight  tene  lines  has  Phsedrns  told 
(So  frugal  were  the  bardi  of  old)    - 
A  tale  of  goats ;  and  clos*d  with  grace. 
Plan,  moiml,  all,  in  that  short  space. 


*  The  purport  of  the  above  fkble  is  this.  .When 
the  she-goats  had,  by  their  entreaties,  obtained  of 
JiqNter  the  privilege  of  having  beards  as  well  as  the 
males,  the  h*-goatB  grew  angry;  and  oomplatned, 
that  he  had  degraded  their  dignity  by  admittSng 
the  females  to  equal  honours  with  themselves. 

To  which  the  god  replied,  <*  That  if  they  would 
take  care  to  preserve  the  real  and  essential  advan- 
tages which  their  sex  gave  them  over  the  other, 
they  would  have  no  reason  to  be  dissatisfied  with 
\Mo^  them  participate  m  what  was  merely  or- 


Alas !  that  ancient  moralist 
Knew  nothing  of  the  slender  twist 
Which  Italy,  and  France,  have  taught, 
To  later  times  to  spin  the  thought. 
They  are  our  masters  now,  and  we 
Obsequious  to  their  high  decree, 
Wbate'er  the  classic  critics  say. 
Will  tell  it  in  a  modem  way. 
'Twas  somewhere  on  the  hills  which  lie 

'Twixt  Rome  and  Naples'  softer  clime, 
(They  can  t  escape  the  traveller's  eye, 

Nor  need  their  names  be  told  in  rhyme) 
A  herd  of  goats,  each  shining  mom. 
Midst  scraggy  myrtle,  pointed  thorn. 
Quick  glancing  to  the  Sun  display'd 
Their  spotted  sides,  and  piere'd  the  shade : 
Their  goatherds  still,  like  those  of  old. 
Pipe  to  the  stragglers  of  the  fold. 

'Twas  there---and  there  (no  matter  when) 
Witii  Virgil's  leave,  we  place  die  scene. 
For  scarcely  can  we  think  his  swains 
Dealt  much  in  goats  on  Mantua's  plains ; 
Much  less  could  e'er  his  shepherds  dream 
Of  pendent  rocks  on  Mmcio's  stream. 
From  Naples  his  enliven'd  thought 
lu  fondest,  best  ideas  caught 
Theocritus  perhaps  beside 
Some  kind  embellishments  sopply'd. 
And  poets  are  not  ooounon  men— 
Who  talks  of  goats  in  Ely  fon ! 

'Twas  there,  on  one  important  day, 
It  cbanc'd  the  he-goats  were  Away, 
The  ladies  ef  the  colony 
Had  form'd  a  fomale  coterie ; 
And,  as  they  browa'd  the  cUft  among. 
Exerted  all  their  power  of  tongue. 
Of  ease  and  freedom  much  they  spoke, 
Enfranchis'd  from  the  husband's  yoke ; 
How  bright  the  Son,  how  soft  the  air. 
The  trefoil  flowers  were  sweeter  far. 
While  thus  aUme  they  might  debate 
The  hardships  of  the  married  state. 

Encouraged  by  the  qnick*ning  flame 
Which  spread,  and  caught  frtnn  dame  to  dame^ 
A  matron,  eager  than  the  rest. 
The  fiiir  enthasiasts  thus  addressM : 
"  Ladies,  I  joy  to  see,  whit  I 
Have  felt,  and  smother'd  with  a  sigh. 
Should  touch  at  length  the  g«acral  breast. 
And  honest  nature  stand  confest. 
Queens  as  we  are,  we  see  our  power 
Usurp'd,  and  daily  sinkmg  lower. 
Why  do  our  lords  and  masters  reign 
Sole  monarchs  etter  tiieir  subject  train? 
What  stamp  has  Nature  given  their  line. 
What  mark  to  prove  their  right  dhme 
To  lead  at  will  the  passive  herd  } 
-—It  can  be  nothing  but  their  beard. 

"  Observe  our  shapes,  our  winning  aini» 
Our  spots  more  elegant  than  theirs; 
With  equal  ease,  with  equal  speed 
We  swim  the  brook,  or  skhn  the  mead ; 
Clhnb  the  tall  diff,  where  wild  ihym»  growi. 
On  pinnacles  undaunted  browze. 
Hang  feariesB  o'er  th'  impetuous  stream, 
And  skip  fttmi  crag  to  crag  like  them. 
Why  are  tiiey  then  to  ut  preferr*^ } 
—It  can  be  nothing  but  their  beard. 

**  Then  let  ui  to  great  Jove  prepare 
A  tacrifice  and  solemn  prayer,    ^^  ^^  ^T  ^ 
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That  be  would  graciously  relieve 
Our  deep  distress,  and  kindly  give 
The  all  we  want,  to  make  us  shine 
Joint  empresses  by  right  dhine," 

A  general  murmur  of  applause 
Attends  the  speech.    The  common  cause 
Glows  in  each  breast,  and  all  defy 
The  bonds  of  Salique  tjrranny. 
Tlie  mild,  the  timorous  grow  bold ; 
And,  as  they  saunter  to  the  fold, 
£v*n  kids,  with  voices  scarcely  heard. 
Lisp  out,  — *'  T  is  nothing  but  the  beard." 

Agreed.    And  now  with  secret  care 
The  due  lustrations  they  prepare : 
And  having  marked  a  sacred  field. 
Of  horns  a  spacious  altar  build ; 
Then  from  the  fragrant  herbs  that  grow. 
On  craggy  cliff,  or  mouutain*s  brow, 
They  cull  the  sweets :  and  stuff  the  pile 
With  tragopogon's  ■  downy  spoil. 
And  g^ms  of  tragacanth  >  to  raise 
The  bickering  flame,  and  speed  the  blaze. 
But  chieiP  the  flower  beyond  compare. 
The  flaunting  woodbine  ^  revelPd  there, 
Sacred  to  guats ;  and  bore  their  name 
Till  botanists  of  modem  fame 
New-fangled  titles  chose  to  give 
To  almost  all  the  plants  that  live. 
Of  these  a  hallowM  heap  they  place 
With  all  the  skill  of  female  grace ; 
Then  spread  the  sprigs  to  catch  the  air. 
And  light  them  with  the  brushy  hair 
Pluck'd  slily  from  their  husbands' chins, 
In  seeming  sport,  when  love  begins. 

«  Hear,  father  Jove !  if  still  thy  mind 
With  partial  fondness  views  our  kind ; 
If,  nurs'd  by  goats,  as  story  says. 
Thou  still  retain'st  their  gamesome  wa^k; 
If  on  thy  shield  *  her  skin  appears 
Who  fed  with  milk  thy  infant  years ; 
If  Capricorn  advanced  by  thee 
Shines  in  a  sphere  a  deity,  Xc,  &iC. 
Hear,  father  Jove,  our  just  request; 
O  grant  us  beards,  and  make  us  blest !" 

Swift  mounts  the  blaze,  the  scented  sky 
Seems  pleased,  the  Zephyrs  gently  sigh. 
And  Jove  himself,  in  frolic  mood. 
Reclining  on  an  amber  cloud, 
Snuff'd  in  the  gale ;  and,  though  he  hides 
A  laugh  whii^h  .almost  bursts  his  sides, 
Smird  gracious  on  the  suppliant  crew ; 
And  from  the  left  his  thunder  flew : 
Blest  omen  of  success !  Ye  fair. 
Who  know  what  tyrant  spouses  are, 
If  e'er  you  slipt  the  tightened  rein. 
Or  gave  a  surly  husband  pain. 
Guess  at  their  joy. — ^Devoutly  low 
They  bent,  and  with  prophetic  glow 
They  wreath'd  their  necks,  they  cock'd  their  tails, 
With  skittish  cosmess  met  the  males, 


And  scarce  admitted  the  embrace 
But  merely  to  jpreserve  the  race. 

But  chief  the  river  banks  they  throng  f 
Narcissus-like  o*er  fountains  hung. 
And  not  a  puddle  could  they  past 
Without  a  squint  to  view  their  face, 
Happy  to  see  the  sprouts  arise 
Which  promis'd  future  dignities. 

When  lo !  their  utmost  wish  prevails. 
A  beard,  as  graceful  as  the  male's. 
Flows  from  their  chins ;  and  forth  they  mov^d 
At  once  to  be  reyer'd  and  lov*d ; 
Looking  (to  borrow  a  quaint  phrase 
From  Young,  to  deck  our  humbler  lajrs) 
"  Delightfully  with  all  their  might." 
The  he-goats  started  at  the  sight 
"  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace !" 
Appeared  on  theirs,  like  Garrick's  face '. 
Glance  afUr  glance  oblk)ue  they  sent. 
Then  fix*d  in  dumb  astonishment. 
Scarce  more  amaz'd  did  Atlas  ^  stand. 
Sole  monarch  of  the  Hesperian  strand. 
When  Perseus  on  his  shield  display'd 
Terrific  charms,  the  Gorgon's  head. 

At  last  recovering  their  surprise, 
For  goats,  like  men,  are  ffometlmes  wise. 
On  this  absurd,  new-modeU*d  plan, 
like  human  couples,  they  began. 
Unwilling,  for  decorum's  sake. 
Quite  to  unite,  or  quite  to  break. 
With  short  half  words,  and  looks  that  leer'd. 
They  frown'd,  they  pouted,  and  they  SDeer>d. 
In  general  terms  expr^ss'd  their  thoughts 
On  private  and  peculiar  faults ; 
Dropped  hints  they  scarcely  wishM  to  smotller. 
And  talk*d  not  to  but  at  each  other. 
Till  strife  engendering  more  and  more. 
They  downright  wrangled,  if  not  swore; 
And  ev*n  the  fair  could  scarce  refrain 

From  broad  expressions,  when  they  saw 
Th*  accomplishments  they  wish'd  to  gain. 

Created  not  respect  but  awe; 
And  softer  kids  usurp'd  the  flames 
Due  only  to  experienced  dames. 

^T  was  then  the  general  discord  rose  ; 
And  Jove,  (industrious  to  compose 
The  casual  feuds  his  hasty  nod 
Had  caus'd)  well  worthy  such  a  god, 
Convened  the  states.    And  though  he  knew 
What  mortals  say  is  really  true, 
"  Advice  is  sometimes  thrown  away," 
He  bade  them  meet,  and  fix'd  the  day. 

Each  conscious  of  their  claim,  divide 
In  separate  bands  on  either  side, 
like  clients  in  a  party  cause. 

Determined  to  succeed  or  die, 
(Whatever  their  judge  may  talk  of  laws) 

Stanch  martyrs  to  integrity. 
The  god  appear'd,  in  proper  state. 
Not  as  the  arbiter  of  fate. 
With  all  those  ensiras  of  commaad 
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For  knoir,  ye  gomts,  fliy  liigfa  bebestr 
Shmll  not  be  tbroMn  awty  on  beasts. 
Wben  sexes  plead,  the  came  is  common  ; 
Be  goats  no  more,  but  man  and  woman.** 

The  change  ensues.    He  smird  again. 
And  thns  atfdressM  tbe  motley  train. — 
(Here  might  we  tell,  in  Orid's  lay. 
How  forms  to  other  forms  gate  way. 
How  pert-cock*d  tails,  and  sbaggy  bides. 
And  boms,  and  twenty  tbingt  besides. 
Grew  spruce  bag-wigs,  or  wdl-queu'd  hair, 
The  floating  nek,  tbe  p€i-€n-4*<ttr. 
For  gown,  gold  chain,  or  regal  robe. 
Which  rules,  in  ermm'd  state,  tbe  globe. 
We  wave  all  this,  and  say  again, 
He  thus  addresi'd  tbe  motley  train.) 
**  When  first  1  different  sexes  form'd, 
Happy  msrself,  with  goodness  warm*d, 
I  meant  you  helpmates  for  each  other; 
Tbe  ties  of  father,  son,  and  brother, 
And  all  the  charities  below 
I  kindly  meant  should  spring  from  yon. 
Were  more  exalted  scenes  3rour  lot, 
I  kindly  meant,  as  who  would  not  ? 
Hie  fair  should  soothe  the  hero's  care. 
The  hero  should  protect  the  (air ; 
Tbe  statesman's  toils  a  respite  find 
In  pleasures  of  domestic  kind ; 
And  kings  themselves  in  sodial  down 
Forget  the  thorns  which  line  a  crown. 

"  In  humbler  life,  that  man  should  roam 
Busy  abroad,  while  she  at  home. 
Impatient  fbr  his  dear  return, 
Shmild  bid  the  crackling  incense  bum, 
And  spread,  as  fortune  might  afibrd. 
The  genial  feast,  or  fhigal  board. 
The  joys  of  honest  competence, 
Tbe  solace  even  of  indigence. 

"  But  things  are  changed,  no  matter  bofir ; 
These  blessings  are  not  fi«ouent  now. 
I^  Time  account,  as  be  glides  on, 
For  ail  hit  wings  and  scythe  have  done : 
We  take  you  in  his  present  page. 
The  refuse  of  an  iron  age. 
Then  hear  our  sober  thoughts. 

Ye  dames, 

Affection  and  good-breeding  claims 
That  6rst,  in  preference  to  the  males. 
We  place  your  merits  in  the  scales. 
For,  whether  't  was  designed  or  not. 
You  some  ascendancy  have  got. 
ladies,  we  own,  have  had  their  share 
In  learning,  politics,  and  war. 
To  pass  at  onoe  the  doubtful  tale 
Of  Amasons  in  coats  of  mail, 
(Fables  which  ancient  Greece  has  taught. 
And,  if  I  knew  them,  I  've  forgot) 
Authentic  records  still  contain. 
To  make  the  females  justly  vain, 
Eiamples  of  heroic  worth— 
Semiramis  of  East  7  and  North  •• 


"  ^ThewifeofNinus. 

*  Margaret  de  Waldemar,  commonly  called  the 
Semhramis  of  the  North.  She  united  in  her  own 
pcnon  the  three  kingdoms  of  Norway,  Denmark, 
end  Sweden.  Tbe  first  by  descent,  the  second  by 
Jharriage,  and  the  third  by  oonuuest.  See  the 
aniOQofCaiaar,  1393. 


Marg'ret  the  AiOoQvine  *;  of  Spain 
Fair  Blanche  '^i  and  Ellen  of  Guienne  ". 
Catherine  of  France  i«  inunortal  grew 
A  rubric  saint  with  Barthol'mew  : 
In  Russia,  CktUerines  more  than  one 
Have  done  great  tkinp  :  and  many  a  Joan 
Has  bustled  in  the  active  scene ; 
Tbe  pope  *',  the  warrior,  and  the  queen  ! 
But  these  are  stars  which  blaxe  and  foil ) 

Oer  Albion  did  Eliza  rise 
A  constellation  of  them  all. 

And  shines  the  Virgo  of  tbe  skies ! 
Some  dames  of  less  athletic  mould  *4, 
By  mere  misfortune  render'd  bold. 
Have  drawn  the  dagger  In  defence 
Of  their  own  spotless  innocence. 
O'er  these  the  pensive  Muse  shall  nKMira, 
And  pity's  tear  shall  grace  their  urn. 
Others  \  a  more  heroic  part. 

By  just  revenge  to  ftinr  led. 
Have  plung'd  it  in  a  husband's  heart. 

And  triumphed  o^er  the  mighty  det4» 
Though  laurels  are  their  meed,  't  is  true. 
Let  milder  females  have  their  due. 
And  be  with  humbler  mjrtles  crown'd. 
Who  suck'd  the  poison  *^  from  the  wound. 
For  folks  there  are  who  do  n*t  admire 
In  angel  fbrms  that  soul  of  fire. 
Nor  are  quite  pleas'd  with  wounds  and  scars 
On  limbs  best  fram'd  for  softer  wars. 
Nay  now,  so  squeamish  men  are  grown. 
Their  manners  are  so  like  your  own. 
That,  though  no  Spartan  cbmes  we  view 
Hiump'd,  cuff'd,  and  wrestled  black  and  blue, 
Ev'n  slighter  blemishes  offend 
Sometimes  the  foir-one's  fbndest  fHend. 
Glorious,  no  doubt,  it  is,  to  dare 
The  dangers  of  tbe  Sylvan  war. 
When  foremost  in  the  chase  you  ride 
Some  headlong  steed  yon  cannot  guide, 

9  Wifo  of  Henry  tbe  Sixth  of  England,  who  (not- 
withstanding her  supposed  intrigue  with  the  duke 
of  Suflblk)  supported  the  interest  of  her  husband 
and  his  fomily  with  the  most  heroic  spirit 

>o  Blanche  of  Castile,  wife  to  Louis  the  Eighth  of 
France.  She  governed  that  kingdom  during  the 
minority  of  her  son,  St  Louis,  and  during  his  ab- 
sence at  tbe  holy  wars,  with  great  fortitude  and 
success.  The  wicked  chronicles  of  the  times  have 
been  very  free  with  her  character. 

"  An  adventurer  in  the  crusades.  She  was  first 
married  to  Louis  the  Seventh  of  France,  by  whom 
she  was  divorced,  under  a  pretence  of  consangui- 
nity j  and  was  afterwards  wife  to  Henry  the  Secon<k 
of  England.    Her  behaviour  here  is  well  known. 

**  The  famous  Catherine  of  Medicis,  wife  to 
Henry  the  Second  of  France,  and  mother  to  tbe 
three  succeeding  monarchs.  The  massacre  of 
Paris,  on  St  BarlJiolomew's  day,  fM  conducted  un- 
der her  auspices. 

1'  P<me  Joan,  Joan  of  Arc,  and  Joan  of  Naples. 

*^  '^  Of  these  two  assertions  the  author  does  not 
choose  to  give  examples,  as  $oim  might  be  thought 
fobulous,  and  others  invidious. 

>•  Whether  the  story  of  Eleanor  of  Csstile,  wife 
to  Edward  the  Fmt  of  England,  is  fictitious  or  not, 
the  Eleanor  crosses  existing  at  present  are  a  suf- 
ficient testimony  of  her  husband's  affections,  and 
his  gratitude  to  her  memory. 
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And  owe,  by  Providence,  or  cbaace. 

Your  safety  to  your  ignorance. 

But  ah  !  the  coiisequ43otial  ill 

Might  there  restrain  e9*n  woman's  wiH. 

The  furrow  ploughed  by  Tyburn  hat  '^ 

On  the  fair  forehead's  Parian  ^at ; 

The  freckles,  bioches,  and  parched  skins. 

The  worms,  which  like  black-headed  pins 

Peep  through  the  damask  cheek,  or  rise 

On  noses  bloated  out  of  size. 

Are  things  which  females  ought  to  dread.— 

But  you  know  best,  and  I  proceed. 

*'  Some  sages,  a  peculiar  thought. 
Think  politics  become  yon  not. 
Nay  one,  well  ven'd  in  Nature's  rules. 
Calls  '  cunning  women  i'  knavish  fools,* 
—Your  pardoB^I  but  barely  hint 
What  impious  mortals  dare  to  print 

*'  In  learning,  doubtless,  3^00  have  ahin*d  ^ 
The  paragons  <^  human  kind. 
Each  abstract  science  have  explor'd ; 
Have  pierc*d  throngh  Nature^  coyest  board ; 
And  opopp'd  the  loveliest  lovers  tbat  grofw 
On  steep  Parnassus*  double  brow. 

"  And  yet  whatslSiall  remains  we  find ! 
Aspasia  '9  Uft  no  tracts  behkMl ; 
Content  her  doctrines  to  inpart. 
As  oral  truths,  warm  firom  the  heart 
And  ill-bred  Time  has  swept  away 
Fnll  many  a  grave  and  sprightly  lay. 
Full  many  a  tome  of  just  renown 
Fram'd  by  the  numerous  fiur  who  shoaa 
Poetic  or  historic  queens, 
From  Sappho  down  to  Anne  Comnenes  ^. 

<'  In  modem  days,  the  female  pen 
Is  paramount,  and  cq>es  with  men. 
Ladies  have  led  th'  instructive  crew, 
And  kindly  told  us  all  they  knew, 
in  France,  in  Britain,  many  a  score.— 
I  mention  none — but  praise  the  more.  ^ 
And  yet  in  that  same  little  isle 
I  view,  with  a  peculiar  smile. 
And  wish  to  name  a  chosen  few : 

A ,  or  a , 

Oi^-But  I  won't    It  envy  rpuses. 
Few  men  can  bear  each  other'k  praises, 
And  in  the  fiur-ona  would  not  see 
A  §emu  initaiik. 

**  Swift  says,  a  clever  sohoo]-boy*8  Came 
is  all  at  which  the  sex  shovld  aim. 
It  may  be  so,  and  he  be  wise-— 
But  /  antborities  despise. 
Men  cannot  judge  in  snch  affairs. 
/  grant  yoKf  talcnits  great  as  tbein. 
» 

>7  The  snail  round  bat,   whicb  acquired  ito 

■M.VMA       #U>%mK       •««•      tv^.Z«K<a      *Wa    -llJlif  ll-JIJ  ■  -Tjill-T---»     vakMvIv     ^%lt 


Your  wit  of  a  nere  pcerdag  kind. 

Your  sense  mote  moral  ana  r^^d ; 

And  should  ye  from  strict  reasoning  ewervi^ 

You  still  have  conquest  in  reserve. 

If  arguments  are  sonwtimes  sbgfat, 

•  Your  eyes  ace  always  in  the  nght  *K' 

In  love  your  empire  is  supreme. 

The  hero's  palm,  the  poet's  theme. 

Nor  will  we  dare  to  fix  a  date 

When  that  soft  empire  yields  to  &te. 

At  seventy  great  Eliza  lov'd. 

Though  coy  perhaps  her  heroes  **  proved. 

And  Ninon  *i  had  a  longer  reign. 

She  lov'd,  and  was  beiov'd  again  ; 

Let  Gedojme  the  just  era  fix, 

At  eighty,  or  at  eighty-six. 

**  One  little  Innt,  before  we  dose 
This  tedious  soporific  dose. 
One  little  hinft  we  choose  to  give. 
That  nuptial  harmony  may  live. 
As  husbands,  though  on  small  ] 
Are  wondrous  jealous  of  their  m 
Perhaps  't  were  prudent  to  conceal     ^ 
llie  great  accomplishments  you  fed. 
Then  screen  what  pains  the  naked  eye 
With  that  thin  gauze  called  modesty; 
At  least  with  diUdenoe  maintain 
The  triumphs  you  are  sure  to  gain. 
Arm'd  with  Oiis  eantkn,  justly  daim 
Your  genuine  share  of  power  and  fame-; 
Be  every  thing  your  conscious  merit 
Inspires,  and  with  becoming  spirit 
Expand  each  passion  of  the  heart. 
Each  talent  Nature  gives  exert; 
Be  wise,  be  leam'd,  be  brave,  nay  iear'd— 
But  keep  your  «e«,  and  nms  tbz  bbaib  H, 

**  Ladies,  your  sUve."— The  daoMs  wkbdrew. 
<*  Now,  gentlemen,  I  turn  to  yon. 
Yon  besud  the  lessons  which  I  gawe. 
At  once  both  Indicrous  and  grave, 
And  sneerM  pertmps  ;  hut  have  a  care, 
I  only  banter'd  with  the  fahr. 
When  your  important  cause  oomes  on. 
We  take  it  in  a  higher  tone. 


»«  A  line  of  Prior. 

**  Essex  and  Conrlney. 

'^  It  is  recoided  of  the  cdebrsted  Ninon  TEn- 
clos,  that  a  young  French  abb^  of  the  name  of 
Oedojme,  had  long  solicited  her  favours,  and  was 
rather  astonished  at  her  eoyness.  When  she 
yielded  at  last,  she  biiiged  bis  pardon  for  so  dila^ 
tory  a  compliance,  and  pleaded  as  ber  eacnse, 
that  ber  female  vanity  was  piqued  upon  having 
a  lover  afiier  she  was  fourscore;  that  she  had  only 


M,I.«*A<1    Wa.   a^mU^Im^U    «r^ 
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**  Ts  there  m  fimlt  in  womankind 
You  did  not  mak^  or  gtrive  to  find  ? 
To  rite  on  jfour  defects  you  teach  them, 
And  kMe  foicr  viitues  ere  they  reach  them. 
Would  e'er  ambition  touch  their  brain. 
Did  fou  your  lawful  rule  maintain, 
With  tenderness  exert  your  sway, 
And  mildly  win  them  to  obey  } 
Had  Cesar,  Antony,  been  men. 
We  scarce  had  heard  of  Egypt^  queen  ^. 
Follies  and  Ticcs  of  his  own 
Sank  to  a  slate  great  Philip^s  son  j 
Nor  did  Akndes  "•  learn  to  spin 
Till  he  put  off  the  lion's  skin. 

"  Henry  the  Fourth  of  France  (a  name 
We  love,  we  pity,  and  we  blame) 
Had  frailties,  which  the  meanest  clown 
Of  native  sense  would  blush  to  own. 
D*Etr^  Vemueil,  and  twenty  more, 

Will  prove  him  vassal  to  a . 

NoUung  could  tame  the  headstrong  lad, 
Whose  pure  good-nature  was  run  mad. 
Er*n  toil,  and  penury,  and  pain. 
And  SuUy  %  teas'd  and  preach'd  in  vain. 
Inching  could  stopth*  insatiate  rage, 
Not  even  the  hasty  snow  of  age  « ; 
Not  even  his  last  provoking  wife  '9, 
That  fire-brand  of  perpetual  strife. 
Who  set  half  Europe  m  a  fiame, 
Aad  died,  poor  wretch,  an  empty  name. 

**  lu  what  the  world  calls  politics 
Yoo  teach  the  fair  a  thousand  tricks. 
Full  many  a  mbtress  of  a  king. 
At  first  a  plain  unheeded  thing. 
But  swells  in  fancied  dignity. 
And  glories  in  her  infamy ; 
Till,  to  dbtress  a  weaker  brother. 
You  play  her  off  against  each  other; 
Improve  the  sex's  native  wiles, 
Th'  artillery  of  tears  and  smiles; 
Flatter  her  pride,  or  peevishness, 
TiU  she,  elated  by  success. 
Feels  her  own  force,  and  bolder  grown 
By  your  instructions,  acts  alone ; 
Procures  now  this,  now  that  man's  fall. 
And  fisirly  triumphs  o'er  you  all. 

**  The  second  Charles  on  England's  throoe 
(Sav'd  from  oblivion  by  his  crown) 
Call  him  whatever  you  think  fit, 
A  knave,  an  idiot,  or  a  wit. 
Had  from  his  traveb  learnt  no  more 
Than  modem  youths  from  Europe's  tour. 
To  all  that  should  improve  his  mind. 
The  voluntary  dupe  was  blind. 
Whatever  calamities  fell  on  him, 
I^^ftreas  was  thrown  away  upon  him. 


The  same  unfeeling  thoughtless  thing, 
Whether  an  exile  or  a  king. 

"  Cleaveland  and  Portsmouth  had  fine  features. 
And  yet  they  were  but  silly  creatures^ 
Play'd  off  like  shuttles  in  a  loom 
(To  weave  the  web  of  England's  doom  ! ) 
By  knaves  abroad  and  knaves  at  home.  ~ 
Of  all  who  sooth'd  his  idle  hours  ^, 
(To  wave  his  en  passant  amours) 
Of  all  who  gloried  in  the  0aroe, 
And  in  broad  day-light  blaz'd  their  shame. 
Spite  of  her  frolics  and  expense  ^', 
Nell  Ouyn  alone  had  common  sense. 

<<  Of  gaming  little  shall  be  said. 
You  *re  surfeited  upon  that  head. 
What  arguments  can  move  the  mind 
Where  folly  is  with  madness  join'd  ? 
What  sober  reasoning  can  prevail. 
Where  even  contempt  and  ruin  fkil  ? 
Yet  let  me  mention,  betwixt  friends, 
**  Bum  not  the  taper  at  both  ends." 
Why  must  your  wives  be  taught  by  you 
That  needless  art  to  squander  too  ? 
Whene'er  they  show  their  bracelet  strings. 
Their  dear  white  hands,  and  brilliant  rings. 
It  should  be  in  a  quiet  way  ; 
Ladies  should  piddle,  and  not  play. 

"  You  know  too  well  yoi£r  glorious  power» 
Greatly  to  k)se  in  half  an  hour 
What  cost  your  ancestors  with  pain 
At  least  full  half  an  age  to  gain. 
Theit  let  your  spouses  (to  be  grave) 
For  coals  and  candles  something  save. 
And  keep  their  pin-money  and  jointures. 
To  free  nom  jail  the  kip«i  appointers. 

**  Learning — you  scarce  know  what  it  is. 
Then  put  the  question,  and  t  is  this : 
Trae  learning  ts  the  mind's  good  breeding, 
T  is  common  sense  improv'd  by  reading. 
If  common  sense,  that  comer-stone. 
Is  wanting,  let  the  rest  alone. 
Better  be  fbols  without  pretence. 
Than  coxcombs  even  of  eminence. 

Eve  i'  from  her  husband's  lips  preferred 
What  she  from  angels  might  have  heard» 

^  **  There  was  as  much  of  laziness  as  of  k>ve  in 
all  those  hours  which  he  passed  among  his  mis- 
tresses; who  served  only  to  ffll  up  his  seraglio, 
while  a  bewitching  kind  of  pleasure,  called  saun- 
tering, was  the  sultana  queen  he  delighted  in." 

Duke  of  Buckinghamshire's  Character  of  Ch.  IL 

3<  Bishop  Burnet,  in  his  History  of  his  Own 
Times,  says  o{  Mrs.  Ouyn,  that  she  was  the  in- 
discreetest  and  wildest  creature  that  ever  was  in  a 
court,  yet  continued^  to  the  end  of  the  king's  life. 
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And  wiseljrchoie  to  cmdentmnd 

EsuiltM  truths  at  second  band. 

Should  your  soft  mates  adopt  her  notioiii. 

And  for  instruction  wait  your  motions, 

To  what  improvements  would  they  reach  ? 

—Lord  bless  you  !  what  have  ifou  to  teach  ? 

**  Yes,  one  thing,  I  confess,  you  deal  in. 
And  read  in  fairly  without  spelling. 
In  that,  I  own,  your  zeal  u  such. 
You  even  communicate  too  muth. 
In  matter,  spirit,  and  in  fote 
Your  knowledge  is  extremely  great. 
Nobly  deserting  common  sense 
For  metaphysic  excellence. 
And  yet  whateVr  you  say,  or  ting. 
Religion  is  a  serious  thing. 
At  least  to  me,  you  will  allow,  ^ 

A  deity,  it  must  be  so.        . 
Then  let  me  whisper—*  Do  n't  perples 
With  specious  doubu  the  weaker  sex. 
Let  them  enjoy  their  Tates  and  Bradyt , 
Free-thinking  is  not  sport  for  ladies.' 

"  Is  »t  not  enough  jftm  read  Voltaire, 
While  sneering  valeU  frizz  your  hair, 
And  half  asleep,  with  half  an  eye 
Steal  in  dear  infidelity  ? 
Is  *t  not  enough  Helvetius*  schemes 
Elucidate  your  waking  dreams, 
(Though  each  who  oo  the  doctrine  doats 
Skips  o*er  the  text,  to  skim  the  notes) 
Why  must  the  fair  be  made  the  wise 
Partakers  of  your  mysteries  ? 
You  Ml  say  they  listen  to  your  chat 
I  grant  them  fools,  but  what  of  that  ? 
Your  prudence  sure  might  be  so  civil 
To  let  your  fomales  fear  the  devil 
Even  for  the  comfort  of  your  lives 
Some  must  be  mothers,  daughters,  wives ; 
However  it  with  your  genius  suits. 
They  should  not  d/  be  prostitutes. 

**  Firm  as  the  sage  Lucretius  draws 
Above  religion,  morals,  laws, 
Secure  (though  at  a  proper  distance) 
Of  that  great  blessing  HON-sxisTtUCS, 
You  triumph  $  each  a  deity 
In  all,  but  immortality. 
Wby  therefbre  will  ye  condescend 
To  tease  a  weak  believing  friend. 
Whose  honest  ignorance  might  gain 
Prom  errour  a  relief  in  pain. 
And  bear  with  fortitude  and  honour 
The  miseries  you  brought  upon  her  ? 
Momus  perhaps  would  slily  say. 
For  Momus  has  a  merry  way, 
Why  will  your  wisdom  and  your  wit 
'to  such  degrading  tricks  submit } 
Why  in  soft  bosoms  raise  a  rivt  ? 
Can  t  ye  be  d — ^mnM  yourselves  in  quiet  ? 

*'  But  that  '8  an  after-thought;  at  present 
We  merely  wish  you  to  be  decent. 
And  just  will  add  some  trifling  things. 
From  whence,  toe  think,  confusion  brings. 

But  because. 

Her  husband  the  relater  she  preferr'd 
Before  the  angel — 

The  poet  assigns  a  reason  for  it, 

Fhxn  his  lip 

Not  pfordt  alone  pteas'd  her. 


*<  Yon  'U  easily  conceive  in  gods^ 
Who  fix  in  air  their  thin  abodes. 
And  feast  on  incense,  and  ambrosia. 
Foul  feeding  must  create  a  nausea. 
Yet  we  ourKlves  to  flesh  and  blood 
Have  granted  more  substantial  food. 
Nor  wonder  that,  in  times  like  yoois. 
All  but  the  poor  are  epicures. 
And  reason  from  eflfects  to  causes. 
On  roti's,  entremets,  and  sauces. 
But  here  be  wise,  the  reason  's  clear. 
Be  niggards  of  your  knowledge  here. 
And  to  yourselves  alone  confine 
That  first  of  blessings,  how  to  dine. 
For  should  the  fair  your  taste  pursue. 
And  eating  be  their  science  too. 
Should  they  too  catch  this  nasty  trick, 
(The  bare  idea  makes  me  sick) 
What  would  become  of  Natore'ft  boast  ? 
Their  b«suty  and  their  sex  were  lost. 
— I  turn  disgusted  from  the  scene, — 
Sle-gluttons  are  Me-aldermen. 

«*  Another  precept  lingers  yet. 
To  make  the  tiresome  group  complete. 
In  all  your  commeroe  with  the  sex. 
Whether  you  mean  to  please  or  vex. 
If  not  well-bred,  at  least  be  civil ; 
III  manners  are  a  catching  eviU 
I  speak  to  the  superior  few : 
—Ye  Britbh  youths,  I  speak  to  you. 

"  The  ancient  heroes  of  romance. 
Idolaters  in  complaisance. 
So  hit  the  sex's  dearest  whim, 
So  Vais'd  them  in  their  own  esteem. 
That  cv*ry  conscious  worth  increasVI, 
And  every  foible  sunk  to  rest 
Nay,  e»en  when  chivalry  was  o'er. 
And  adoration  reign'd  no  mor^ 
Within  due  bounds  the  following  sect 
Restrain'd  them  by  profound  respect; 
Politely  grasp'd  the  silken  reins, 
And  held  them  in  ideal  chams. 

But  now,  when  you  appear  before  them. 
You  want  all  deference  and  decorum  ; 
And,  conscious  of  good  Heavhi  knows  what. 
Noddle  your  heads,  and  slonch  your  hat ; 
Or,  careless  of  the  chrcling  throne. 
Through  full  assemblies  lounge  along. 
And  on  a  couch  politely  throw 
Your  listliBSs  limbs  without  a  bow. 
While  all  the  foir,  like  Sheba's  queen. 
Crowd  eager  to  the  inviting  scene. 
And  o'er  that  couch  m  raptures  hang 
To  hear  their  Solomon's  harangue. 
No  doubt  t  is  edifying  stul^ 
(For  gentle  ears  are  cannoohproof) 
And  wise  the  doctrines  which  you  teach. 
But  your  examples  more  than  preach : 
For 't  is  firom  hence  your  high-bred  lasses 
Los^  or  despise,  tl^ir  native  graces. 
Hence  comes  it  that  at  every  rout 
They  hoyden  m,  and  hoyden  out 
The  modest  dignity  of  yore, 
Hie  step  chastis'd,  is  seen  no  more. 
They  hop,  they  gallop,  and  they  trot^ 
A  curf sy  is  a  thing  fbrgoC 
Th'  affected  stare,  the  thrust<mt  chiOy 
The  leer,  the  titter,  and  the  grin. 
Supply  what  *  hung  on  Hebe's  cYnatk, 
And  lov'd  to  live  in  dimpk  slock.'     t 
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Nay,  lome  wtio  boast  their  sixteen  quarters 
One  might  mistake  for  chandlers*  daughters. 

"  Ah,  could  these  triflers  of  a  day 
Know  what  their  masters  think  and  say, 
When  o*er  their  cJaret  they  debate 
Each  pretty  victim's  future  fate; 
With  what  contempt  and  malice  fraught 
They  sneer  the  fbllies  they  have  taught ; 
How  deep  a  blush  their  cheek  would  fire ! 
Their  liule  breasto  would  burst  with  ire  ; 
And  the  most  heedless  mawkin  there, 
The  loveliest  idiot,  drop  a  tear. 

*'  Virtues  have  sexes,  past  a  doubt, 
Mythologists  have  mark'd  them  out ; 
Nor  yet  in  excellence  alone 
Have  this  peculiar  differenoe  shown : 
Your  vices~-that  's  too  hard  a  name— 
Your  fbllies— should  not  be  the  same. 
In  every  plant,  in  every  grain 

Of  Nature's  genu'me  works  we  find 
Some  innate  essences  remain 

Which  mark  the  species  and  the  khid. 
Though  fbrms  may  vary,  round  or  square. 
Be  soKxith,  be  rough,  be  regular ; 
TTiongh  colours  separate  or  unite, 
The  sport  of  superficial  light; 
Yet  is  there  mmetMnf^,  that  or  this. 

By  Nature's  kind  mdulgence  sown. 
Which  makes  each  thing  be  what  it  is, 

A  tree  a  tree,  a  stone  a  stone. 
So  in  each  sex  distinct  and  clear 
A  genuine  something  should  appear, 
AJe  nesai  quoi,  however  slight. 
To  vindicate  the  natural  right 

*•  Then,  sirs,  for  I  perceive  you  yawn,' 
Be  this  conclusion  fairly  drawn : 
Sexes  are  proper,  and  not  oonmum ; 
Man  mutt  be  man,  and  woman  woman. 
In  short,  be  coxcombs  if  you  please. 
Be  arrant  ladies  in  your  dress ; 
Be  every  name  the  vulgar  give 
To  what  their  grossness  can  t  conceive : 
Yet  one  small  ftivoor  let  me  ask, 
Not  to  impose  too  hard  a  task— 
Whether  you  fix  your  fancied  reign 

In  brothels,  or  in  drawing-rooms. 
The  Httle  tometimg  still  retahi. 

Be  gamesters,  gluttons,  jockies,  grooms, 
Be  all  which  Nature  never  meant. 
Free-thinkers  in  the  full  extent. 
But,  ah  !  for  something  be  rever'd. 
And  keep  your  #wf,  and  show  the  bxaro.*' 


TO  HER  GKACB 

THE  DUTCBESS  OF  QUEENSBURY K 

Sat,  tbal\  a  bard  in  these  late  times 
Dare  to  address  his  trivial  rhymes 
To  her,  whom  Prior,  Pope,  and  Gay, 
And  every  bard,  who  breath'd  a  lay 

■   In  th«   flref   ^^u:,^^  aT    *k:«  IIm-i^ 


Of  happier  vein,  was  fond  to  choose 

The  patroness  of  every  Muse  ? 

Say,  can  he  hope  that  you,  the  theme 
Of  partial  Swift's  severe  esteem. 
You,  who  have  borne  meridian  rays, 
And  triumphed  in  poetic  blaze, 
£v*n  with  indulgence  should  receive 
The  lainter  gleams  of  ebbing  eve  ? 

He  will ;  and  boldly  say  in  print, 
That 't  was  your  grace  who  gave  the  hint  j 
Who  told  him  that  the  present  scene 

Of  dress,  and  each  preposterous  fashion, 
Flow'd  from  supineness  in  the  men. 

And  not  from  female  inclination. 
That  women  were  obliged  to  try 
All  stratagems  to  catch  the  eye, 
And  many  a  wild  vagary  play 
To  gain  attention  any  way. 
'T  was  merely  cunning  in  the  fair. — 
This  may  be  true— but  have  a  care ; 
Your  grace  will  contradict  in  part. 

Your  own  assertion,  and  my  song. 
Whose  beauty,  undisguised  by  art. 

Has  charm'd  so  much,  and  charmM  so  long. 


VENUS  ATTIRING  THE  GRACES, 

In  naked  beauty  moreadom'd, 

More  lovely.  Milton. 

As  Venus  one  day,  at  her  toilet  affairs. 
With  the  Graces  attending,  adjusted  her  airs. 
In  a  negligent  way,  without  boddice  or  hoop. 
As  Guido  ■  has  painted  the  beautiful  group, 
(For  Guido,  no  doubt,  in  idea  at  least, 
Had  seen  all  the  Graces  and  Venus  undrest) 
Half  pensive,  half  smiling,  the  goddess  of  beauty 
Looked  round  on  the  giris,  as  they  toilM  in  their 

duty: 
"  And  surely,"  she  cryM,  "  you  have  strangely 

roiscany'd. 
That  not  one  or  the  three  should  have  ever  been 

marry'd. 
Let  me  nicely  examine— fair  foreheads,  straight 

noses. 
And  cheeks  that  might  rival  Aurora's  own  roses ; 
Lips;  teeth;  and  what  eyes  !  that  can  languish, or 
To  enliven  or  soften  the  elegant  whole.  [roll. 

The  sweet  auburn  tresses,  that  shade  what  they 

deck; 
The  shoulders,  that  fall  from  the  delicate  neck ; 
The  polish 'd  round  arm,  which  my  statues  might 

own. 
And  the  lovely  contour  which  descends  from  the 

zone. 
<'  Then  bow  it  should  happen  I  cannot  divine : 
Fither  you  are  too  coy,  or  the  gods  too  supine. 
I  believe  »t  is  the  latter;  for  every  soft  bosom 
Must  have  its  attachments,  and  wish  to  disclose  'em. 
Some  lovers  not  beauty  but  novelty  warms. 
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Come  here,  yoa  tvogirlt,  thBtlook  full  id  my  face  *, 

And  you  that  lo  often  are  turning  yonr  back. 
Put  on  these  cork  rumps,  and  then  tighten  your  stays 
Till  your  hips,  and  your  ribs,  and  the  strings 

themgeWes  crack. 
Can  ye  speak  ?  can  ye  breathe  ? — ^Not  a  word — 

then  't  will  do.  [yw- 

You  have  often  dress'd  m#,  and  for  ooce  1 11  dress 
Do  n*t  let  your  curls  fall  with  that  natural  bend. 
But  stretch  them  up  tight  till  each  hair  stands  an 

end. 
One,  two,  nay  three  cushions,  like  Cybele's  tow'n ; 
Then  a  few  ells  of  gauze,  and  some  baskets  of  flowers. 
These  bottles  of  nectar  will  serve  for  ^rfumes. 
Go  pluck  the  fledg*d  Cupid^  and  bring  me  their 

plumes. 
If  that  *8  not  enough,  you  may  strip  all  the  fowls, 
My  doves,  Juno*s  peacocks,  and  Pallas^s  owls. 
And  sUy,  from  Jove*s  eagle,  if  nappmg  3  yen  take 

him. 
You  may  snatch  a  few  quills— but  be  sure  you 

do  n*t  wake  him. 
«<  Hold !  what  are  ye  doing !  I  vow  and  protest. 
If  I  do  n't  watch  you  closely  you  '11  spoil  the  whole 
What  I  have  disorder'd  you  still  set  to  rights,  [jest. 
And  seem  half  unwilling  to  make  yourselves  frights. 
What  I  am  concealing  you  want  to  display ; 
But  it  sha*  n*t  serve  the  turn,  for  I  will  have  my  way. 
Those  crimp'd  colet'mont^s  do  n*t  reach  to  your 

chins. 
And  the  heels  of  your  slippers  are  broader  thcn^pins. 
You  can  stand,  you  can  walk,  like  the  girls  in  the 

street} 
Those  buckles  won't  do,  they  scarce  cover  your  feet 
Here,  run  to  the  Cyclops,  you  boys  without  wings. 
And  bring  up  their  boxes  of  contraband  things. — 
♦    ♦    ♦    ♦    ♦  [pass, 

"  Well,  now  you  're  bedizenM,  I  Ml  swear,  as  ye 
I  can  scarcely  help  laughing— do  n*t  look  in  the  gUtts. 
Those  tittering  boys  shall  be  whipt  if  they  tease  you. 
So  come  away,  girls.    From  you^^ormeuts  to  ease 

you, 
We  '11  haste  to  Olympus,  and  get  the  thing  over ; 
I  have  not  the  least  doubt  but  you  '11  each  find  a 
lover. 

>  Alluding  to  the  usual  representation  of  the 

Graces. 
3  The  sleeping  eagle  in  Piodar.     Thus  trans- 

IktedbyWest: 
Perch'd  on  the  sceptre  of  th'  Olympian  king. 

The  thrilling  darts  of  harmony  he  feels ; 
And  indolently  hangs  his  rapid  wing. 

While  gentle  sleep  his  closing  eyelids  seals ; 
And  o'er  his  heaving  limbs  in  loose  array 
To  ev*iry  balmy  gale  the  ruffling  feathers  play. 

Thus  imitated  by  Akenside : 

With  slacken'd  wings. 

While  now  the  solemn  concert  breathes  around. 
Incumbent  o'er  the  sceptre  of  his  lord 
Sleeps  the  stem  eacle  $  by  the  number'd  notes 
-^        I'd ;  and  satiate  with  the  melting  tone : 


WHITEHEAD'S  POEMS. 

And  if  it  succeeds,  with  a  torrent  of  mirth 
We  'U  pester  their  godships  agen  and  agen ; 

Then  send  the  receipt  to  the  ladies  on  Earth, 

And  bid  Ihtm  become  monsters,  tfll  men  become 
men.** 


OS  A  MESSAGE-CARD  IN  VEBSE, 

fBRT  BY  A  LAOYir 

HKtMRs,  the  gamester  of  the  sky. 

To  share  f^  once  mankinds  delights, 
9ippM  down  to  Earth,  exceeding  sly. 

And  bid  his  coachman  dive  to  White's. 
In  form  a  beau,  so  light  he  trips. 

You  'd  swear  his  wings  were  at  his  heels  ; 
From  glass  to  glass  alert  he  skips. 

And  bows  and  prattles  while  he  deals. 
In  short,  so  well  his  part  he  play*d. 

The  waiters  took  him  for  a  peer; 
And  ev*n  some  great  ones  whbp^ring  said. 

He  was  no  vulgar  foreigner. 
Whate'er  he  was,  he  swept  the  board. 

Won  every  bet,  and  every  game ; 
Stripp'd  ev'n  the  rooks,  who  stamp'd  and  roar'dr 

And  wonder'd  how  the  deril  it  came ! 
He  wonder'd  too,  and  thought  it  hard ; 

But  found  at  last  this  gpreat  command 
Was  owing  to  one  fav'rite  card. 

Which  still  brought  luck  into  his  hand. 
The  four  of  spades ;  whene'er  he  saw 

Its  sable  spots,  he  laugh'd  at  rules, 
Took  odds  beyond  the  gaming  law. 

And  Hoyle  and  Philidor  were  fools. 
But  now,  for  now  't  was  time  to  go. 

What  gratitude  shall  he  express  ? 
And  what  peculiar  boon  bestow 

Upon  the  cause  of  his  success  } 
.  Suppose,  fbr  something  must  be  done. 

On  Juno's  self  he  could  prevail 
To  pick  the  pips  out,  one  by  one. 

And  stick  them  in  her  peacock's  tail. 
Should  Pallas  have  it,  was  a  doubt. 

To  twist  her  silk,  or  range  her  pins. 
Or  should  the  Muses  cut  it  out, 

For  bridges  to  their  violms. 
To  Venus  should  the  prize  be  given, 

Superior  beauty's  just  reward. 
And  'gainst  the  next  great  rout  in  Heaven 

Be  sent  her  fbr  a  message-card* 
Or  hold — by  Jove,  a  lucky  hit ! 

Your  goddesses  are  arrant  farces  ; 
Go,  carry  it  to  Mrs. , 

And  bid  her  fill  it  full  of  verves. 


on  m 
BIBTH'DAY  OF  A  YOVNQ  LADY^ 

FOUR  TEARS  OLD. 

I'  Old  creeping  Time,  with  silent  tread. 
Has  stol>n  four  years  o'er  Molly's  head. 
Thn  wMft.hnd  onAfM  on  her  cheek. 
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And  each  food  parent,  as  they  fall, 
Find  Tolaaies  io  that  litUe  alL 

May  every  charm,  which  now  appears. 
Increase,  and  brighten  with  her  yean ! 
And  may  that  same  old  creeping  Time 
do  on  tUl  die  has  reach'd  her  prime. 
Then,  like  a  master  of  his  trade, 
Stand  still,  nor  hurt  the  work  he  made. 


THE  JE  NE  SCAI  SlUOL 

ASOMO* 

Yes,  I  'm  m  love,  I  feel  it  now. 

And  Caslia  has  nndone  me ; 
And  yet  I  'U  swear  I  can't  tell  how 

The  pleasing  plague  stole  on  me. 

*T  is  not  her  fttce  which  lore  creates. 

For  there  no  graces  revel ; 
rr  is  not  her  shape,  for  there  the  Fates 

Have  rather  been  uncivil. 

'T  is  not  her  air,  for  sure  in  that 

There 's  nothing  more  than  .commoQ^ 

And  all  her  sense  is  only  chat. 
Like  any  other  woman. 

Her  voice,  her  toueh,  might  gyre  th*  alarm- 
*T  was  both  perhaps,  or  neither ; 

In  short,  't  waf  that  provoking  charm 
Of  Caelia  all  together. 


THE  DOUBLE  CONftUEST. 

A  tOMO. 

O19  music,  and  of  beauty's  power, 
I  doubted  much,  and  doubted  long ; 

The  fairest  face  a  gaudy  flower. 
An  empty  sound  the  sweetest  song. 

But  when  her  voice  Clarinda  rais'd, 
And  snng  so  sweet,  and  smil'd  so  gay. 

At  ooce  I  listen'd,  and  I  gaz^d; 
And  heard,  and  looVd  my  soul  away. 

To  ber,  of  all  his  beauteous  train. 
This  wondrous  power  had  Love  assign'dy 

A  doable  conquest  to  obtain. 

And  cure  at  once  the  deaf  and  blind. 


SONO  FOR  RANELAOH.   , 

Yi  belles,  and  ye  flirts,  and  ye  pert  little  things. 

Who  trip  in  this  frolicsome  round, 
Plray  tell  me  from  whence  this  impertinence  springs, 

The  sexes  at  once  to  conftDund  ? 
What  means  the  cock*d  hat,  and  the  masculme  air. 

With  each  motion  desigp&M  to  perplex  ? 
Bright  eyes  were  intenBed  to  languish,  not  stare, 

And  softness  the  test  of  your  sex. 

The  giri,  who  pn  beauty  depends  for  support, 

May  call  every  art  to  her  aid ; 
Xbe  bosom  display'd,  i^nd  the  petticoat  short, 

Are  samples  sh«  giyet  of  her  tiade. 
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But  you,  on  whom  fortune  indulgently  smiles. 
And  whom  pride  has  preserved  from  the  snare. 

Should  slily  attack  us  with  coyness,  and  wiles. 
Not  with  open  and  insolent  war. 

The  Venus,  whose  statue  delights  all  mankind. 

Shrinks  modestly  back  from  the  view. 
And  kindly  should  seem  by  the  artist  designed 

To  8en:e  as  a  model  for  you. 
Then  learn,  with  her  beauty,  to  copy  her  air. 

Nor  venture  too  much  to  reveal : 
Our  fancies  will  paint  what  you  cover  with  care^ 

And  double  each  eharm  you  conceal 

The  blushes  of  Mom,  and  the  mildness  of  May, 

Are  charms  which  no  art  can  procure : 
O  be  but  yourselves,  and  our  homage  we  pay, 

And  your  empire  is  solid  and  sure. 
But  if,  Amazon-like,  you  attack  your  gallants. 

And  put  us  in  fear  of  our  lives. 
You  may  do  very,  well  for  sisters  and  aunts. 

But,  believe  me,  you  '11  never  be  wives. 


AN  INSCRIPTION 

W  THE  COTTAGE  OF  VENUS, 
AT  MIDDLITOM  PARK,  OXFOaOSUni. 

QviiQUis  es,  O  jttvenis,  nostro  vagus  advena  luco, 

Cui  cor  eat  tenerum,  cuique  puella  comes ; 
Quisquis  es,  ah  fugias ! — hie  suadent  omnia  amoreip, 

Inque  caak  hAc  latitans  omnia  suadet  amor. 
Aspice  flore  capri  quam  circum  astringitur  ilex 

Herenti  amplexu,  et  luxuriante  com& ! 
Sylva  tegit,  taciturn  stemit  tibi  lana  cubile, 

Aut  tumet  in  vivos  mollior  herba  toros. 
Si  quis  adest  sqbitum  dant  tintinnabula  signum, 

Et  strepit  in  primo  limine  porta  loquax. 
Nee  rigidum  ostendit  nostro  de  paijete  vultum 

ActsDUSve  senex,  dimidiusve  Cato : 
At  nuda  aspirat  dulces  Cjrtherea  furores, 

Atque  suoB  ritus  cons^crat  ipsa  Venu^ 


THE  SAME  IN  EMOLISH. 

WBOx*n  thou  art,  whom  chance  ordains  to  rove 
A  youthful  stranger  to  this  fatal  grove, 
O,  if  thy  breast  can  feel  too  soft  a  flame. 
And  with  thee  wanders  some  unguarded  dame. 
Fly,  fly  the  place ! — Each  object  through  the  shade 
Persuades  to  love ;  and  in  this  cottage  laid. 
What  cannot,  may  not,  will  not,  love  persuade  f 
See  to  yon  oak  how  close  the  woodbine  cleaves. 
And  twines  around  its  luxury  of  leaves  •! 
Above,  the  boughs  a  pleasing  darkness  shed. 
Beneath,  a  noiseless  couch  soft  fleeces  spread, 
Or  softer  b^erbage  forms  a  living  bed. 
Do  spies  approach  ?— Shrill  bells  the  sound  jrepeat, 
And  from  the  entrance  screams  the  conscious  gate. 
Nor  from  these  walls  do  rigid  bustos  frown. 
Or  philosophic  censors  threat  in  stone. 
But  Venus'  self  does  her  own  rites  approve 
In  naked  state,  and  through  the  raptur*d  grove 
Breathes  the  9weet  madnen  of  exceaiive  Ipvcv 
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HYMN  TO  VENUS, 

ON  A  CIEAT  VABUTf  OP  ROMS  BEING  PLAllTBD  ROUND 
HER  COTTAGE. 

Tff  dea,  tefughtnt  vend,  te  nubiLz  cali 
Adventumque  tuum  ;  tibi  suares  DaedaU  tellua 
Summittit  flores. Lucret. 

O  VENUf,  whow  inspiriDg  breath 

First  waken'd  Nature's  genial  power, 
And  clothM  the  teeming  Earth  beneath 

With  every  plant,  with  every  flower. 
Which  paints  the  verdant  lap  of  Spring, 

Or  wantons  in  the  Summer's  ray ; 
Which,  brush'd  by  Zephyr's  dewy  wing. 
With  fragrance  hails  the  opening  day ; 

Or,  pour*d  profuse  on  hiti,  on  plain,  on  dale, 
Reserves  its  treasured  sweets  for  evening's  softer 
gale! 

To  thee,  behold,  what  new  delights 

The  master  of  this  shade  prepares ! 
Induc'd  by  far  inferior  rites, 

You  »ve  heard  a  Cyprian's  softest  prayers ; 

There,  form'd  to  wreaths,  the  sickly  flower 
Has  on  thy  altars  bloomM  and  died ; 

But  here,  around  thy  fragrant  bower,      ^ 
Extends  the  living  incense  wide ; 

From  the  first  rose  the  fostering  zephyrs  rear. 
To  that  whose  fointer  t>iush  adorns  the  dying  year. 

Behold  one  beauteous  flower  assume 

The  histre  of  th*  nnsulfied  snow ! 
While  there  the  Belgic's  softer  bloom 

Ipipioves  the  damask's  deeper  glow ; 
The  Austrian  here  in  purple  breaks, 

Or  flaunts  in  robes  of  yellow  light; 
While  there,  in  more  fantastic  streaks, 

The  r«i  rose  mingles  with  the  white », 

And  in  its  name  records  poor  Albion's  woes, 

Albion  that  oft  has  wept  the  colours  of  the  rose ! 

Then,  Venus,  come;  to  every  thorn 

Thy  kind  prolific  influence  lend ; 
And  bid  the  tears  of  eve  and  mom 

In  gently  dropping  dews  descend ; 
Teach  every  sunbeam's  warmth  and  light 

To  pierce  thy  thicket's  iumost  shade ; 
Nor  let  th'  ungenial  damps  of  night 

The  breeze's  searching  wings  evade,  ■ 

But  every  plant  confess  the  power  that  guides, 


IN  A  HERMITAGE, 

AT  THE  SAME  PLACE. 

The  man,  whose  days  of  youth  and  eaae 
In  Nature's  calm  eiyoyments  pass'd. 

Will  want  no  monitors,  like  these'. 
To  torture  and  alarm  his  last. 

The  gloomy  grot,  the  cypress  shade. 
The  zealot's  list  of  rigid  rules. 

To  him  are  merely  dull  parade. 
The  tragic  pageantry  of  fools. 

What  life  affords  he  freely  tastes, 
Wh«i  Nature  calls  resigns  his  breath ; 

Nor  age  in  weak  repining  wastes. 
Nor  acts  alive  the  farce  of  death. 

Not  so  the  youths  of  folly's  train. 
Impatient  of  each  kind  restraint 

Which  parent  Nature  fix'd,  m  vain. 
To  teach  us  man's  true  bliss,  content. 

For  something  still  beyond  enough 
With  eager  impotesnce  they  strive. 

Till  appetite  has  leam'd  to  loathe 
The  very  joys  by  which  we  live. 

Then,  fill'd  with  all  which  sour  disdain 
To  disappointed  vice  can  add, 

Tir'd  of  himself,  man  flies  from  man. 
And  hates  the  world  he  made  so  bad. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  COLD  BATH. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  approach.— Has  med'cinefjRird  ? 

Have  balms  and  heihs  essay'd  their  powers  in  vain? 
Nor  the  free  air,  nor  fost'ring  Sun  prevail'd 

To  raise  thy  drooping  strength,  or  soothe  thy  pwn  ? 

Yet  enter  here.    Nor  doubt  to  trust  thy  frame 
To  the  cold  bosom  of  this  lucid  lake. 

Here  Health  may  greet  thee,  and  life's  languid  flame, 
Ev'n  from  iu  icy  grasp,  new  vigour  take. 

What  soft  Ausonia's  genial  shores  deny. 
May  Zembla  give.  Then  boldly  trust  the  wave: 

So  shall  thy  grateful  tablet  bang  oo  high. 
And  frequent  votaries  bless  this  healing  care. 
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In  sbort,  consiim^d  with  learned  care 

I  liv'd,  I  died->I  rooted  here ! 

For  Heaven,  that 's  pleas'd  with  domg  good^ 

To  make  tne  useful  made  me  wood. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  TREE « 

OM  THE  TBRRACB,  AT  NUNSHAIf|  OZFOIMHIU* 

This  tree  was  planted  by  a  female  hand, 

In  the  gay  dawn  of  rustic  beauty's  glow ; 
And  fast  beside  it  did  her  cottage  stand,       [snow. 

When  age  had  cloth'd  the  matron's  head  with 
To  her,  long  us*d  to  Nature^s  simple  ways, 

This  single  spot  was  happiness  complete; 
Her  tree  could  shield  her  from  the  noon-tide  blaze, 

And  firom  the  tempest  screen  her  little  seat. 
Here  with  her  Collin  oft  the  faithful  maid 

Had  led  the  dance,  the  envious  youths  among: 
Here,  when  his  aged  bones  in  earth  were  laid. 

The  patient  matron  tnm'd  her  wheel,  and  sung. 
She  felt  her  loss ;  yet  felt  it  as  she  ought. 

Nor  dar'd  'gainst  Nature^  general  law  exclaim; 
But  checked  her  tears,  and  to  her  children  taught 

That  well-known  truth,  '*  their  lot  would  be  the 


Though  lliames  before  her  flow'd,  his  farther  shores 

She  ne'er  explor'd;  contented  with  her  own : 
And  distant  Oxford,  though  she  saw  its  tQwers, 

To  her  ambition  was  a  world  unknown. 
Did  dreadful  tales  the  clowns  from  market  bear 

Of  kings,  and  tumults,  and  the  courtier  train. 
She  coldly  listened  with  unheeding  ear,         [reign. 

And  good  queen  Anne,  for  aught  she  car*d,  might 
The  Sun  her  day,  the  seasons  mark'd  her  year. 

She  toilM,  she  slept,  from  care,  from  envy  free. 
For  what  had  she  to  hope,  or  what  to  fear. 

Blest  with  her  cottage,  and  her  fav'rite  tree  ? 
Hear  this,  ye  great,  whose  prond  possessions  ipread 

O'er  Earth's  rich  surface  to  no  space  confin'd; 
Ye  leam'd  in  arts,  in  men,  in  manners  read. 

Who  boast  as  wide  an  empire  o*er  the  mind. 
With  rererance  visit  her  august  domain ; 

To  her  unletter'd  memory  bow  the  knee : 
She  found  that  happiness  you  seek  in  vain, 

Blest  with  a  cottage,  and  a  single  tree. 


INSCRIPTION 

ON 
THE  PBDBBTAL  OF  AN  URN, 

BtlCm  m  TBI  FLOWBR-OAKDIN  AT  NimBHAM,  BT  O.  8. 
lUaCOVET,  AND  TBI  UONOURABLI  ELIZABETB  VBRNON, 
VncOUMT  ANn  VltOODNTBSS  NUNSBAM. 

SACUD  TO  TUB  KIMORT  OP  FftANCSS  POOLB,  VISCOtWIBSS 
FALMBaiTON. 

Hbeb  shall  oor  liog*ring  fbotstepa  oft  be  fbmd. 
This  is  her  shrine,  and  consecrates  the  ground. 

'  This  tree  is  well  known  to  the  country  people 
by  the  nAie  of  Bab's  tree.  It  was  planted  by  one 
Barbara  Wyat,  who  was  so  much  attached  to  it, 
that,  on  the  removal  of  the  village  of  Naneham  to 


Here  living  sweets  around  her  altar  rise. 
And  breathe  perpetual  incense  to  the  skies. 

Here  too  the  thoughtless  and  the  young  may  tread, 
Who  shun  the  drearier  mansions  of  the  dead ; 
May  here  be  taught  what  worth  the  wprld  has  known. 
Her  wit,  her  sense,  her  virtues,  were  her  own ; 
To  her  peculiar — ind  for  ever  lost 
To  those  who  knew,  and  therefore  lov'd  her  most 

O,  if  kind  pity  steal  on  virtue's  eye, 
Check  not  the  tear,  nor  stop  the  useful  sigh ; 
From  soft  humanity's  ingenuous  flame 
A  wish  may  rise  to  emulate  her  fame. 
And  some  &tnt  image  of  her  worth  restore, 
When  those,  who  now  lament  her,  are  no  more. 


AN  EPITAPH. 

Hebe  lies  a  youth  (ah,  wherefore  breathless  lies  I) 
Leam'd  without  pnde,  and  diffidently  wise. 
Mild  to  all  faults,  which  from  weak  nature  flow'd ; 
Fond  of  all  virtues^  wheresoever  bestow'd. 
Who  never  gave,  nor  slightly  took  dffence. 
The  best  good-nature,  and  the  best  good  sense. 
Who  living  hop'd,  and  dying  felt  no  fears^ 
His  only  sting  of  dealh,  a  parent's  tears. 


EPITAPH  IN  WESTMINSTER- ABBEY. 

TO  THE 
MEMOBir  OF  MRS.  PftlTCHARD, 

THIS  TABLET  IS  PLACED  HBBX  BY  THE  VOLUNTABV  8UB- 
tCBIFTION  OP  THOSE  WHO  ADMiaBD  AND  BtTEBMEI) 
HEB. 

8RE  BBTIBBD  PBOM  THE  BTAOE,  OP  WHICH  SHE  RAD  LONG 
BEEN  THE  OBNAMENT,  IN  THE  MONTH  OP  APBIL  ONE 
THOUSAND  SEVEN  NUNDBED  BinY-BIOHT,  AND  DIED  AT 
BATH  IN  TUB  MONTH  OP  AUGUST  FOLLOWING,  IN  THE 
FIPTV-8EVENTH  YEAB  OP  HEB  AGE. 

Heb  comic  vein  had  every  charm  to  please, 
T  was  Nature's  dictates  breath'd  with  Nature's  ease. 
Ev'n  when  her  powers  sustained  the  tragic  load, 
Full,  clear,  and  just,  th^  harmonious  accents  flow'd^ 
And  the  big  passions  of  her  feeling  heart 
Burst  freely  forth,  and  sham'd  the  mimic  art 
Oft,  on  the  scene,  with  colours  not  her  own. 
She  painted  vice,  and  taught  us  what  to  shun: 
One  virtuous  track  her  real  life  pursued. 
That  nobler  part  was  uniformly  good, 
Each  duty  there  to  such  perfection  wrought. 
That,  if  the  precepts  fiul'd,  th'  example  taught. 


ON  THE  LATE 

IMPROVEMENTS  AT  NUNEHAM, 

THE  SEAT  OP  THE  EABL  OP  HABCOUBT. 

Dame  Nature,  the  goddess,  one  very  bright  day. 
In  strolling  through  Nuneham,  met  Brown  in  her 
way: 

where  it  is  now  built,  she  earnestly  entreated  that 
she  might  still  remain  ia  her  old  habitation.  Her 
request  was  complied  with,  and  her  cottage  not 
pulled  down  till  aft€Jt  her  death.    ^^  ^^  ^^ .  ^, 
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**  And  bless  me,"  she  said,  with  an  insolent  sneer, 
**  I  wonder  that  fellow  will  dare  to  come  here. 
What  more  than  I  did  has  your  impudence  plann'd  ? 
The  lawn,  wood,  and  water,  are  all  of  my  (land  ; 
In  my  very  best  manner,  with  Themis^s  scales, 
I  lifted  the  hills,  and  I  scoop'd  out  the  vales ; 
With  Sylvan *s  own  nmbrage  I  grac'd  ev'ry  brow, 
And  pour'd  the  rich  Thames  through  the  meadows 

below."  [mand 

"  I  grant  it,"  he  cry*d;  "to  your  sov'reign  com- 
I  bow,  as  I  ought — Gentle  lady,  your  hand ; 
The  weather's  inviting,  so  let  us  move  on ; 
You  know  what  you  did,  and  now  see  what  I  've  done. 
I,  with  gratitude,  own  you  have  reason  to  plead. 
That  to  these  happy  scenes  you  were  bounteous 

indeed : 
My  lovely  materials  were  many  and  great ! 
(For  sometimes,  you  Icnow,  I  'm  obliged  to  create) 
But  say  in  return,  my  adorable  dame. 
To  all  you  see  here,  can  3rou  lay  a  just  claim  F 
Were-there  no  slighter  parts  which  you  finished  in 

haste, 
Or  left,  like  a  friend,  to  give  scope  to  my  taste  ? 
Who  drew  o*er  the  surface,  did  you,  or  did  I, 
The  smooth-flowing  outline,  that  steals  from  the  eye>. 
The  soft  undulations,  both  distant  and  near, 
That  heave  from  the  lawns,  and  yet  scarcely  appear  ? 
(So  bends  the  ripe  harvest  the  breezes  beneath, 
As  if  Earth  was  in  slumber  and  gently  took  breath) 
Who  thinned,  and  who  gronp'd,  and  who  scattered 

those  trees, 
Who  bade  the  slopes  fall  with  that  delicate  ease, 
Who  cast  them  in  shade,  and  who  plac'd  them  in 

light, 
Who  bade  tliem  divide,  and  who  bade  them  unite  ? 
The  ridges  are  melted,  the  boundaries  gone : 
Observe  all  these  changes,  and  candidly  own 
I  haveclothM  you  when  daked,  and,  n^en  overdrest, 
I  have  stripped  you  again  to  your  boddice  and  vest; 
ConoeaPd  ev'ry  blemish,  each  beauty  displayM, 
As  Reynolds  would  picture  some  exquisite  maid. 
Each  spirited  feature  would  happily  place. 
And  shed  o'er  the  whole  inexpressible  grace. 
**  One  question  remains.     Up  the  green  of  yon 

steep. 
Who  threw  the  bold  walk  with  that  elegant  sweep  ? 
«— There  is  little  to  see,  till  the  summit  we  gain ; 
Nay,  never  draw  back,  you  may  climb  without  pain, 
And,  I  hope,  will  perceive  how  each  object  is  caught, 
And  is  lost,  in  exactly  the  point  where  it  dught. 
Tliat  ground  of  your  moulding  is  certainly  fine. 
But  the  swell  of  that  knoll  and  those  openings  are 

mine. 
The  prospect,  wherever  beheld,  must  be  good. 
But  has  ten  times  its  charms,  when  you  burst  from 

this  wood,  ["Hold! 

A  wood  of  my  planting."— The  goddess  cried, 
'TIS  grown  very  hot,  and  't  is  grown  very  cold :" 
She  &nnM  and  she  shudder'd,  she  oough'd  and  she 

sneez'd. 
Inclined  to  be  aQgry,  inc)i9'4  to  be  pleased. 


Half  smird,  and  half  pouted— then  tumM  from  the 

view. 
And  dropp*d  him  a  courtesy,  and  blushing  withdrew. 
Yet  soon  recollecting  her  thoughts,  as  she  passVl, 
"  I  may  have  my  revenge  on  this  fellow  at  last: 
For  a  lucky  conjecture  comes  into  my  head. 
That,  whatever  he  has  done,  and  whatever  he  has  said. 
The  world's  little  malice  will  balk  his  design : 
Each  fisult  they  call  his,  and  each  excellence  mine  *.* 


TO  LADY  NUNEHAM, 

NOW  COUNTESS  OF  HARCOURT, 

ON  THE  DB/ITH  OP  BEE  SI8TBE,  THE  HONOUEABIB  CATBB- 
EINB  VENABLBS  VEENON,  JUNE,  MDCCLZXV. 

Mild  as  the  opening  mom's  serenest  ray. 

Mild  as  the  close  of  summer's  softest  day. 

Her  form,  her  virtues,  (fram'd  alike  to  please 

With  artless  grace  and  unassuming  ease) 

On  every  breast  their  mingling  influence  stole. 

And  in  sweet  union  breath'd  one  beauteous  whole. 

Oft,  9*er  a  sister's  much-lamented  bier. 
Has  genuine  anguish  pour*d  the  kindred  tear : 
Oft,  on  a  dear-lov'd  friend's  untimely  grave. 
Have  sunk  in  speechless  grief,  the  wise  and  brave. 

— Ah,  hapless  thou !  for  whose  severer  woe 
Death  arm'd  with  double  force  his  fatal  blow. 
Condemned  (just  Heaven !  for  what  mysterions  end? ) 
To  lose  at  once  the  sister  and  the  fHend  ^ ! 


BATTLE  OF  ARGOED  LLWYFAIN\ 

MoEKiNo  rose ;  the  issuing  Sun 
Saw  the  dreadful  flght  begun ; 
And  that  Sun's  descendmg  ray 
aosM  the  battle,  closM  the  day. 

>  Although  the  personification  of  Nature  has  been 
common  to  several  poets,  when  they  meant  to 
compliment  ah  artist  that  rivalled  her,  yet  the  idea 
of  making  her  behave  henelf  like  that  most  unna- 
tural of  all  creat^  beings,  a  modern  Jine  loAf,  must 
be  allowed  to  be  a  thought  both  very  bold  and 
truly  original,  and  the  poet  has,  I  think,  executed 
it  with  much  genuine  humour.    M» 

i  The  first  six  lines  of  this  elegant  elegiac  poem 
are  inscribed  on  a  neat  marble  tablet,  (similar  to 
that  of  Mrs.  Pritchard*s  monument  in  Westminster 
Abbey)  which  is  placed  in  the  chancel  of  the  pa- 
rish church  of  Sudbury  in  Stafibrdshire,  and  the 
four  fbllowmg  added,  instead  of  what  is  here  per- 
sonally addressed  to  the  present  lady  Harcouct. 
This  fiiir  example  to  the  world  was  lent. 
As  the  short  lesson  of  a  life  well  spent  i 
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namdwyn  ponr'd  hw  rapid  bands. 
Legions  four,  o'er  Reged's  lands. 
The  namerous  host,  from  side  to  side. 
Spread  destruction  wild  and  wide, 
I'iom  Ai'goed's  summits  *,  forest-crown*d. 
To  steep  Arfyndd's  ^  utmost  bound. 
Short  their  triumph,  short  their  sway. 
Bom  and  ended  with  the  day ! 
Flushed  with  conquest  Fflamdwjrn  said. 
Boastful  at  his  army's  head, 
**  Strive  not  to  oppose  the  stream, 
Bedeem  your  lands,  your  lives  redeem. 
Give  me  pledges,'*  Fflamdwyn  cried. 
•*  Never,"  Urien's  son  replied. 
Owen4,  of  the  mighty  stroke. 
Kindling,  as  the  hero  spoke, 
Ceoau  s,  Coel's  blooming  heir. 
Caught  the  flame,  and  grasp'd  the  spear: 
**  Shall  Coel's  issue  pledges  give 
To  the  insulting  foe,  and  live  ? 
Never  such  be  Britons*  shame. 
Never,  till  this  mangled  frame 
like  some  vanquished  lion  lie, 
Drench'd  in  bkod,  and  bleeding  die.*' 

Day  advanc*d :  and  ere  the  Sun 
Reach'd  the  radiant  point  of  noon, 
Urien  came  with  fresh  supplies. 
**  Rise,  ye  sons  of  Cambria,  rise ! 
Spread  your  banners  to  the  fbe, 
Spread  them  on  the  mountain's  brow : 
Ijft  yonV  lances  high  in  air, 
Friends  and  brothers  of  the  war; 
Rush  like  torrents  down  the  steep. 
Through  the  vales  in  myriads  sweep; 

n  Saxon  general,  supposed  to  be  Ida,  king  of  Nor- 
thumberiuid.  It  is  inserted  hi  Jones's  Historical 
Account  of  the  Welch  Bards,  published  in  1784, 
and  is  thus  introduced  by  the  author :  *<  I  am  in- 
delited  to  the  obliging  disposition  and  undiminished 
powers  of  Mr.  Whitehead,  for  the  following  fisithful 
and  animated  versification  of  this  valuable  antique." 

To  this  commendation  from  Mr.  Jones,  who  cer- 
tainly could  judge  best  of  the  fidelity  of  the  ver- 
sion, and  with  whom  I  agree  as  to  the  other  epithet, 
I  have  only  to  add,  that  I  think  no  critic  will  deal 
candidly,  who,  in  estimating  the  poetical  merit  of 
thb  piece  in  general,  shall  compare  it  with  thos^ 
imitations  wluch  Mr.  Gray  made  of  the  Sealdic 
odea.  The  wild  mythology  of  the  Edda,  to  which 
they  perpetually  aHude,  gives  them  a  charm  pe- 
culiar to  themselves,  and  sets  them  above  what  he 
lunueif  has  produced  from  CamtrthBriiuh  origi- 
nals. Af. 

This  is  the  last  of  the  great  battles  of  Urien 
Beged,  celebrated  by  Taliessm  in  poems  now  ex- 
tant. See  Carte's  History  of  England,  p.  2  U  and 
«13. 

*  A  part  of  Cumbria,  the  csbuntry  of  prince 
Uywarch  Hen,  from  whence  he  was  drove  by  the 
Saxons. 

'  Some  place  on  the  borders  of  Northumberiand. 

4  Owen  ap  Urien  acted  as  his  father's  general. 

s  Cenau  led  to  the  assistance  of  Urien  Reged 
the  forces  of  hh  fother  Coel  Godhebog,  kmg  of  a 
aorthem  tract  called  Godden,  probably  inhabited 
by  the  Godini  of  Ptolemy.  Owen  ap  Urien  and 
Cenau  ap  Cod  were  in  the  number  of  Arthur's 
Knights.    See  Lewis's  History  of  Britain,  p.  SOI. 


Fflamdwyn  never  can  sustain 
The  fbroe  of  our  united  train.*' 

Havoc,  havoc  rag'd  around. 
Many  a  carcass  strew'd  the  ground  : 
Ravens  drank  the  purple  flo(^. 
Raven  plumes  were  dyed  in  blood ; 
Frighted  crowds  from  place  to  place 

Eager,  hurrying,  breathless,  pale. 
Spread  the  news  of  their  disgrace, 

T^rembling  as  they  told  the  Ule. 
These  are  Taliessin's  rhymes. 
These  shall  live  to  distant  times. 
And  the  bard's  prophetic  rage 
Animate  a  future  age. 

Child  of  sorrow,  child  of  pain. 
Never  may  I  smile  again, 
If  till  all-subduing  death 
aose  these  eyes,  and  stop  this  breath, 
Ever  I  forget  to  raise 
My  grateful  songs  to  Urien%  praise  ! 


THE  SWEEPERS, 

I  tmo  of  sweepers,  frequent  in  thy  streets, 
Augusta,  as  the  flowers  which  grace  the  spring, 
Or  branches  withering  in  autumnal  shades 
To  form  the  brooms  they  wield.   Preserv'd  by  them 
From  dirt,  from  coach-hire,  and  .tb'  oppressive 

rheums 
Which  clog  the  springs  of  life,  to  them  I  sing. 
And  ask  no  inspiration  but  their  smiles. 

Hail,  unown'd  youths,  and  virgins  unendow'd ! 
Whether  on  bulk  begot,  while  rattled  loud 
The  passing  coaches,  or  th'  officious  hand 
Of  sportive  link-boy  wide  around  him  dash'd 
The  pitchy  flame  obstructive  of  the  joy ; 
Or  more  propitious  to  the  dark  retreat 
Of  round-house  owe  your  birth,  where  Nature's  reign 
Revives,  and  emulous  of  Spartan  £ime 
The  mingling  sexes  sharo  promiscuous  love ; 
And  scarce  the  pregnant  female  knows  to  whom 
She  owes  the  precious  burthen,  scarce  the  sire 
Can  claim,  confus'd,  the  many-feaOir'd  child. 

Nor  blush  that  hence  your  origin  we  trace : 
T  was  thus  immortal  heroes  sprung  of  old 
Strong  from  the  stol'n  embrace :  by  such  as  you 
Unhous'd,  uncloth'd,  unletter'd,  and  unfed. 
Were  kingdoms  modell'd,  cities  taught  to  rise. 
Firm  laws  enacted,  freedom's  rights  maintain'd. 
The  gods  and  patriots  of  an  infsAt  world ! 

Let  others  meanly  chant  in  tuneful  song 
The  black-shoe  race,  whose  mercenary  tribes 
Allur'd  by  halfpence  take  their  morning  stand 
Whero  streets  divide,  and  to  their  proffer'd  stools 
Solicit  wand'ring  feet;  vain  pensioners. 
And  placemen  of  the  crowd !  Not  so  you  pour 
Your  blessings  on  mankind.    Nor  traffic  vile 
Be  your  employment  deem'd,  ye  last  remains 
Of  public  spirit,  whose  laborious  hands. 
Uncertain  of  reward,  bid  kennels  know 
Their  wonted  bounds,  remove  the  bordering  filth. 
And  give  th*  obstructed  ordure  where  to  glide. 

What  though  the  pitjring  passenger  bestows 
His  unextorted  boon,  must  they  refuse 
The  well-eam*d  bounty,  scorn  th*  obtruded  ore  ? 
Proud  were  the  thought  and  vain.  And  shall  not  wo 
Repay  their  kindly  labours,  men  like  them. 
With  gratitude  unsought  ?  I  too  have  oft 
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Seen  in  our  streets  the  wither'd  hands  of  age 
Toil  in  th'  industrioas  task;  and  can  we  there 
Be  thrifty  niggards  ?  Haply  they  have  known 
Far  better  days,  and  8catter*d  liberal  roand 
The  scanty  pittance  we  afford  them  now. 
Soon  from  this  office  grant  them  their  discharge, 
Ye  kind  church-wardens !-  take  their  meagre  Umbs 
Shivering  with  cold  and  age,  and  wrap  them  warm 
In  those  blest  mansions  Charity  has  rais*d. 

But  you  of  younger  years,  while  vigour  knits 
Your  lab'ring  sinews,  urge  the  generous  task, 
Nor  lose  in  fruitless  brawls  the  precious  houn 
Assign'd  to  toil.    Be  your  contentions,  who 
First  in  the  darkening  streets,  when  Autumn  sheds 
Her  earliest  showers,  shall  clear  th' obstructed  pass; 
Or  last  shall  quit  the  field  when  Spring  distils 
Her  moistening  dews,  prolific  there  in  vain. 
So  may  each  lusty  scavenger,  ye  fair, 
Fly  ardent  to  your  arms ;  and  every  maid. 
Ye  gentle  youths>  he  to  your  wishes  kind ; 
Whether  Ostrea's  fishy  fumes  allure, 
As  Venus' tresses  fragrant;  or  the  sweets 
More  mild  and  rural  from  her  stall  who  toils 
To  feast  the  sages  of  the  Samian  school. 

Nor  ever  may  your  hearts  elate  with  pride 
Desert  this  sphere  of  love ;  for  should  ye,  youths. 
When  Mood  boils  high,  and  some  more  lucky  chance 
Has  sweird  your  stores,  pursue  the  tawdry  band 
That  romp  from  lamp  to  lamp — for  health  expect 
Disease,  for  fleeting  pleasure  foul  remorse. 
And  daily,  nightly,  agonizing  pains. 
In  vain  you  call  for  .Ssculapius*  aid 
From  Wbitecross-alley,  or  the  azure  posts 
Which  beam  through  Haydou-yard :  the  god  de- 
mands 
More  ample  offerings,  and  rejects  your  prayer. 

And  you,  ye  fiur,  O  let  me  warn  your  breasts 
To  shun  deluding  men :  for  some  there  are, 
Oreat  lords  of  counties,  mighty  men  of  war. 
And  well-dress'd  courtiers,  who  with  leering  eye 
Can  in  the  face  begrim*d  with  dirt  discern 
Strange  charms,  and  pant  fbr  Cynthia  in  a  cloud. 

But  let  Lardella's  frite  avert  your  own. 
Lardella  once  was  fair,  the  early  boast 
Of  proud  St  Giles's,  from  its  ample  pound 
To  where  the  column  points  the  seven-fold  day. 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  had  she  never  known 
A  street  more  spacious !  but  ambition  led 
Her  youthful  footsteps,  artless,  unassured, 
To  Whitehall's  fatal  pavement    There  she  ply'd 
Like  you  the  active  broom.    At  sight  of  her 
The  coachman  dropp'd  his  lash,  the  porter  oft 
Forgot  his  burthen,  and  with  wild  amaze 
The  tall  well-booted  sentry,  armM  in  vain. 
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Shrinks  from  the  evening  breese?  Nor  has  she  now. 
Sweet  Innocence,  thy  calmer  heart-felt  aid. 
To  solace  or  support  the  pangs  she  fSsels. 

Why  should  the  weeping  Muse  pursue  her  st^ 
Through  the  dull  round  of  infomy,  through  haunts 
Of  public  lust,  and  every  painful  stage 
Of  ill-feign'd  transport,  and  uneasy  joy  ? 
Too  sure  she  tried  them  all,  till  her  sunk  eye 
Lost  its  last  languish ;  and  tne  Uoom  of  health. 
Which  reveird  once  on  beauty*s  virgin  cheek. 
Was  pale  disease,  and  meagre  penury. 
Then,  loath'd,  deserted,  to  her  life's  last  pang 
In  bitterness  of  soul  she  curs'd  in  vain 
Her  proud  betrayer,  cursM  her  fatal  charms. 
And  perish'd  in  the  streets  firom  whence  she  spnmg. 


FATAL   CONSTANCY: 

OEy  LOVE  IN  TEARS. 
A  SKETCH  OF  A  TEAGBDV  IK  IHB  HCaOIC  TASTB. 

Sed  vetuere  patres  quod  non  potuere  vctare. 

Ovid. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

Taa  following  sketch  of  a  tragedy,  though  inter- 
rupted with  breaks  and  et  cttteras  (which  are  left  to 
be  supplied  by  the  frincy  of  the  reader)  is  never- 
theless a  continued  soliloquy  spoken  by  the  hero  of 
the  piece,  and  may  be  performed  by  one  actor,  with 
all  the  starts,  graces,  and  theatrical  attitudes  m 
practice  at  present 

If  any  young  author  should  be  ambitious  of 
writing  on  this  model,  he  may  begin  his  preface,  or 
his  advertisement,  which  is  the  more  fashionable 
term,  by  observmg,  that  **  it  is  a  melancholy  con- 
templation to  every  k>ver  of  literature,  to  bdiold 
that  universal  defect  of  science  which  is  the  dis- 
grace of  the  present  times."  He  may  then  proceed 
to  assert,  "  that  every  species  of  fine  writing  is  at 
its  very  lowest  ebb;  that  the  reign  of  *  *^  wns 
what  might  properly  enough  be  styled  the  golden 
age  of  dramatic  poetry;  that  smce  that  haf^  era 
genius  itself  has  gradually  decayed,  till  at  length, 
if  he  may  be  allowed  the  expression,  the  effmtm 
vires  of  nature,  by  he  knows  not  what  fiitality, 
seem  quite  exhausted." 

In  his  dedication,  if  to  a  lord ;  the  proper  topics 
are  his  lordship's  public  spirit,  the  noble  stand 
which  he  made  in  the  cause  of  libertv.  hut  mora 
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Shoald  ye  once  hiss,  poor  man,  he  diet  away. 
So  much  he  tremhles  for  his  first  essay ; 
And  therefore  humbly  hopes  to  gain  your  vote 
—For  the  best  play  Uiat  erer  yet  was  wrote. 
Athens  and  Rome,  the  Stagprite,  old  Ben, 
ConieiUe*s  sublimity,  exact  Racine, 
Rowe*s  flowing  lines,  and  Otway's  tender  part. 
How  Southern  wounds,  and  Shakspeare  tears  the 

heart. 
Roles,  nature,  strength,  truth,  greatness,  taste,  and 
art,  ^c.  Jcc  &c 


FATAL  gONSTANCY. 
ACT  L 

A  Room  of  ^te, 

THE  B£R0  AMD  HIS  PRUMD  MBETING. 

[7/*  tJdt  manner  of  opening  the  play,  though  almost 
wuoersaUy  practited,  should  he  thought  too  simple 
anduM^ectingf  the  curttun  may  rise  slowly  to  sqft 
music,  and  discover  the  hero  in  a  reclining  pensive 
posture,  who,  upon  the  entrance  qf  his  fnend,  and 
the  ceasing  qf  the  symbhqny^  may  start  from  his 
couch,  and  come  forward,] 

Welcome,  my  fnend;  thy  absence  long  has  torn 
My  bleeding  breast — nor  hast  thou  heard  as  yet 
My  hapless  story.    T  was  that  fstal  mom. 
The  frighted  Snn  seem'd  conscious  of  my  grief. 
And  hid  himself  in  clouds,  the  tuneful  birdi 
Forgot  their  music,  &c.— k)  Ljrsimachus, 
Think'st  thou  she  -e'er  can  listen  to  my  vows  ? 
Think*st  thou  the  king  can  e'er  refuse  her  to  me  ? 
O,  if  he  should ! — I  cannot  bear  the  thought — 
The  shipwrecked  mariner,  the  tortur'd  wretch 
That  on  the  rack,  the  traveller  that  sees 
lo  pathless  deserts  the  pale  light's  last  gleam 
Sink  in  the  deep  abyss,  distracted,  lost — 
— ^But  soft  ye  now,  for  Lindamira  comes. 
Ah,  cruel  maid,  Stc,  &c.  &c. 
And  dost  thou  yield?  Ye  waters,  gently  glide  ; 
Wind,  catch  the  sound,  O  thou  transcending  fair ! 
Stars,  fall  from  Heaven;  and  suns,  forget  to  rise; 
And  chaos  come,  when  lindamira  dies ! 

[Exeunt  embracing. 


ACT  11. 

The  Presence-chamber, 

tits  HSaO,  SOLUS. 

How  frail  is  mad !  what  fears,  what  doubts  peiplex 
His  firmest  resolutions !  Sure  the  gods  *,  &c. 
But  hark !  yon  trumpet's  sprightly  notes  declare 
The  king's  approach ;  be  still,  my  flutt'ring  heart. 
O  royal  sir,  if  e'er  thy  groveling  slave,  &c. 

{Kneeling, 
Refused!  O indignation  !  {Bmng  hastUy. 

Is  it  day? 

l>o  I  behold  the  Sun?— Thou  tyrant,  monster- 
Down,  down  allegiance  to  the  blackest  Hell. 

'  It  is  a  usual  complaint  in  tragedy,  as  well  as 
in  common  life,  that  the  gods  have  not  made  us  as 
they  should  have  done. 


I  cannot,  will  not  bear  it— O  my  Ikir, 
And  art  thou  come  to  witness  my  disgrace  ? 
And  is  it  possible  that  charms  like  thine 
Co«lld  spring  finom  such  a  sire  ? — ^Why  dost  thou 

weep? 
Say,  can  a  father's  harsh  commands  control — 
— Unkind  and  cruel  1  then  thou  never  lovedst 
CuTs'd  be  the  treacherous  sex,  cursM  be  the  hour, 
Curs'd  be  the  world,  and  every  thing— but  her ! 
By  Heaven,  she  faints!  Ah,  lift  those  lorely  eyes. 
Turn  on  this  fSsithful  breast  their  cheering  beams. 
— O  joy !  O  ecstasy !  and  wilt  thou  seek 
With  me  some  happier  land,  some  safer  shore  ? 
At  night  I  'II  meet  theein  the  palmy  grove. 
When  the  pale  Moon-beams,  conscious  oif  the  thefU* 
— Till  then  a  long  adieu  ! 
The  merchant,  thus,  &c. 

[ExeurU  severally,  languishing  at  each  other. 


ACT  HL 

The  Palmy  Grove. 

TBI  HBRO,  SOLUS. 

NicHT,  black-brow'd  Night,  queen  of  the  ebon  wand. 
Now  o*er  the  world  has  spread  her  solemn  reign. 
The  glow-worm  twinkles,  and  from  every  flower 
The  pearly  dews  return  the  pale  reflex 
Of  (^thia's  beams,  each  drop  a  little  moon  \ 
Hark  *.  Lindamira  comes — No,  't  was  the  breath 
Of  Zephjrr  panting  on  the  leafy  spray. 
Perhaps  he  lurks  in  yonder  woodbine  bower 
To  steal  soft  kisses  fh>m  her  lips,  and  catch 
Ambrosial  odours  from  her  passing  sighs. 
O  thief!— 

She  comes ;  quick  let  us  haste  away.  [love. 
The  guards  pursue  us  ?  Heavens ! — Come  then,  my 
Fly,  fly  this  moment 

{Here  a  long  cot^ference  upon  love,  virtue,  the 
Moon,  S^c*  till  the  guards  come  up. 

— Dogs,  will  ye  tear  her  from  me  ? 
Ye  must  not,  shall  not — O,  my  heart-strings  cra<;k. 
My  head  tnms  round,  my  starting  eye-balls  hang 
Upon  her  parting  steps— I  can  no  more.— 

So  the  first  man,  fh>m  Paradise  exil'd. 
With  fond  reluctance  leaves  the  blooming  wild : 
Around  the  birds  in  pleasing  concert  sing. 
Beneath  his  feet  th'  unbidden  flowerets  spring; 
On  verdant  hills  the  flocks  unnumber'd  pl&y» 
Through  verdant  vales  meand'ring  rivers  stray; 
Blossoms  and  fruits  at  once  the  trees  adorn. 
Eternal  roses  bloom  on  every  thorn. 
And  join  Pomona's  lap  to  Amalthsea's  horn. 

{Exeunt,  torn  off  on  different  sides. 


ACT  IV. 

A  Prison. 


TBk  HBEO,  IM  CHAIVS. 

Yb  deep  dark  dungeons,  and  hard  prison  walls, 
Hard  as  my  fale,  and  darksome  as  the  grave 
T»  which  I  hasten,  wherefore  do  ye  bathe 
Your  rugged  bosoms  with  unwholesome  dews 
That  seem  to  weep  in  mockery  of  my  woe  ? 
— But  see !  some  angel  brightness  breaks  the  gloom. 
'TisIiDdamiracomes!  SobreaksLth 
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On  the  re?  iTiDg  world.    Tboo  ftuthAil  fair ! 

lApproaekhig  to  embrace  her, 
•^Curae  OD  my  fetlen,  how  they  bind  my  limbf, 
Nof  will  pennit  me  take  one  chMte  embrace. 
Yet  come,  O  come ! 

What  sajTst  thoQ  ?  Force  thee  to  it! 
Thy  father  force  thee  to  Orosins'  anns ! 
He  cannot,  will  not,  shall  not— O  my  brain  f 
Darkness  and  devils !  Burst  my  bonds,  ye  powers, 
That  I  may  tear  him  piecemeal  from  the  Earth, 
And  scatter  him  to  all  the  winds  of  Heaven. 
—What  means  that  bell  ? —O  H  is  the  sound  ofdeath. 
Alas,  I  had  forgot  I  was  to  die! 
Let  me  reflect  on  death,  jfc.-^ 

But  what  is  death, 
Racks,  tortures,  burning  pincers,  floods  of  fire, 
What  are  ye  all  to  disappointed  love  ? 
Drag,  drag  me  hence,  ye  ministers  of  Fate, 
From  the  dire  thougfat^-Orosins  must  enjoy  her! 
Death's  welcome  now — Orosius  most  enjoy  her ! 
Hang  on  h^  lip,  pant  on  her  breast  !—0  gods  ! 
I  see  the  lustful  satyr  grasp  her  charms, 
4  see  him  melting  in  her  amorous  arms: 
Fiends  seize  me,  furies  lash  me,  vultures  tear, 
Hell,  horroor,  madness,  darkness,  and  despair ! 
IRutu  off  to  execution. 


^  ACT  V. 

The  Area  before  the  Palace, 

TUB  BIIO,  AMD  SOLDIBtS. 

I  TBAKK  you,  friends;  I  thank  you,  foUow-soldiers: 

Ye  gave  me  liberty,  ye  gave  me  life. 

Yet  what  are  those?  Alas !  ye  cannot  give 

My  lindamira  to  my  longing  arms. 

O,  I  have  search'd  in  vain  the  palace  round, 

£xplor*d  each  room,  and  trac'd  my  steps  again, 

Like  good  JEneas  through  the  streets  of  Troy, 

When  loat  Creusa,  &c— 

Ha  I  by  Heaven  she  comes! 
*T  is  she,  't  is  she,  and  we  shall  still  be  blest ! 
We  shall,  we  shall !— But  why  that  heavmg  breast  ? 
Why  floats  that  hair  dishevell'd  to  the  wind } 
Why  burst  the  tears,  in  torrents  from  her  eyes  ? 
Speak,  lindamira,  speak!— 

Distraction!  No, 
He  could  not  dare  it    What,  this  dreadful  night. 
When  the  dire  thunder  rattled  o*er  his  head, 
Mairy  thee!  bed  thee !  force  thee  to  be  his! 
Defile  that  Heaven  of  charms !— What  means  thy 

rage? 
Thou  Shalt /lot  die  !  O  wrest  the  dagger  from  her. 
Thoa  stifl  art  mine,  still,  still  to  me  art  pure 
A»  the  soft  fleecy  snow  on  Alpine  hills. 
Ere  the  warm  breath  of  Spring  pollutes  its  whiteness, 
— O  gods,  she  dies !  And  dost  thou  bear  me,  Earth? 
Thus,  thus,  I  foUow  my  adventurous  love. 
And  we  shall  rest  togciher. 

Ha!  thekng! 
But  let  him  come;  I  am  beyond  his  reach, 
He  cannot  curse  me  more.    See,  tjrrant,  see. 
And  triumph  in  the  mischiefs  thou  hast  caus'd. 
— By  Heaven  he  weeps !  O,  if  humanity 
Can  touch  thy  flinty  heart,  hear  my  last  prayer ; 
Be  kind,  and  lay  me  in  the  same  cold  grave 
Thus  with  my  love;  one  winding  sheet  shall  hold 
Our  wretched  reliiSs,  and  one  marble  tomb 


Tell  oar  sad  story  to  the  wee|^ing  irorid. 

••      .'t  is  very  dark— good  mght—Heavea 


—Oh! 


[Dieu 


•niK  MoaAL. 


Let  cruel  fathers  learn  from  woes  like  these 

To  wed  their  daughters  where  those  daughters 

please. 
Nor  erring  mortals  hope  true  joys  to  prove, 
Whm  soch  dire  ills  attend  on  yirtooua  love. 


EPIUM3UB. 

spOKEMiY  inmAitn^L 

SnuMOB  rules,  good  folks !  these  poets  are  so  nice. 
They  turn  our  mere  amusements  into  vice. 
Lard  !  must  we  women  of  our  lives  be  lavish* 
Because  those  huge  strong  creatures,  men,  will  ra- 

'    vish! 
I  'II  swear  I  thought  it  hard,  and  think  so  stilU 
To  die  for— being  pleas'd  agahist  one^  will. 


But  you,  ye  fair  and  brave,  for  virtue's  sake. 
These  spotless  scenel  to  your  protectioa  take. 


ODES. 


ODE  L 

FOB  BIS  MAJtirr'S  >  BIBTH-DAY,  VOVBIIBBB  10,  1758. 
THS  ARGUMBNT. 

About  the  year  963,  Ottoberto^  of  the  fismily  of 
Este,  passed  from  Italy  into  Germany  with  the 
emperor  Otho  the  Great  Azo,  his  descendant  in 
the  next  century,  by  a  marriage  with  the  daughter 
of  Welfus,  count  Altdorf,  inherited  the  dominions 
of  that  family  hi  Suabia.  Welfus,  a  son  of  that 
marriage,  received  the  dukedom  of  Bavaria  fron| 
the  emperor  Henry  the  Fourth,  in  1061.  The 
descendants  of  Welfus  became  afterwards  pos- 
sessed of  all  those  dutchies  which  lie  between  the 
Elbe  and.  the  Weser  (Brunswick,  Wolfenbuttle, 
Lunenburg,  Zell,  Hanover,  3tc)  and  in  the  yeaf 
1714,  George  the  First,  duke  and  elector  of 
Hanover,  succeeded  to  the  throne  of  Great 
Britain. 


Whbm  Othbert  left  th'  Italian  plain. 
And  soft  Atest^'s  green  domain. 
Attendant  on  imperial  sway 
Where  Fame  and  Otho  led  the  way. 
The  genius  of  the  Julian  hills 

(Whose  piny  summits  nod  with  snow, 
Whose  Naiads  pour  their  thousand  rills 

To  swell  th»  exulting  Po)   *'  • 
An  eager  look  prophetic  caist. 
And  hail'd  the  hero  as  he  pass*d. 

■  George  the  Second. 
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«  Hail,  mU  hail,''  the  woods  reply'd. 
And  Echo  on  her  airy  tide 
Roird  the  kMig  murmurs  down  the  mountain's  side. 

The  voice  resum'd  again:  "Proceed, 
Nor  cast  one  lingering  look  behind; 
By  those  who  toil  for  virtue's  meed 
Be  every  Softer  thought  resigned  j 
Nor  social  home,  nor  genial  air. 
Nor  glowing  suns,  are  worth  thy  care: 
New  realms  await  thee  in  a  harsher  sky, 
Hiee  and  thy  chosen  race  finom  Azo's  nuptial  tie. 

*'  T  is  glory  wakes;  her  actire  flame 
Nor  time  shall  quench,  nor  danger  tame; 
Nor  Boia's>  amplest  range  con&e, 
Though  Ooelpho  reigni,  the  Ouelphic  line. 
Yon  northern  star,  which  dimly  gleams 

Athwart  the  twilight  veil  of  eve. 
Must  point  their  path  to  distant  streams: 

And  many  a  wreath  shall  victory  weave, 
And  many  a  palm  shall  Fame  display 
To  grace  the  warriors  on  their  way, 

Till  regions  bow  to  their  commands 
Where  Albis  widens  through  the  lands. 
And  vast  Visurgis  spreads  his  golden  sands. 

"  Nor  rest  they  there.    Yon  guiding  fire 
Still  shines  aloft,  and  gilds  the  main ! 

Not  Lion  Henry's  3  fond  desire 
To  grasp  th'  Italian  realms  again, 

Nor  warring  winds,  nor  wmtry  seas. 

Shall  stop  the  progress  Fate  decrees ; 
For  lol  Britannia  calls  to  happier  coasts, 
And  vales  more  verdant  for  than  sc^Atest^  boasts* 

*'  Behold,  with  euphrasy  I  clear 

Thy  visual  nerve,  and  fix  it  there. 

Where,  crownM  with  rocks  grOtesoue  and  steep^    ' 

The  white  isle  rises  o'er  the  deep  f 

There  glory  rests.    For  there  arrive 

Thy  chosen  sons ;  and  there  attala 
To  the  first  title  Fate  can  give, 

The  fother-kingi  of  frce-bom  men  I 
Proceed;  r^ce;  descend  the  vale. 
And  bid  the  future  OKmarchs  hail  !*' 

«  Hail,  all  hai  V  the  hero  cried ; 
And  Echo  on  her  airy  tide 
Pursued  him,  murmuring  down  the  mountain's  side. 

T  was  thus,  O  king,  to  heroes  old 

The  mountains  breath'd  the  strain  divine, 

Ere  yet  her  votun^es  Fame  unroll'd 
To  trace  the  wonders  of  thy  line; 


*  Bavaria. 

^  Henry  the  lion,  duke  of  Bavaria,  Saxony,  k.c, 
was  one  of  the  greatest  heroes  of  the  twelfth  century. 
He  united  in  his  own  person  the  hereditary  do- 
minions of  five  fomilies.  His  claims  upon  Italy  hm- 
dered  him  from  joining  with  the  emperor  Frederic 
the  First,  in  his  third  attack  upon  the  pope,  though 
he  had  assisted  him  in  the  two  former;  for  which  he 
was  stripped  of  his  dominions  by  that  emperor,  and 
died  in  1 195,  possessed  only  of  those  dutchies  which 
lie  between  the  Elbe  and  the  Weser. 

FhMD  this  Henry,  and  a  daughter  of  Henry  the 
SeoQod  of  EngUmdy  hit  pretenl  majesty  b  lineally 


Ere  freedom  yet  on  ocean's  breast 
Had  northward  fixM  her  halcyon  nest; 
Or  Albion's  oaks  descending  to  the  main 
Had  roll'd  her  thunders  wide,  and  daim'd  the 
wat'ry  reign. 

But  now  each  Briton's  gk>wing  tongue 
Proclaims  the  truths  the  Genius  sung. 
On  Brunswick's  name  with  rapture  dwells. 
And,  hark!  the  general  chorus  swells : 
"  May  years  on  happy  years  roll  o'er, 

Till  glory  close  the  shining  page. 
And  our  Ul-foted  sons  deplore 

The  shortness  of  a  Nestor's  age4 ! 
Hail,  all  hail !  on  Albion's  plains 
The  friend  of  man  and  freedom  reigns! 
Echo,  waft  the  triumph  round. 

Till  Gallia^s  utmost  shores  rebound. 
And  aU  her  bulwarks  tremble  at  the  sound." 


ODE  IL 
POa  TBI  MIW-TIAI.      1759. 

Yt  guardian  powers,  to  whose  command. 
At  Nature's  birth,  th'  Almighty  mind 
The  delegated  task  assign'd 
To  watch  o'er  Albion's  favour'd  land. 
What  time  your  hosts  with  choral  lay, 
Emerging  from  its  kindred  deep. 
Applausive  hail'd  each  verdant  steep. 
And  white  rock,  glittering  to  the  new*bom  day ! 
Angelic  bands,  where'er  ye  rove 

Whilst  lock'd  in  sleep  creation  lies: 
Whether  to  genial  dews  above 

You  melt  the  congregated  skies. 
Or  teach  the  torrent  streams  beknr 

To  wake  the  verdure  of  the  vale^ 
Or  guide  the  varsring  winds  that  bk>w 
To  speed  the  coming  or  the  parting  sail : 

Where'er  ye  beftd  your  roving  fiight. 

Whilst  now  the  radiant  lord  of  U^t 

Wmds  to  the  north  his  sliding  sphere, 
Avert  each  ill,  each  bliss  improve. 
And  teach  the  minutes  as  they  move 

To  bless  the  opening  year. 

Already  Albion's  lifted  spear. 
And  rolling  thunders  of  the  main. 
Which  justice*  sacred  laws  maintain. 

Have  taught  the  haughty  Gaul  to  fear. 

On  other  earths,  in  other  skies. 
Beyond  old  Ocean's  western  bound, 
Though  bleeds  afiresh  th'  eternal  wound. 
Again  Britannia's  cross  triumphant  flies. 

To  Britbh  George,  the  king  of  isles, 
The  tribes  that  rove  th'  Arcadian  snows, 

Redeemfd  from  Gallia's  pdbh'd  wiles. 
Shall  breathe  their  voluntary  vows: 

Where  Nature  guards  her  last  retreat, 
And  pleas'd  Astrea  lingers  still; 

While  foith  yej  triumphs  o'er  deceit. 
And  virtue  reigns,  tnm  ignorance  of  ill. 

Yet,  angel  powers,  though  Gallia  bend. 

Though  Fame,  with  all  her  wreaths,  attend 

4  Nestorift  brevitas  senectsB. 
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On  bleeding  war's  tremendous  sway» 
The  sons  of  leisure  still  complain. 
And  musing  science  sighs  in  vain. 

For  Peace  is  still  away. 

Go  then,  ye  faithful  guides 

Of  her  returning  steps,  angelic  band. 

Explore  the  sacred  seats  where  Peace  resides, 
And  waves  her  olive  wand. 

Bid  her  the  wastes  of  war  repair. 

— O  soqthward  seek  the  flying  fair, 
For  not  on  poor  Germania's  harassed  plain. 

Nor  where  the  ViFtula^s  proud  current  swells, 
Kor  on  the  borders  of  the  frighted  Seine, 

Nor  in  the  depths  of  Russia's  snows  she  dwells. 
Yet  O,  where'er,  deserting  freedom's  isle, 

She  gilds  the  slave's  delusive  toil ; 

Whether  on  Ebro's  banks  she  strays, 
Or  sighmg  traces  Taio's  winding  ways. 

Or  soft  Ausonia's  shores  her  feet  detain, 
O  bring  the  wandereflMck,  with  glory  in  her  train. 


ODE  III. 


FOa  HIS  IIAJBSTr*S  BIHTH-DAY,  NOV^BIK  10,  1759. 

BiGiN  the  song — Ye  subject  choirs, 

.The  bard  whom  liberty  inspires 
Wakes  into  willing  voice  th*  accordant  lays.— 

Say,  shall  we  trace  the  hero's  flame 

From  the  first  fost'ring  gale  of  fame, 
IfHiich  bade  the  expanding  bosom  pant  for  praise  ? 
Or  hail  the  star  whose  orient  beam 

Shed  influence  on  his  natal  hour. 
What  time  the  nymphs  of  Leyna's  stream, 

Emergmg  from  th^r  wat'ry  bower, 
Sung  their  soft  carols  through  each  osier  shade. 
And  for  the  pregnant  fiiir  invok'd  Lacina's  aid  ? 

No.    Haste  to  Scheld's  admiring  wave. 

Distinguished  amidst  thousands  brave. 
Where  the  young  warrior  flesh'd  his  eager  sword : 

Whjle  Albion's  troops  with  rapture  view'd 
The  ranks  oonfus'd,  the  Gaul  subdu'd. 
And  hail'd,  prophetic  hail'd,  their  future  lord. 
Waiting  the  chiefs  maturer  nod, 

On  his  plum'd  helmet  vict'ry  sate. 
While  suppliant  nations  round  him  bow'd. 

And  Austria  trambled  for  her  fote. 
Till,  at  his  bidding  slaughter  swell'd  the  Mayne, 
And  half  her  blooming  sons  proud  Gallia  wept  in 


But  what  are  wreaths  in  battle  won  ? 
And  what  the  tribute  of  amase 
Which  man  too  oft  mistaken  pays 
To  the  vain  idol  shrine  of  false  renown  ? 
The  noblest  wreaths  the  monarch  wears 

Are  those  bis  virtuous  rule  demands, 
Unstain'd  by  widows'  or  by  orphans'  tears. 
And  woven  by  his  sulijects'  hands. 


ODE  IV. 


POR  TBI  HEW-YEAR. 


1160. 


Again  the  Son's  revolving  sphere 
Wakes  into  life  th'  impatient  year. 

The  white-winged  minutes  haste : 
And,  spite  of  Fortune's  fickle  wheel, 
Th'  eternal  Fates  have  fix'd  their  seal 

Upon  the  glories  of  the  past' 
Sun>ended  high  in  memory's  fane. 

Beyond  ev'n  envy's  soaring  rage. 
The  deeds  survive,  to  breathe  again 

In  faithful  history's  future  page ; 
Where  distant  times  shall  wondering  read 

Of  Albion's  strength,  of  battles  won. 
Of  fkith  restored,  of  nations  fireed  i 

Whilst  round  the  globe  her  conquests  nn^ 
From  the  first  blush  of  orient  day. 

To  where  descend  his  noontide  beam». 

On  sable  Afric's  golden  streams. 
And  where  at  eve  the  gradual  gleams  decay. 

So  much  already  hast  thou  prov'd 
Of  fair  success,  O  best  belov'd, 

O  first  of  favoured  isles ! 
What  can  thy  fate  assign  thee  more^ 
What  whiter  boon  has  Heaven  in  store. 

To  bless  thy  monarch's  ceaseless  toils  ? 
Each  rising  season,  as  it  flows. 

Each  month  exerts  a  rival  claim  ; 
Each  day  with  expectation  glows. 

Each  fleeting  hour  demands  its  fisme. 
Around  thy  genius  waiting  stands 

Each  future  child  of  anxious  time: 
See  how  they  press  in  shadowy  bands^ 

'  As  from  thy  fleecy  rocks  sublime 
He  rolls  around  prophetic  eyes, 

And  earth,  and  sea,  and  Heaven  surveys : 
"  O  grant  a  portion  of  thy  praise ! 
O  bid  OS  all,"  they  cry,  '*  with  lustre  rise  !** 

Genius  of  Albion,  hear  their  prayer, 
O  bid  them  all  with  lustre  rise ! 

Beneath  thy  tutelary  care. 
The  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise. 
Shall  mark  each  moment's  winged  speed 

With  something  that  disdains  to  die. 
The  hero's,  patriot's,  poefs  meed. 

And  passport  to  eternity ! 
Around  thy  rocks  while  ocean  raves, 
While  yonder  Sun  revolves  his  radiant  car. 
The  land  of  freedom  with  the  land  of  slaves. 
As  Nature's  friends,  mutt  wage  illustrious  war. 
Then  be  each  deed  with  glory  crown'd, 
Tdl  smiling  Peace  resume  her  throne^ 
Till  not  on  Albion's  shores  alone 
The  voice  of  freedom  shall  resound. 
But  every  realm  shall  equal  blessings  find. 
And  man  ei^  the  birth-right  of  his  kind. 
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Cer  bleeding  millions,  rtalms  oppreit, 
The  tuneful  mourner  sinlu  distrest. 

Or  breathes  but  notes  of  woe: 
And  cannot  Gallia  learn  to  melt. 
Nor  feel  wbat  Britain  long  bas  felt 

For  ber  insulting  foe } 
Amidst  ber  native  rocks  secure, 

Her  floating  bulwarks  hovering  round, 
What  can  the  sea-girt  realm  endure. 

What  dread,  through  all  ber  wat'ry  bound? 
Great  queen  of  Ocean,  she  defies 
All  but  the  Power  who  rules  the  skies. 

And  bids  the  storms  engage ; 
Inferior  foes  are  dashM  and  lost. 
As  breaks  the  white  wave  oo  her  coast 

Ckmsum'd  in  idle  rage. 
For  alien  sorrows  heaves  her  generous  breast. 

She  proffers  peace  to  ease  a  rival's  pain : 
Her  crowded  ports,  ber  fields  in  plenty  drest. 

Bless  the  glad  merchant,  and  th'  industrious  swain. 
Do  blooming  youths  in  battle  fall  ? 

IVue  to  their  fame  the  funeral  urn  we  raise; 
And  thousands,  at  the  glorious  call. 

Aspire  to  equal  praise. 

Thee,  Olory,  tbee  through  climes  unknown 

Tb'  adventurous  cbief  with  zeal  pursues; 
And  fame  brings  back  from  every  zohe 

Fresh  subjects  for  the  British  Muse. 
Tremendous  as  th'  ill-omen*d  bird 
To  frighted  France  thy  voice  was  heard 

From  Minden*s  echoing  towers ; 
O'er  Biscay's  roar  thy  voice  prevailM; 
And  at  thy  word  the  rocks  we  scal'd. 

And  Canada  is  ours. 
O  potent  queen  of  every  breast 

Wbich  aims  at  praise  by  virtuous  deeds, 
Where'er  thy  influence  shines  confest 

The  hero  acts,  th'  event  succeeds. 
But  ah  f  must  Glory  only  bear, 
Belloua-like,  the  vongeful  spear  ? 

To  fill  her  mighty  mind 
Most  bulwarks  &1I,  and  cities  flame. 
And  is  her  amplest  field  of  fame 

The  miseries  of  mankind  ? 
On  ruins  piPd,  on  ruins  must  she  rise. 

And  lend  her  rajrs  to  gild  her  fi&tal  throne  ? 
Must  the  mild  Power  who  melts  in  vernal  skies. 

By  thunders  only  make  his  godhead  known  ? 
No,  be  the  omei^far  away ; 

From  yonder  pregnant  clrnul  a  kinder  gleam, 
Though  fieuntly  struggling  into  day. 

Portends  a  happier  theme ! — 

—And  who  is  he,  of  regal  mien, 

Reclin'd  on  Albion's  golden  fleece, 
Whose  polish'd  brow  and  eye  serene 
Proclaim  him  elder-bom  of  peace  ? 
Another  George ! — Ye  winds  convey 

Th'  auspicious  name  from  pole  to  pole ! 
Thames,  catch  the  sound,  and  tell  the  subject  sea 
Beneath  whose  sway  its  waters  roll, 
The  hoary  monarch  of  the  deep. 
Who  sooth'd  its  murmurs  with  a  Other's  care. 

Doth  now  eternal  sabbath  keep. 
And  leaves  his  trident  to  his  blooming  heir. 
O,  if  the  Muse  apght  divine. 

Fair  Peace  shall  bless  his  openhig  reign, 
And  through  its  splendid  progress  shite, 
Witb  every  art  to  grace  ber  train. 


The  wreaths,  so  late  by  glory  woo. 
Shall  weave  their  foliage  round  his  throne. 
Till  kings,  abashed,  shall  tremble  to  be  foes. 
And  Albion*s  dreaded  strength  secure  the  world's 
repose. 


ODE  vr. 

poa  BU  MAjimr's  bihth'Dat,  jonb  4, 1761. 

T  WAS  at  the  nectar'd  feast,  of  Jove, 

When  fair  Alcmena's  son 
His  destin'd  course  on  Earth  had  run, 
,      And  claimed  the  thrones  above. 
Around  their  king,  in  deep  debate, 
0>nvenM,  the  heavenly  synod  ^ate,  , 

And  meditated  boons  refin'd  ^ 
To  grace  th^  friend  of  human  kind : 
When  lo,  to  mark  th'  advancing  god. 
Propitious  Hermes  stretch'd  bis  rod. 

The  roofs  with  music  rung ! 
For,  from  amidst  the  circling  choir, 
Apollo  struck  th'  alarming  lyre, 

And  thus  the  Muses  sung: 
**  What  boon  divine  would  Heav'n  bestow  ? 
Ye  gods,  unbend  tbe  studious  bow. 

The  fruitless  searob  give  o'er, 
Whilst  we  the  just  reward  assign. 
Let  Heroules  with  Hebe  join, 

And  youth  unite  with  power  !*' 

O  sacred  Truth,  in  emblem  drest ! 

Again  the  Muses  sing, 
Again  in  Britain's  blooming  king 

Alcides  stands  confest. 
By  temp'rance  nurs'd,  and  early  taught 
To  shun  the  smooth  fallacious  draught 
Which  sparkles  high  in  Circe's  bowl; 
To  tame  each  hydra  of  the  soul. 
Each  lurking  pest,  which  mocks  its  birth, 
And  ties  its  spirit  down  to  Earth, 

Immers'd  in  mortal  coil ; 
His  choice  was  that  severer  ruad 
Which  leads  to  virtue's  calm  abode. 

And  well  repajrs  the  toil. 
In  vain  ye  tempt,  ye  specious  harms. 
Ye  flow'ry  wiles,  ye  flatt'ring  charms. 

That  breatbe  from  yonder  bower; 
And  Heav'n  the  just  reward  assigns. 
For  Hercules  with  Hebe  joins. 

And  youth  unites  with  power. 

O,  call'd  by  Heav'n  to  fill  that  awful  throne. 
Where  Edward,  Henry,  William,  George,  have 

shone, 
(Where  love  with  rev*rence,  laws  with  power  agrees 
And  't  is  each  suk^ect's  birthright  to  be  free) 
The  fairest  wreaths  already  won 

Are  but  a  prelude  to  the  whole: 
Thy  arduous  task  is  now  begun. 

And,  starting  from  a  nobler  goM» 
Heroes  and  kings  of  ages  past 

Are  thy  compeers:  extended  higb 
Tbe  trump  of  Fame  expects  the  blast. 
The  radiant  lists  before  thee  lie. 
The  field  is  time,  the  prize  eternity ! 
Beyond  example's  bounded  light 
*T  is  time  to  urge  tby  daring  flight,  t 
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And  heights  ontry^  explore: 
O  think  what  thou  alone  can'st  giye. 
What  blessings  Britain  may  receive 

When  youtii  unites  with  power. 


ODE  VIL 


POt  T&B  nw-YlAK.      1762. 


God  of  slaughter,  quit  the  scene. 

Lay  the  crested  helmet  by ; 
Love  commands,  and  beauty's  queen 

Rules  the  power  who  rules  the  sky. 
Janus,  with  weU-omen'd  grace. 

Mounts  the  year's  revolving  car. 
And  forward  turns  his  smiling  face. 

And  longs  to  close  the  gates  of  war. 
Enough  of  glory  Albion  knows. — 
Come,  ye  powers  of  sweet  repose. 
On  downy  pinions  move !     , 
Let  the  war-worn  legions  own 
Your  gentler  sway,  and  from  the  thr6ne 
Receive  the  laws  of  love! 

Yet,  if  justice  still  requires 

Roman  arts,  and  Roman  souls, 
Britam  breathes  her  wonted  fires. 

And  her  wonted  thunders  rolls. 
Added  to  our  fairer  isle 

Gallia  mourns  her  bulwark  gone : 
Conquest  pays  the  price  of  toil. 

Either  India  is  our  own. 
Ye  sons  of  ifireedom,  grasp  the  sword; 
Pour,  ye  rich,  th*  imprisoned  hoard. 

And  teach  it  how  to  shine: 
Each  selfish,  each  contracted  aim 
To  glory*s  more  exalted  claim 

Let  luxury  resign. 

You  too,  ye  British  dames,  may  share 
If  not  the  toils,  and  dangers  of  the  war, 
At  least  its  glory.    From  the  Baltic  shore. 

From  Runic  virtue*s  native  shore, 

Fraught  with  the  tales  of  ancient  lore, 
Behold  a  fair  instructress  come ! 
When  the  fierce  female  tyrant  of  the  north ' 

Claim'd  every  realm  her  conquering  arms  could 
gain, 
When  discord,  red  with  slaughter,  issuing  fiyrth. 

Saw  Albert  struggling  with  the  victor's  chain; 
The  storm  beat  high,  and  shook  the  coast, 

Th'  exhausted  treasures  of  the  land 
Could  scarce  supply  th'  embattled  host. 
Or  pay  th'  insulting  foe's  demand. 

What  then  could  beauty  do '  ?  She  gave 

Her  treasur'd  tribute  to  the  brave, 

■  Margaret  de  Waldemar,  called  the  Semiramis 
of  the  ncnrth. 

*  In  the  year  1395,  the  ladies  of  Mecklenburgh, 
to  support  thehr  duke  Albert's  pretensions  to  the 
crown  of  Sweden,  and  to  redeem  liim  when  he  was 
taken  prisoner,  gave  up  all  their  jewels  to  the  pub- 
lic ;  for  which  they  afterwards  received  great  emo- 
luments and  privileges,  particulariy  the  right  of 
succession  in  fiefs,  which  had  before  been  appro- 
priated to  males  only. 
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To  her  own  softness  joia'd  the  manly  heart, 
Sustained  the  soldier's  drooping  arms. 
Confided  in  her  genuine  charms. 

And  yielded  every  ornament  of  art. 
—We  want  them  not '  Yet,  O  ye  hk. 

Should  Gallia,  obstinately  vain. 
To  her  own  ruin  urge  despair. 

And  brave  th*  acknowledged  masters  of  the  main : 

Should  she  through  lingVing  years  protract  her  fall. 
Through  seas  of  blood  to  her  destruction  wade. 
Say,  could  ye  feel  the  generous  call. 

And  own  the  fair  example  here  portray'd  ? 
Doubtless  ye  could.    The  royal  dame 
Would  plead  her  dear  adopted  country's  caose. 
And  each  indignant  breast  unite  its  flame. 

To  save  the  land  of  liberty  and  laws. 


ODE  VIIL 

foa  HIS  MAjirrr's  biith-day,  jvm  4,  1762. 

"  Go,  Flora,"  (said  th'  impatient  queen 
Who  shares  great  Jove's  eternal  reign) 

"  Go  breathe  on  yonder  thorns 
Wake  into  bloom  th'  emerging  rose. 
And  let  the  fairest  flower  that  blows 

The  fairest  month  adorn. 
Sacred  to  me  that  month  shall  rise. 
Whatever  contests  ■  shake  the  skite 

To  give  that  month  a  name : 
Her  April  buds  let  Venus  boast. 

Let  Maia  range  her  painted  host; 
But  June  if  Juno's  claim.  ^ 

**  And  goddess,  know,  in  after  times    ^ 
(I  name  not  days,  I  name  not  climes)  * 

From  Nature's  noblest  throes 
^  human  flower  shall  glad  the  Earth, 
And  the  same  month  disclose  his  birth» 

Which  bears  the  blushing  rose. 
Nations  shall  bless  his  mild  command, 
And  fragrance  fill  th'  exulting  land. 

Where'er  I  fix  his  throne." 
Britannia  listened  as  she  spoke. 
And  from  her  lips  prophetic  broke, 
**  The  flower  shall  be  my  own '." 

O  goddess  of  connubial  love,  • 
Thou  sister,  and  thou  <^ife  of  Jove, 
To  thee  the  suppliant  voice  we  raise  ! 
We  name  not  months,  we  name  not  day*. 
For  where  thy  smiles  propitious  shine. 
The  whole  prolific  year  is  thine. 
Accordant  to  the  trembling  strings. 

Hark,  the  general  chorus  swells. 
From  every  heart  it  springs. 

On  every  tongue  it  dwells. 
Goddess  of  connubial  love, 
Sister  thou,  and  wife  of  Jove, 
Bid  the  genial  powers  that  glide 
On  ether's  all-pervading  tide. 

Or  from  the  fount  of  life  that  stream 

Mingling  with  the  solar  beam, 

>  Alluding  to  the  contention  between  the  god- 
desses in  Orid's  Fatti,  aboat  naminc^  the  month  of 
June. 
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Bid  them  hei^  at  TirCtit'a  ilniM^ 

in  tammetn  oanos  ot  union  joia. 
Till  many  a  George  audi  many  a  Cbcriotte  prove, 
How  much  to  thee  we  owe^qnaan  of  OQOMibiallove ! 


ODE  DC 

FOE  TBI  NSW-YEAS.      1763. 

At  length  th'  imperioiit  lord  of  war 
Yields  to  the  Fates  their  ebon  car, 

And  frowning  quits  his  toil : 
Iksh'd  from  his  hand  the  bleeding  spear 
Now  deigns  a  happier  form  to  wear, 

And  peacefol  turns  the  soil. 
Th'  insatiate  Furies  of  his  train. 
Revenge,  and  Hate,  and  fell  Disdain, 

With  heart  of  steel,  and  eyes  of  fire, 
Who  stain  the  sword  which  honour  draws, 
Who  solly  virtue's  sacred  cause. 

To  Stygian  depths  retire. 
ITiiboly  shapes,  and  shadows  drear. 
The  pallid  femily  of  Fear, 
And  Rapine,  still  with  shrieks  punned. 
And  meagre  Famioe*s  squalid  brood. 
Close  the  dire  crew. — Ye  eternal  gates,  display . 
Your  adamantine  folds,  and  shut  them  fh>m  the 
day! 

For  lo,  in  yonder  pregnant  skies 
On  billowy  clouds  the  goddess  lies, 

Whose  presence  breathes  delight, 
Whose  power  th'  obsequious  seasons  own, 
And  winter  loses  half  his  frown, 

And  half  her  shades  the  night, 
Sofi-amiling  Peace'!  whom  Venus  bore. 
When  tutor*d  by  th*  enchanting  lore 

Of  Maia's  blooming  son. 
She  8ooth*d  the  s3mod  of  the  gods. 
Drove  Discord  fVom  the  blest  abodes. 

And  Jove  resumed  his  throne. 
Til'  attendant  Graces  gird  her  round. 
And  sportive  Ease,  with  locks  unbound. 
And  every  Muse  to  leisure  bom. 
And  Plenty,  with  her  twisted  horn. 
While  changeful  Commerce  spreads  his  loosen'd 
sails,  [vails ! 

'Bkm  98  ye  list,  ye  winds,  the  reign  d  Peace  pre- 

And  lo,  to  grace  that  milder  reign. 
And  add  tnsh  lustre  to  the  year. 
Sweet  Innocence  adorns  the  train, 
In  fbrm,  and  features,  Albion's  heir  I 
A  futore  Qeoi^ ! — Pinopitious  powers. 

Ye  d^egates  of  Heaven's  high  king. 
Who  guide  the  years,  the  days,  the  hours 

That  float  on  Timers  nrottressive  win<r 


"  A  people  cealous  to  obey; 
A  iBOBarah  whose  parental  swaf 

Despises  regal  art: 
His  shitid,  the  law«  which  guard  th*  laodi 
His  sword,  each  Briton's  eager  hand  i 

His  throne,  each  Briton's  heart." 


ODEX. 

poa  an  majbstt^s  smTa-nAr,  Jimi  4, 1763. 

Common  births,  like  common  things* 

Pass  unheeded,  or  unknown: 
Time  but  spreads,  or  waves  his  wings» 

The  phantom  swells^  the  phantom"*  gom ! 
Bom  for  millions,  monarohs  rise 
Heirs  of  infamy  or  fame. 
.  When  the  virtuous,  brave,  or  wisei 

Demand  our  praise,  with  loud  acdaini 
We  twine  the  festive  wreath,  the  shrines  adorn, 
Tis  not  our  king's  alone,  't  .is  Britain's  natal  mora. 
Brigfht  examples  placM  on  high 
•  Shine  with  more  distinguish'd  blacd; 
Thither  nations  tum  their  ey^ 

And  grow  virtuous  as  they  gasa. 
Thoughtless  ease,  and  sportive  leisura,    ' 

Dwell  in  life's  contracted  sphere;  ' 

Public  is  the  monarch's  pleasurt* 
Public  is  the  monarch^  care: 
If  Titus  smiles,  the  observant  world  is  gay; 
If  Titus  frowns,  or  sighs,  tee  sigh  and  lose  a  day ! 
Around  their  couch,  around  their  board 

A  thousand  ean  attentive  wait, 
A  thousand  busy  tongues  record 

The  smallest  whispers  of  the  great. 
Happy  those  whom  Uruth  siocero 

And  conscious  virtue  join  to  guide! 
Can  they  have  a  foe  to  fear. 
Can  they  have  a  thought.to  hide? 
Nobly  they  soar  above  th*  admiring  throng, 
Superior  to  the  power,  the  will  of  actinc  wroag . 
Such  may  Britain  find  her  king!— 
Such  the  Muse '  of  rapid  wing 
Wafts  to  some  sublimer  sphere  i 
Opds  and  heroes  mingle  there. 
Fame's  eternal  accents  breathe, 
Black  Cocytns  howls  beneath; 
Ev'n  Malice  leams  to  blush,  and  hides  h«r  stiagt. 
— O  such  may  Britain  ever  find  her  Idngsl 


ODE  XI. 

FOa  THE  MawYBai^ 
SAcato  to  thee. 
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On  woven  wingf,  | 

To  where,  in  •rient  clioie,  the  g^ray  dawn  springi. 
To  where  soft  evening's  rmy 
Sbedf  its  last  blush,  their  course  they  steer. 
Meet,  or  overtake,  the  circling  year, 

Led  by  the  lord  of  day.  c 

Whate'er  the  frozen  poles  provide, 
Whatever  the  torrid  regions  hide, 
From  Sirius'  fiercer  flames. 
Of  herb,,  or  root,  or  gem,  or  ore, 
They  grasp  them  all  from  shore  to  shore. 

And  waft  them  all  to  Thames. 
When  Spain-s  proud  pendants  wavM  in  western  skies, 

When  Gama's  fleet  on  Ibdian  billows  hong. 
In  either  sea  did  Ocean's  genius  rise. 
And  the  same  truths  in  the  same  numbers  sung. 
**  Daring  mortals,  whither  tend 
These  vain  pursuits  ?  Forbear,  forbear ! 
These  sacred  waves  no  keel  shall  rend. 
No  streamers  float  on  this  sequester'd  air  f 
— Yes,  yes,  proceed,  and  conquer  too; 
Success  be  yours :  but,  mortals,  know, 

**  Know,  ye  rash  adventurous  bands. 

To  crush  your  high-blown  pride. 
Not  for  yourselves,  or  native  lands, 
You  brave  the  seasons,  and  you  stem  the  tide* 
Nor  Betis',  nor  Iberus'  stream, 
Nor  Tkgus  with  his  golden  gl^un. 
Shall  iiMolently  call  their  own 
The  dter-bougbt  treasures  of  these  worlds  unknown. 
A  chosen  race  to  ft-eedom  dear, 
Untfeught  to  injure,  as  to  fear, 
By  me  conducted,  shall  exert  their  claims. 
Shall  glut  my  great  revenge,  and  roll  them- all  to 
Thames." 


ODE  XIL 


9oa  HIS  MAjtmr's  Bnmi-oAr,  mn  4, 1765. 

Hail  to  the  rosy  morn,  whose  ray 
To  lustre  wakes  th'  auspicious  day. 

Which  Britain  holds  so  dear! 
To  this  fur  month  of  right  belong 
The  festive  dance,  the  choral  song, 

And  pastimes  of  the  year. 
Whate'er  the  wintry  colds  prepar'd, 
Whate'er  the  spring  but  fointly  rear'd. 

Now  wears  its  brightest  bloom ; 
A  brighter  blue  enrob^  the  skies. 
From  laughing  fields  the  xephjrrs  rise 
On  wings  that  breathe  perfume. 
The  lark  in  air  that  warbling  floats, 
The  wood-birds  with  their  tuneftil  throats. 
The  streams  that  murmur  as  they  flow. 
The  flocks  that  rove  the  mountain's  brow. 
The  herds  that  through  the  meadows  play. 
Proclaim  *t  Is  Nature*s  holiday  I 


And  won  tbe  cherub  Healtb  to  crowB 

A  nation's  prayer,  and  ease  that  breast 
Which  feels  all  sorrows  but  its  own. 
And  seeks  by  blessing  to  be  blest 
Fled  are  all  the  ghastly  train. 

Writhing  pain,  and  pale  disease; 
Joy  resumes  his  wonted  reign. 
The  Son-beams,  mingle  with  the  breeze. 
And  his  own  month,  which  Health's  gay  livery  wears. 
On  tbe  sweet  prospect  smiles  of  long  socceeding 
years. 


ODE  XIIL 

poa  HIS  MAitmr's  anrni-OAT,  jui«s  4, 1166. 

Hail  to  the  man,  so  sings  the  Hebrew  bard. 

Whose  numerous  ofl&pring  grace  his  genial  board : 
Heaven's  fairest  gift.  Heaven's  best  reward. 

To  those  who  honour,  who  obey  his  word. 
What  shall  he  fear,  though  drooping  age 

Unnerve  his  strength,  and  pointless  sink  his  spear  ; 
In  vain  the  proud,  in  vain  the  mad  shall  rage  ; 
He  fears  his  God,  and  knows  no  other  fear. 
Lo !  at  his  call  a  duteous  race 
Spring  eager  fipom  his  lov'd  embrace. 
To  shield  the  sire  fwm  whom  their  virtues  rose  ; 
And  fly  at  each  rever'd  command, 
like  arrows  from  the  giant's  hand. 
In  vengeance  on  his  foes. 
So  Edward  fought  on  Cressy's  bleeding  plain, 
A  blooming  hero^  great  beyond  his  years. 
So  William  fought — but  cease  the  strain, 
A  loss  so  recent  bathes  the  Muse  in  tears. 

So  shall  hereafter  every  son, — 
Who  now  with  prattling  infancy  relieves 

Those  anxious  cares  which  wait  upon  a  throne. 
Where,  ah  !   too  oft,  amidst  the  myrtles,  weaves 
The  thoni  its  pointed  anguish — So 
Shall  every  youth  his  duty  know. 
To  guard  the  monarch's  right,  and  people's  weal; 
And  thou,  great  George,  with  just  regard 
To  Heaven,  sbaltown  the  Hebrew  bard 
But  sung  the  truths  you  feel. 

Blest  be  the  day  which  gave  thee  birth  I 
Let  others  tear  the  ravag'd  Earth, 
And  fell  Ambition's  powers  appear 
In  storms,  which  desolate  the  year. 
Confess'd  thy  milder  virtues  shine. 
Thou  rul'st  indeed,  our  hearts  are  thilie^ 
By  slender  ties  our  kings  of  old 
Their  fabled  right  divine  would  vainly  hold. 
Thy  juster  claim  ev'n  Freedom's  sons  can  love. 
The  king  who  bends  to  Heaven,  must  Heaven  itself 
approve. 


ODE  XIV. 

POa  THE  MBW-YtAa.      1767. 
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At  every  itep  thebreexes  Mew 

Soft  and  moreaoft:  the  lengthen'd  view 

Bid  fairer  scenes  expand : 
Unconscious  of  approaching  foes. 
The  farm,  the  town,  the  city  rose. 

To  tempt  the  spoiler's  haind. 

Not  Britain  so.    For  nobler  ends 
Her  willing  daring  sons  she  sends. 
Fraught  like  the  fabled  car  of  old. 
Which  scatter*d  blessings  as  it  roll'd. 

From  cnlturM  fields,  from  fleecy  downs, 

FhMD  Tales  that  wear  eternal  bloom, 

Th>m  peopled  farms,  and  busy  towns, 
Where  shines  the  ploughshare,  and  where  sounds 
To  sandy  deserto,  pathless  woods,        [the  loom, 
Impending  steeps,  and  headlong  floods. 

She  sends  th*  industrious  swarm : 
To  where  self-strangled  Nature  lies, 
Till  social  art  shall  bid  her  rise 

From  chaos  into  form. 

Thus  George  and  Britain  bless  mankind.^* 
And  lest  the  parent  realm  should  find 
Her  numbers  shrink,  with  flag  unfurl'd 
She  stands,  th'  asylum  of  the  world. 

From  foreign  strands  new  subjects  coma. 
New  arts  accede  a  thousand  ways. 
For  here  the  wretched  finds  a  home, 
And  all  her  portals  Charity  displays. 

From  each  proud  master's  hard  command. 
From  tjnrant  Zeal's  oppressive  hand. 

What  eager  exiles  fly ! 
**  Give  us,"  they  cry,  •*  »t  it  Nature*s  causa, 
O  give  us  liberty  and  laws. 
Beneath  a  harsher  sky  V* 

Thus  George  and  Britain  bless  mankind.-— 
Away,  ye  barks  ;  the  favouring  wind 
Springs  from  the  east ;  ye  prows,  divide 
Tlie  vast  Atlantic's  heaving  tide  ! 

Britannia  from  each  rocky  height 
Pursues  you  with  applauding  hauls : 

A£sr,  impatient  for  the  freight. 
See  I  the  whole  western  world  expecting  stands ! 
Already  fuicy  paints  each  plain. 
The  deserts  nod  with  golden  g^m. 

The  wond'ring  vales  look  gay, 
The  woodman's  stroke  the  forests  feel, 
Hie  lakes  admit  the  merchant's  keel — 

Away,  ye  barks,  away ! 


ODE  XV. 

poa  BIS  majesty's  bieth-oat,  jumb  4,  1767. 

FatMD  to  the  poor ! — ^for  sure,  O  king, 

-  That  godlike  attribute  is  thin»— 
Friend  to  the  poor !  to  thee  we  sing. 
To  thee  our  annual  offerings  bring. 

And  bend  at  Mercy's  shrine. 
In  vain  had  Nature  deign'd  to  smile 
Propitious  on  our  fav'rite  isle 

Emei^g^g  from  the  main : 
In  vain  the  genial  source  of  day 
Selected  each  indulgent  ray 

For  Britain's  fertile  plain : 
In  vain  yon  bright  surrounding  skies 
Bade  all  their  ckmds  in  volumes  rise. 


Their  fbst'ring  dews  distilfd  : 
In  vain  the.  wide  and  teeming  Earth 
Gave  all  her  buried  treasures  birth. 

And  crown'd  the  laughing  field : 
For  lo  !  some  fiend,  in  evil  hour, 

Assuming  Famine's  horrid  mien, 
DiffusM  her  petrifying  power 
O'er  thoughtless  Plenty's  festive  bower. 

And  blasted  every  green. 
Strong  panic  terroun  shook  the  land ; 
Th'  obdurate  breast,  the  griping  hand 

Were  almost  taught  to  spare ; 
For  loud  misrule,  the  scourge  of  crimes, 
Mix'd  with  the  madness  of  the  times, 

And  rous'd  a  rustic  war. 
Whilst  real  Want,  with  sigh  sincere. 
At  home,  in  silence,  dropp'd  a  tear. 

Or  rais'd  th'  imploring  eye. 
Foul  Riot's  sons  in  torrents  came. 
And  dar'd  usurp  thy  awful  name. 

Thrice  sacred  Misery ! 

Then  George  arose.    His  feeling  heart 
Inspired  the  nation's  better  part 

With  virtues  like  its  own: 
His  power  control'd  th'  insatiate  train. 
Whose  avarice  graspM  at  private  gain. 

Regardless  of  a  people*s  groan. 
Like  snows  beneath  th'  all-cheering  ray. 
The  rebel  crowds  dissolv'd  away : 
And  Justice,  though  the  sword  she  drew, 
Glanc'd  lightly  o'er  th»  offending  crew, 
And  scarce  selected,  to  avenge  her  woes» 
A  single  victim  from  a  host  of  foes. 

.  Yes,  Mercy  triumph'd;  Mercy  shone  confest 
In  her  own  noblest  sphere,  a  monarch's  breast 
Forcibly  mild  did  Mercy  shine, 
t  Like  the  sweet  month  in  which  we  pay 
Our  annual  vows  at  Mercf^  shrine. 
And  hail  our  monarch's  natal  day. 


ODE  XVL 

poa  THs  mrw-TiAK.    1768. 

Lbt  the  voice  of  Music  breathe. 

Hail  with  song  the  new-bom  year  ! 
Though  the  frozen  Earth  beneath 

Feels  not  yet  hia  influence  near. 
Already  from  his  southern  goat 

The  genial  god  who  rules  the  day 
Has  bid  his  glowing  axle  roU, 

And  promis'd  the  return  of  May. 
Yon  ruffian  blasts,  whose  pinions  sweep 
Impetuous  o'er  our  northern  deep. 

Shall  cease  their  sounds  of  war : 
And,  gradual  as  his  power  prevails. 
Shall  mingle  with  the  softer  gales 

That  sport  around  his  car. 

Poets  should  be  prophets  too^ — 

Plenty  in  his  train  attends ; 
Fruits  and  flowers  of  various  hue 

Bloom  where'er  her  step  she  bendl^ 
l>own  the  green  hill's  sloping  side, 

Wmding  to  the  vale  below. 
See,  she  pours  her  golden  tide  ! 

Whilst,  Hpon  its  airy  brow.       Ponal^ 
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Amidst  his  flocks,  wbom  Kature  leadt 
To  flowery  feasts  on  moantainV  beads, 

Th'  exulting  shepherd  lies: 
And  to  th'  horizon*s  ntniOBt  bound 
Rolls  his  eye  with  transport  roond. 

Then  lifts  it  to  tbe  skies. 

Let  the  Toice  of  Music  breathe ! 
Twine,  ye  swains,  the  festal  wreath ! 
Britain  shall  no  more  comptain 
Of  niggard  harvest**,  and  a  failing  year  : 
No  more  the  miser  hoard  his  grain. 
Regardless  of  the  peasant's  tear. 
Whose  hand  labohons  tilVd  Uie  earth, 
And  gave  those  very  treasures  birth. 

No  more  shall  George,  whose  parent  breast 
Feels  every  pang  his  subjects  know, 

Behold  a  faithful  land  distressed. 
Or  hear  one  sigh  of  real  woe. 

But  grateful  mirth,  whose  decent  bounds 

No  riot  swells,  no  fear  confounds. 

And  heartfelt  ease,  whose  glow  within 

Exalts  Contentment's  modest  mien, 

In  every  face  shall  smile  confessed, 
And  in  hi«  |iBople*s  joy,  the  monarch  too  be  blest 


ODEXVIL 

Foi  HIS  HAjBmr's  BUTH-nAT,  Jims  4, 1768. 

Pbwa«b,  prepare  your  songs  of  praise^ 

The  genial  month  returns  again, 
Her  annual  rites  when  Britain  pays 

To, her  own  monarch  of  the  main. 
Not  on  Phenicia's  bending  shore. 

Whence  Commerce  first  her  wings  essay'd. 
And  dar'd  th*  unfathom'd  deep  explore, 

Sincerer  vows  the  Tynan  paid 
To  that  imaginary  deity. 
Who  bade  him  boldly  seize  the  empire  of  the  sea. 
What  though  no  victim  bull  be  led,^ 

His  front  with  snow-white  fiUeto  bound; 
Nor  fable  chant  the  neighing  steed ; 

That  issued  when  he  smote  the  ground  $ 
Our  fields  a  living  incense  breathe : 

NorLibanus,  nor  Carmel's  brow. 
To  dress  the  bower,  or  ibrm  the  wreath. 

More  liberal  firagrance  could  bestow. 

We  too  have  herds,  and  steeds,  beside  the  rills 

That  feed  and  rove,  protected,  o'er  a  thousand  hills. 


ODEXVnt 

roa  BIS  MAjttTY's  BBrra-BAV,  jurt  4,  1769. 
Paivoh  of  Arts,  at  length  by  thee 
Their  home  is  fix'd:  thy  kind  decree 

Has  plac'd  their  emj^re  here. 
No  more  unheeded  shall  they  waste 
Their  treasures  on  the  fickle  taste 

Of  each  fantastic  year. 
Judgment  shall  frame  each  chaste  design. 
Nor  e'er  from  Truth's  unerring  line 

The  sportive  artist  roam  : 
Whether  the  breathing  bust  he  forms. 
With  Nature's  tints  the  canvass  warms, 
Orswells,  like  Heaven'shigharch,th' imperial  doin«. 
Fancy,  the  wanderer,  shall  be  Uught 

To  own  severer  laws : 
Spite  of  her  wily  wanton  play. 
Spite  of  her  lovely  errours,  which  betray 
Th'  enchanted  soul  to  fond  applause^ 
Ev»n  she,  the  wanderer,  shall  be  tought 
That  nothing  truly  great  was  ever  wrought. 
Where  judgment  was  away. 
Through  osier  twigs  th'  Acanthus  row : 
Th*  idea  charms,  the  artist  glows: 

But 't  was  his  skill  to  please, 
Which  bade  the  graceful  foliage  spread. 
To  crown  the  stately  columns  head' 

With  dignity  and  ease. 
When  great  Apelles,  pride  of  Greece, 
Frown'd  on  the  almost  finish'd  piece. 

Despairing  to  succeed, 
What  though  the  missile  vengeance  pav'd 
From  his  rash  hand,  the  random  caat 
Might  dash  the  foam,  but  skill  had  formed  the  steed. 
Nor  less  the  Phidian  arts  approve 

Labour,  and  patient  care, 
Whate'er  the  skilful  artists  trace, 
Laocoon's  pangs,  or  soa  Antinous'  face. 
By  skill,  with  that  diviner  air       ' 
Tbe  Delian  god  does  all  but  move; 
*T  was  skill  gave  terrours  to  the  ftfoot  of  Jov«, 
To  Venus  every  grace. 

—And  shall  each  sacred  scat. 
The  vales  of  Amo,  and  the  Tuscan  stream. 
No  more  be  visited  with  pilgrim  feet  ? 
No  more  on  sweet  Hymettus'  summits  dream 

The  sons  of  Albion  ?  or  below. 

Where  Ilyssus*  waters  flow, 

Trace  with  awe  the  dear  remains 
Of  mould'ring  urns,  and  mutilated  fanes  ? 

Far  be  the  thought    Each  sacred  seat. 

Each  monument  of  ancient  fame. 
Shall  still  be  visited  with  pilffrim  feet,      [flame. 
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Fresh  beneath  the  scythe  of  Time, 

Coald'the  If  use'f  voice  eTail, 
Joys  shoald  sprhiir  •^  rmch  their  priase» 

Bloomiug  see  the  fiirmer  Isil, 
And  erery  joy  its  tribute  hriaf 
To  Britain,  aid  to  Britain's  Jung. 
Suns  shoald  warm  the  pregnant  soil, 

Health  in  every  breese  shoald  blow; 
Plenty  crown  the  peasanfii  toil, 

And  shine  upon  his  cheerfnl  brow. 
Round  the  throne  whilst  doty  waits, 

Dnty  join'd  with  filial  lore. 
Peace  should  triumph  in  onr  gates, 

And  every  distant  fear  remove; 
Till  gratitude  to  Heaven  should  raise 
The  q>ealung  eye,  the  song  of  praise. 

Let  the  nations  round  in  arms 
Stan  the  world  with  war's  alarms^ 
Bat  let  Britain  still  be  found 
Safe  within  her  wat*ry  bound. 
Tjrrant  chiefs  may  realms  destroy ; 
Nobler  is  our  meoaroh's  joy. 
Of  all  that 's  truly  great  possess'd, 
And,  by  blessing,  truly  blest. 

Though  comets  rise,  and  wonder  marif  their  way. 
Above  the  bonnds  of  Nataro's  sober  laws, 

It  is  the  all-cheering  lamp  of  day. 
The  permanent,  the  nnerring  caose. 

By  whom  th'  enUven'd  worid  its  oovuse  maintains, 

By  whom  aU  Natare  snrilesy  and  heaateens  eider 


ODE  XX. 


ffoa  HIS  iiAjimr*s  sntn-DAr,  jumb  4,  1770. 
Dncoan  hence !  the  torch  resign— 

Harmony  shall  rule  to  day. 
Whate'er  thy  busy  fiends  design 

Of  fntnre  ills,  in  cruel  play. 
To  torture  or  alarm  mankind. 

Lead  tiie  insidious  train  away, 
Some  blacker  hoars  for  mischief  find; 

Harmony  shtH  rule  to  day. 

Distingaish'd  from  the  vulgar  year. 

And  mariL'd  with  Heaven's  peculiar  white. 
This  day  shall  grace  the  rolling  sphere, 
And  lingering  end  its  bright  career. 
Unwilling  to  be  lost  in  night 
Discord,  lead  thy  fiends  away ! 
Harmony  shall  rule  to  day. 

Is  there,  intent  on  Britain's  good. 

Some  angel  hovering  in  the  sky. 
Whose  ample  view  surveys  her  circling  flood, 

Her  guardian  rooks,  that  shine  on  high. 

Her  forests,  waving  to  the  gales. 

Her  streams,  that  glide  through  fertile  vales, 

Hef  lowing  pastures,  fleecy  downs, 

Towering  cities,  busy  towns. 
Is  there  who  views  them  all  with  joy  serene. 
And  breathes  a  blessing  on  the  various  scene? 

O,  if  there  is,  to  him  *t  is  given, 
(When  daring  crimes  almost  demand 
The  vengeance  of  the  Thunderer's  hand) 
To  soften,  or  avert,  the  wrath  of  Heaven. 
O'er  ooean's  fkce  do  tempests  sweep? 

Do  civil  storms  blow  loud  ? 
Be  stills  the  raging  of  the  deep. 

And  madness  of  the  crowd. 


He  too,  when  Heaven  vooehsaiM  to  smile 
Propitious  on  his  fhvonrite  isle, 
With  zeal  performs  the  task  he  loves, 
And  every  gracious  boon  hnproves. 

Blest  delegate  !  if  now  there  lieF 

Ripening  in  yonder  pregnant  skies 
Some  great  event  of  more  than  common  good, 

iWigh  Envy  howl  with  all  her  brood. 
Thy  wonted  power  employ ; 

Usher  the  mighty  momentsMn 
Sacred  to  harmony  and  joy. 
And  from  his  era  let  their  coarse  begin! 
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AoAiv  returns  the  circling  yeat^ 

Again  the  festal  day, 
Which  ushers  in  its  bright  career, 

Demands  the  votive  lay : 
Again  the  oft-accastom*d  Muse 
Her  tributary  task  pursues, 
Strikes  the  preluding  \jTe  again,  ' 
And  calls  the  harmonious  band  to  animate  her  strain. 
Britain  is  the  glowing  theme ; 
To  Briuin  sacred  be  the  song : 
Whate'er  the  sages  lovM  to  dream 
Lycian  shades  among, 
(When  raptur'd  views  their  bosoms  warm'd 
Of  perfect  states  by  foncy  fonn*d) 
United  here  and  realiz'd  we  see. 
Thrones,  independence,  laws,  and  liberty  ! 
The  triple  cord,  which  binds  them  fast. 

Like  the  golden  chain  of  Jove 
Combining  all  below  with  all  above, 

Shall  bid  the  sacred  tinion  last 
What  though  iars  intestine  rise. 

And  discord  seems  awhile  to  reign, 
Britain"^  sons  are  brave,  are  wise. 
The  storm  subsides,  koA  they  embrace  again. 
The  master-springs  which  rule  the  land. 

Guided  by  a  skilful  hand. 
Loosening  now,  and  now  restraining. 
Yielding  sometbmg,  something  gaining. 
Preserve  inviolate  the  public  frsmie. 
As,  though  the  seasons  change,  the  year  is  still  the 
O,  should  Britain's  foes  presume,  [same. 

Trusting  some  delusive  scene 
Of  transient  feuds  that  rage  at  home. 

And  seem  to  shake  the  nice  machine, 
Should  they  dare  to  lift  the  sword, 
Or  bid  their  hostile  thundrrs  roar. 
Soon  their  pride  would  mirth  afford. 
And  break  like  billows  on  a  shore ; 
Soon  would  find  her  vengeance  wake. 
Weep  in  blood  the  dire  mistake. 
And  'gainst  their  wild  attempts  united  see 
Thrones,  independence,  laws,  and  liberty ! 
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ffoa  nts  MAjmr's  sm-m-nAr,  joki  4, 1771.  ^ 

LoHG  did  the  churiish  East  detain 

In  icy  bonds  th*  imprisoned  spring: 

No  verdure  dropped  in  dewy  rain,  ^ 

And  not  a  aephyr  waT»d Hi  wing.OOQle 
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Even  he,  th'  entivcning  sonrce  of  day. 
But  pour'd  an  ineffectaal  ray 

On  Earth's  wild  bosom,  cold  and  hare ; 
Where  not  a  plant  uprear'd  its  head, 
Or  dar'd  its  infant  foliage  spread 

To  meet  the  blasting  air. 

Nor  less  did  roan  confess  its  force : 
Whatever  could  damp  its  genial  coarse, 

Or  o'er  the  seats  of  life  prevail, 
Each  pale  disease  that  pants  for  breath. 
Each  painful  harbinger  of  death, 

Lurk'd  in  the  hwded  gale. 

But  now  th'  unfolding  year  resumes 

Its  various  hues,  its  rich  array ; 
And,  bursting  into  bolder  blooms, 

Rq>ays  with  strength  its  long  delay. 
T  is  Nature  reigns.  The  grove  unbinds 
Its  tresses  to  the  southern  winds. 

The  birds  with  music  fill  its  bowers ; 
The  flocks,  the  herds  beneath  its  shade 
Bepose,  or  sport  along  the  glade. 

And  crop  the  rising  flowers. 
Nor  less  does  man  rejoice.    To  him 
More  mildly  sweet  the  breezes  seem, 

More  f^h  the  fields,  the  suns  more  warm ; 
While  health,  the  animating  soul 
Of  every  bliss,  inspires  the  whole. 

And  heightens  each  peculiar  charm. 

Loveliest  of  months,  bright  June !  again 

Thy  season  smiles.     With  thee  return 
The  frolic  band  of  Pleasure's  train; 

With  thee  Britannia's  festal  mom. 
When  the  glad  land  her  homage  pays 

To  George,  her  monarch,  and  her  friend. 
«  May  cheerful  health,  may  length  of  days. 

And  smiling  peace  his  steps  attend  ! 
May  every  good"— Cease,  cease  the  strain  j 
The  prayer  were  impotent  and  vain : 

What  greater  good  can  man  possess 
Than  he,  to  whom  all-bounteous  Heaven, 
With  unremitting  hand,  has  given 

The  power  and  will  to  bless  ? 
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At  length  the  fleeting  year  is  o'er, 

And  we  no  longer  arc  deceiv'd  ; 
The  wars,  the  tumults  are  no  more 

Which  fancy  form'd,  and  fear  believ'd. 
Each  distant  object  of  distress. 
Each  phantom  of  uncertain  guess. 


True  to  herself  if  Biilain  prove. 

What  foreign  foes  has  she  to  dread? 
Her  sacred  laws,  her  sovereign's  love. 

Her  virtuous  pride  by  Freedom  bred. 
Secure  at  once  domestic  ease. 
And  awe  th'  aspiring  nations  into  peace. 

Did  Rome  e'er  court  a  tyrant's  smiles, 
Till  fection  wrought  the  civil  frame's  decay  > 

Did  Greece  submit  to  Philip's  wiles. 
Till  her  own  faithless  sons  pr^par'd  the  way  ? 

True  to  herself  if  Britain  prove. 

The  warring  world  will  league  in  vaiot 
Her  sacred  laws,  her  sovereign's  love. 
Her  empire  boundless  as  the  main. 
Will  guard  at  once  domestic  ease. 
And  awe  th'  a^iring  nations  into  peace. 
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FaoM  scenes  of  death,  and  deep  distress, 

(Where  Britain  shar'd  her  monarch's  woe) 
Which  most  the  feeling  mind  oppress, 
Yet  best  to  bear  the  virtuous  know. 
Turn  we  our  eyes— The  cypress  wreath 

No  more  the  plaintive  Muse  shall  wear; 
The  blooming  flowers  which  round  her  breathe. 

Shall  form  the  chaplet  for  her  hair ; 
And  the  gay  month  which  claims  her  annual  fire. 
Shall  raise  to  sprightlier  notes  the  animated  lyre. 
The  lark  that  npounts  on  morning  wings 

To  meet  the  rising  day. 
Amidst  the  clouds  exulting  sings. 
The  dewy  clouds,  whence  2:ephyr  flings 
The  fragrance  of  the  May. 
■    The  day,  which  gave  our  monarch  birUi, 
Recalls  each  noblest  theme  of  ages  past ; 

Tells  us,  whate'er  we  owed  to  Nassau's  wostb. 
The  Brunswick  race  confirm'd,  and  bade  it  last : 
Tells  us,  with  rapturous  joy  uublam*<|. 

And  conscious  gratitude,  to  feel 
Our  laws,  our  liberties,  reclaim'd 
From  tyrant  pride,  and  bigot  zeal ; 
While  each  glad  voice,  that  wakes  the  echoing  air. 
In  one  united  wish  thus  joins  the  general  prayer; 
**  Till  Ocean  quits  his  fav'rite  isle. 
Till,  Thames,  thy  wat'ry  train 
No  Bogte  shall  bless  its  pregnant  soil. 
May. order,  peace,  and  freedom  smite 
Beneath  a  Brunswick's  rdgn  !" 
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Tet  ^hall  gkxNnt  oppren  the  miDd, 
So  oft  by  sage  experience  -taught 
To  feel  its  present  views  coDfin'd, 
And  to  the  fbture  point  th'  aspiring  thought  ? 
All  that  fades  again  shall  live. 
Mature  dies  but  to  revive. 

Yon  Sun,  who  sails  in  southern  skies. 

And  fsiintly  gilds  th*  horizon's  bound, 
Shall  northward  still,  and  northward  rise, 

With  beams  of  warmth  and  splendour  crowned  ; 
Shall  wake  the  slumbering,  buried  grain 

From  the  cold  Earth*s  relenting  breast. 
And  Britain^s  isle  shall  bloom  again 

In  all  its  wonted  verdure  drest 

Britain,  to  whom  kind  Heaven'a  indulgent  care 

Has  fiz*d  in  teqiperate  climes  its  stated  goal, 
Far  from  the  burning  zone's  inclement  air, 

Far  from  th'  eternal  frosts  which  bind  the  pole. 
Here  dewy  spring  exerts  his  genial  powers ; 

Here  jammer  glowg  salubrious,  not  severe  ; 
Here  copious  autumn  spreads  his  golden  stores, 

And  winter  stcengthent  the  retviming  year. 

O  with  each  blessing  may  it  rise, 

Which  Heaven  can  give,  or  mortals  bear ! 

Hay  each  wing*d  moment,  as  it  flies, 
Improve  a  joy,  or  ease  a  care  $ 

Till  Britain's  giateftil  heart  astonishM  bends 
To  tfaAt  Almighty  Power  from  whom  all  good  de- 
scends. 
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BoxN  for  millions  are  the  kings  , 

Who  sit  on  Britain's  guarded  throne : 

From  delegated  power  their  glory  springs. 
Their  birth-day  is  our  own  I 

Id  impious  pomp  let  tyrants  shine, 
Aasooiing  attributes  divine. 
And  stretch  their  unresisted  sway 
0*er  slaves,  who  tremble,  and  obey* 
On  lawless  pinione  let  them  soar : 
,]Pmr  happier  he,  whose  temperate  power. 

Acknowledged,  and  avowed, 
£v*n  on  the  throne  restriction  knows  ^ 
And  to  those  laws  implicit  bows 

By  which  it  rules  the  crowd* 

"When  erst  th'  imperisi  pride  of  Rome 
Bxultmg  saw  a  world  o'ercopne. 
And  rais'd  a  mortal  to  the  skies, 
llkere  were,  't  is  true,  with  eagle  eyes 

Who  viewed  the  dazzling  scene. 
Thou^  incense  blaz'd  on  flattery's  shrine. 
Great  l^tus  and  the  greater  Antonine 


Happy  the  land,  to  whom  H  is  gtven 
T*  enjoy  that  choicest  boon  of  Ueayeiu 
Where,  bound  in  one  illustrious  ch«in. 
The  monarch  and  the  people  reign ! 

Hence  is  Britannia's  weal  maintained ; 

Hence  are  ^the  righto  his  fathers  gain'd 
To  every  free-born  sufarject  known : 

Hence  to  the  throne,  in  songs  of  praise, 

A  grateful  re^lm  its  tribute  pays. 
And  hails  the  king,  whose  birth-day  is  its  owq^ 
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"  Pass  but  a  few  short  fleeting  years," 

Imperial  Xerxes  sigh'd  and  said. 
Whilst  his  fond  eye,  sulfus'd  with  tears. 

His  numerous  hosts  surveyed ; 
**  Pass  but  a  few  short  fleeting  years. 
And  all  that  pomp,  which  now  appears 

A  glorious  living  scene, 
Shall  breathe  its  last ;  shall  fall,  shall  die. 
And  low  in  Earth  yon  m3^iads  lie 

As  they  had  never  been  !" 
True,  tjrrant:  wherefore  then  does  pride, 

And  vain  ambition,  urge  thy  mind 
To  spread  thy  needless  conquests  wide. 

And  desolate  mankind  ? 
Say,  why  do  millions  bleed  at  thy  command  f  . 
If  life,  alas  I  is  short,  why  shake  the  hasty  sand  ? 

Not  so  do  Britain's  kings  behold 
Their  floating  bulwarks  of  the  main 

Their  undulating  sails  unfold, 
And  gather  all  the  winds  aerial  reign. 

Myriads  they  see,  prepared  to  brave 

The  loudest  storm,  the  wildest  wave. 
To  hurl  just  thunders  on  insulting  foes. 
To  guard,  and  not  invade,  the  world's  repose. 
Myriads  they  see,  their  country's  dear  delight. 
Their  cquntry's  dear  defence,  and  glory  in  the  sight! 

Nor  dio  they  idly  drop  a  tear 

On  feted  Nature's  future  bier ; 
For  not  the  grave  can  damp  Britannia's  fires ; 

Though  chaog'd  the  men,  the  worth  is  still  the 
The  sons  will  emulate  their  sires,  [same  ; 

And  the  sons'  sons  will  catch  the  glorious  flame ! 
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Hark  !— or  does  the  Muse's  ear 
Form  the  sounds  she  longs  to  hear  ? — 

Hark  !  from  yonder  western  main 
O'er  the  white  wave  echoing  fer. 
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Discord,  stop  dMt  rvrea  ^roiee. 
Lest  the  nalioDs  romid  rejoice. 
Tell  it  not  oo  OttHia's  pkin. 

Tell  it  not  OD  Ebro's  stream, 
1%oagb  bat  transient  be  the  pain. 

Like  to  tone  deliui^  <lreain : 
For  soon  shall  reason,  calm,  and  sage» 

Detect  each  vile  seducer's  wiles, 
Shall  soothe  to  peaoe  mistaken  rage, 

And  all  be  harmony  and  smiles^ 
Smiles  repentant,  such  as  prore 
Grief,  and  joy,  and  filial  love. 

O  prophetic  be  the  Muse ! 

May  her  monitory  6ame 
Wake  the  soul  to  noble  views. 

And  point  the  path  to  genuine  fame ! 
Just  subjection,  mild  commands. 

Mutual  interest,  mutual  love. 
Form  indissoluble  bands, 

like  the  golden  chain  of  Jove. 
Closely  may  they  all  unite ! 

And  see,  a  gleam  of  lustre  breakf 
From  the  shades  of  envious  night^- 

And  hark,  *t  is  more  than  fancy  speaks— 
They  bow,  they  yield,  they  join  the  choral  lay, 
And  hail  with  us  our  monarch's  natal  day. 
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Yb  powers,  who  rule  o'er  states  and  kingi, 
Who  shield  with  subUmary  wings 

Man's  erring  race  from  woe. 
To  BriUin's  sons  in  every  clime 
Your  blessings  waft,  whatever  their  criaie. 

On  all  the  winds  that  blow  ! 

Beyond  the  vast  Atlantic  tide 
^SzUmd  your  healing  infloeaee  wide, 

Where  millions  claim  your  care: 
Jospin  each  just,  each  filial  thought. 
And  let  the  nataont  ronnd^be  taught 

The  Bdtifb  Mk  is  there. 

Though  vagBdy  wild  its  brandMs  spread. 
And  rear  almost  an  alien  head 

Wide-waving  o'er  the  plain, 
JLet  still,  unspoil'd  by  foreign  earth, 
And  conscious  of  its  nobler  birth. 

The  untainted  trunk  remain. 

Where  mutual  interest  binds  the  band. 
Where  due  subjection,  mild  command, 

Ensure  peroetwal  ease, 
Shall  jarring  tumults  madly  rave, 
And  hostile  banneri  proudly  wave 

O'er  ooce  united  seas  ? 

No;  midst  the  blaze  of  wrath  divine 
Heaven's  loveliest  attribute  shall  shine, 

And  mercy  gild  the  My; 
Shall  still  avert  impending  fate; 
And  concord  ita  best  era  date 

From  this  auspicious  day. 
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On  the  white  rocks  which  guard  her  coa^ 

Obfervant  of  the  parting  day. 
Whose  orb  was  half  in  ocean  lost, 
Reclin'd  Britannia  lay. 
Wide  o'er  the  wat'ry  waste 
A  pensive  look  she  cast ; 
And  scarce  could  check  the  rising  sigh,    pjer  eye. 
And  scarce  could  stop  the  tear  which  trembled  in 

«  Sheathe,  sheathe  the  sword  which  tlmslB  fiar 
blood," 
She  cried,  *<  deceiv'd,  mistaken  men ! 
Nor  lei  your  parent,  o'er  the  fiood. 
Send  forth  her  voice  in  vain  ! 
Alas !  00  tyrwoA  die. 
She  ooorts  you  to  be  free: 
Submissive  hear  her  soft  commaiid^ 
Noribrce  unwilKngTeageancefrom  a  pareal^baod.' 

Hear  her,  ye  wise,  to  duty  tnw^ 

And  teach  the  rest  to  fed, 
Nor  let  the  madness  vf  a  few 

Distress  the  puUie  veal  1 
So  shall  the  opening  jwar  amtm% 
Time's  fairest  child,  a  happier  bleoai ; 

The  wkite^wiag'd  bom  shall  lightly  Bove, 
The  Sun  with  added  faHtre  shine! 

"  To  err  is  human.*' — Let  us  piona 
"  Forgivteess  is  divine !" 


ODE  XXXI'. 

poa  BIS  MAjEirrr's  bibth-dat,  juvb  4, 1776.    . 

Yb  western  gales,  whose  genial  breath 
Unbinds  the  glebe,  tiU  9U  beoeath 

One  verdant  livery  wears : 
You  soothe  the  sultry  beats  of  noon, 
Add  softness  to  the  setting  Sub, 

And  dry  the  morning's  tearsb 

>  To  this  ode  Mr.  Mason  has  prefixed  the  fol- 
lowing advertisement,  which,  however,  has  notpine> 
vented  us,  as  the  reader  will  perceive,  from  in- 
serting the  regular  series  of  aH  Mr.  WhitHiead^ 
new-year  and  hirth-day  odes,  both  previous  and 
subsequent  to  it. 

'*  In  the  Collection  of  Poems  which  Mr.  White- 
head printed  in  1774,  he  thought  proper  to  select 
certain  of  his  new-year  and  birUi-day  odes  for 
re-publication.  Beginning,  therefore,  from  that 
date,  I  have  reviewed,  with  the  assistance  of  tome 
friends,  whose  taste  in  lyric  compositioa  I  cooM 
depend  00,  all  that  he  wrote  afterwards,  and  (hose 
which  we  best  approved  are  here  inserted.  In  this 
reriew  it  is  to  be  noted,  to  the  poet's  honour,  Oiat 
we  found  more  variety  of  sentiment  and  expression, 
than  could  well  be  expected  from  such  an  uni- 
formity of  subject.  If  we  lamented  the  necessity 
he  was  under,  of  so  frequently  adverting  to  the  war 
with  America,  we  generally  admired  his  delicate 
manner  of  treating  it  Should,  therefore,  the  odes 
here  reprinted  lead  any  person  to  read  all  that  he 
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Thk  is  your  season^  lovely  gmlet, 
Tbroogh  ether  now  yoor  poirer  prevails ; 
And  our  dilated  breasts  shall  own 
The  joys  which  JBbw  from  you  alone. 

Why,  therefore,  in  yon  dnbious  sky, 
Wkh  outspwad  wiof ,  and  eager  «ye 

On  distant  scenes  iotent,^ 

"  SiU  Expectation  in  the  air>* 

Why  do  ahcnatie  hope  and  fcar 

Suspend  saoie  great  aveot  ? 

Can  Britain  fail  ?— The  thought  wese  vain ! 
The  powerful  empress  of  the  main 
But  strires  to  smooth  th'  unruly  flood, 
And  dfcads  a  conquest  stain'd  with  blood. 

While  yet,  ye  winds,  your  breezy  balm 
Thi^l^  Nature  spreads  a  general  calm. 
While  yet  a  pause  fell  Discord  knows ; 
Catch  the  soft  moment  of  repose, 

Yoor  genuine  powers  exert; 
To  pity  melt  th*  obdurate  mind. 
Teach  every  bosom  to  be  kind, 

And  humanize  the  heart. 

Propitioos  gales,  O  -whig  your  way  * 
And  whilst  we  bait  that  rights  sway 

Whence  temper^  ft«edom  springs. 
The  bliss  we  fed,  to  fbture  times 
EKtend,  and  irom  your  nathre  climes 

Bring  peace  upon  your  wings !— - 


United,  let  us  all  l^ioscf  btessingv  llnd. 
The  Ood  of  Nature  meant  mankind, 

Whate'er  of  erroor,  HI  redrest; 

Whatever  of  passioo,  ill  represt ; 

Whate'er  the  wicked  have  conceiv»d. 

And  folly's  heedless  sons  believM, 
Let  alt  lie  bufied  in  oblirion^  flood, 
And  our  great  oament  be,— 4he  paUic  good. 


ODE  XXXIT. 

fOa  THB  HSW-YIAl.      17T7. 

AoAin  itaperial  Winter's  sway 

Bids  the  earth  and  air  obey ; 
Throws  o'er  yon  hostile  lakes  his  icy  bar. 
And,  for  a  while,  suspends  the  rage  of  war. 

O  may  it  ne'er  revive !— Ye  wise. 

Ye  just,  ye  virtuous,  aiid  ye  brave, 
Leave  fell  contention  to  the  sons  of  vice, 

Ami  join  jo«r  powers  to  savie ! 

Enough  of  slaughter  have  ye  known. 
Ye  wayward  diildren  of  a  distant  clime. 
For  ]ron  we  heave  the  kindred  groan, 
We  pity  your  misfortune,  and  your  crime. 
Stop,  parricides,  the  blow, 
O  find  another  foe ! 
And  hear  a  parent's  dear  request. 
Who  longs  to  clasp  you  to  her  yielding  breast 

What  change  would  ye  require  ?  What  lurm 

Ideal  floau  m  fesicy^ksky  f 

Ye  fond  enthusiasts  brei^  tiie  charm. 
And  let  ood  reason  clear  the  menUl  eye. 

On  Britun's  wetl-mixM  stete  alooe. 

True  Liberty  has  flx*d  her  throne, 
Where  law,  not  man,  an  equal  role  ■maintains: 
Can  freedom  e*er  be  focmd  where  many  a  tyrant 
reigns? 

office,  (and  all  are  to  be  found  Jn  the  Annual  Re- 
gister printed  1>y  Dodsley)  I  persuade  myself  he 
must  agree  with  me  in  thinking,  that  no  court 
poet  ever  had  fewer  courtly  stahUf  and  that  his  page 
ia,  at  the  least,  at  Mu  as  AiiduotCu'* 


ODE  XXXIH. 

poa  nis  MAjEmr's  bhitb-day,  ouki  4,  ITTT. 

Drivik  out  from  Heaven*s  ethereal  domes. 

On  Earth  insatiate  Discord  roams, 
And  spreads  her  baleful  influence  fort 
On  wretched  man  her  scorpion  sthigs 
Around  th'  insidions  fury  flings. 

Corroding  every  bliss,  and  sbaip'nSng  every  care. 

Hence,  demon,  hence  !  in  tenfold  night 

Thy  Stygian  spells  employ. 
Nor  with  thy  presence  blast  the  light 
Of  that  auspicious  4ay,  which  Britain  gives  to  joy. 

But  come,  thon  softer  <deity, 
Fairest  Unanimity ! 
Not  more  fair  the  star  that  leads 
Bright  AunNra^s  glowing  steeds. 
Or  on  Hesper*s  front  that  shines. 
When  the  garish  day  declines  f 
Bring  thy  usual  train  along. 
Festive  Danct«,  and  choral  Song, 
Loose-rob 'd  Sport,  from  folly  free, 
And  Mirtl^  cbastis'd  by  decency. 

Enough  of  war  the  pensive  Muse  has  sung, 
Enough  of  slanghter  trembled  on  her  toi^e ; 
Fairer  prospects  let  her  bring 

Than  hostile  fields  and  scenes  of  Uood ; 
If  happier  hours  are  on  the  wing. 

Wherefore  damp  the  coming  good  } 
If  again  our  tears  must  flow. 
Why  forestall  the  future  woe? 
Bright-eyM  Hope,  thy  pleasing  power 
Gilds  at  least,  the  present  hour, 
,  Every  anxious  thought  beguiles, 
Dresses  every  face  in  smiles. 
Nor  lets  one  transient  cloud  the  bKss  destroy 
Of  that  auspicious  day,  which  Britain  gives  to  joy. 


ODE  X3£XIV. 

roa  TBI  MtW-TEAR.      ITfB. 

Wmm  rrval  nations,  great  in  arms. 

Great  in  power,  in  glory  great. 
Fill  the  worl<(  with  war's  alarms. 

And  breathe  a  temporary  bate, 
The  hostile  storms  but  rage  a  while. 

And  the  tired  contest  ends. 

But  ah,  hsnr  hard  to  reconcile 

The  foes  who  once  were  fr.ends ! 
Each  hasty  word,  each  look  unkind, 

Each  distant  hint,  that  seems  to  mean 
A  somethii^  lurking  in  the  mind 

Which  imort  »«»s»4i»*  j>\Sf5ogle 
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Each  shadow  of  a  shade  offends 

Th'  embittered  foes  who  once  were  friends. 


That  power  alone  who  framM  the  soai, 

And  bade  the  springs  of  passion  play. 
Can  all  their  jarring  strings  control, 

And  form  on  discord  concord's  sway. 
*T  is  he  alone,  whose  breath  of  love 
Did  o'er  the  world  of  waters  more, 

Whose  touch  the  mountains  bends ; 
Whose  word  from  darkness  cailM  forth  light, 
T  is  he  alone  can  reunite 

The  foes  who  once  were  friends. 

To  him,  O  Britain,  bow  the  knee ! 
His  awful,  his  august  decree, 

Ye  rebel  tribes,  adore  ! 
Forgive  at  once,  and  be  forgiven, 
Ope  in  each  breast  a  little  heav^o^ 

And  discord  is  no  nK>re. 


ODE  XXXV. 

FOB  BIS  majesty's  BirTH-DAY,  1UN8  4,  1T78. 

Arm'd  with  her  native  force,  behold. 

How  proudly  through  each  martial  plain 
Britannia  stalks !  "  T  was  thus  of  old, 

My  warlike  sons,  a  gallant  train, 
Call'd  forth  their  genuine  strength,  and  spread 
Their  banners  o*er  the  tented  mead ; 
T  was  thus  they  taught  perfidious  France  to  jrield." 
She  cries,  and  shows  the  lilies  on  her  shield. 

"  Yes,  goddess,  yes !  »t  was  thus  of  old," 
The  Muse  replies,  "  thy  barons  bold 
Led  forth  their  native  troops,  and  spread 
Their  banners  cfer  the  tented  mead. 
But  nobler  now  the  zeal  that  warms 
Each  patriot  breast:  for  freedom's  reign 
Has  burst  the  Norman's  feudal  chain. 
And  given  new  force  to  glory's  charms. 
No  vassal  bands 
Rise  at  a  tyrant  lord's  commands : 
'T  is  fur  themselves,  with  honest  rage. 
The  voluntary  youths  engage ; 
To  guard  their  sacred  homes  they  fight,  , 
And  in  their  own  assert  the  public  right 
Bound  by  choice,  and  choice  alone. 
Their  leaders,  and  their  laws  are  both  their  own : 
Laws  obey'd,  because  approved, 


ODE  XXXVL 


FOa  THI  KEW-YEAH.      1779. 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  sons  of  might. 
And  hail  with  soubds  of  war  the  new-bom  year  I 

Britannia,  from  her  rocky  height. 
Points  to  the  Gallic  coast,  and  lifts  her  ipear.. 
Th*  immortal  hatred,  which  by  turns 
Wakes  and  sleeps,  with  fury  bums : 
New  cause  of  just  ofience  has  Albion  found. 
And  lo,  it  bleeds  afresh,  th'  eternal  wound! 

Though  great  in  war,  of  skill  possest. 
Though  native  courage  fire  their  breast 
With  ardour  for  the  public  weal. 
One  want,  at  least,  our  rivals  feel. 
The  want  of  freedom  damps  each  genVous  aim  ; 
Whoe'er  the  lord  they  serve,  th'  oppression  is  tlu^ 
same. 

Power  despotic  rarely  Icnows, 

Rarely  heeds  a  subject's  woes ; 

By  force  it  claims,  with  grasping  hand, 

Whate'cr  ambition  dares  demand : 

The  ravag'd  merchant,  plundered  swain. 

May  pour  their  weak  complaints  in  vain  ; 

Their  private  sorrows  are  their  own ; 

A  tjrrant  feels  not,  though  a  people  groan. 
O  happier  far  the  well-mixM  state. 

Which  blends  the  monarches  with  the  subject's  fatCr 
And  links  the  sceptre  to  the  spade ! 
The  stroke  which  wounds  the  lowliest  clown 
Is  insult  to  the  British  crown. 

And  he  attacks  our  rights  who  dares  the  throne  in- 
One  common  flame,  one  active  soul,      [vade. 
Pervades  and  animates  the  whole ; 
One  heart,  one  hand,  directs  the  blow. 

And  hurls  the  voUied  vengeance  on  the  fbe. 


ODE  XX3tVn. 
FOR  HIS  majestt's  bietb-oay,  jwe  4,  1779. 

Let  Gallia  mourn !  th'  insulting  foe. 
Who  dar'd'  to  aim  the  trcach'rous  blow. 
When  lost,  she  thought,  in  deep  dismay. 
Forlorn,  distress'd,  Britannia  lay : 

Deems  she  misfortune  e'er  can  tame 
The  gen'rous  inborn  British  flame  ? 
Is  Agincourt  so  little  known  ? 
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YoD  Son,  that  with  moriduui  rsy 
ffijm  gilds  the  coofecfmted  day» 

Wheo  Batain  bfestbes  her  amnuU  tow 
F6r  him,  the  guardian  of  her  lawi, 
For  him,  who  in  her  sacred  cause 

Bids  the  red  bolt  of  vengeance  glow : 

That  Tery  Sun,  when  Ganges'  stream 
Kedden'd  l^eneath  bis  rising  beam, 

Saw  Britain's  banners  wave 
In  eastern  air,  with  honest  pride, 
0*er  vanqnish'd  forts,  which  Gallia  tried. 

But  tried  in  vain  to  save. 

That  very  Son,  ere  evenmg  dew 
Has  dimm'd  his  radiant  orb,  will  view. 
Where  Lucia's  mountams  tower  on  high. 
And  seem  to  prop  the  western  sky. 
That  oft-contested  island  own 
Allegiance  to  the  British  tbrone. 

like  her  own  oak,  the  forest's  king, 

Though  Britain  feels  the  blows  aroond  ; 
Ev'b  (rwn  the  steel's  inflictive  sting, 
New  force  she  gains,  new  scions  spring, 
And  floorish  from  the  wound. 


ODE  XXXVIIL 

POft  TBS  MtW-YBAa.      1780. 

Alls  dares  insoltiog  France  pretend 

To  grasp  the  trident  of  the  mahs. 
And  Irape  the  astonish'd  world  should  bend 

To  the  mock  pageantry  assumed  in  vain  ? 
What,  though  her  fleets  the  billows  load. 

What,  though  her  mimic  thunders  roar. 
She  bears  the  ensigns  of  the  god, 

But  not  hb  delegated  power. 
Ev>n  from  the  birth  of  time  *t  was  Heaven*s  decree. 
The  queen  of  isles  should  reign  sole  empress  of  the 
sea. 

United  Bourbon's  giant  pride 

Strains  every  nerve,  each  eflbrt  tries. 
With  all  but  justice  on  its  side. 

That  strength  can  give,  or  perfidy  devise. 
Dread  they  not  him  who  rules  the  sky, 

Whose  nod  directs  the  whirlwind's  speed. 
Who  bares  his  red  right  ana  on  high 

For  vengeance  on  the  peijur'd  head, 
Tb*  Almighty  Power,  by  whose  august  decree 
The  queen  of  isles  alone  is  sovereign  of  the  sea  ? 

Vain-fkNrioos  France !  deluded  Spain ! 
Whom  even  experience  warns  in  vain. 
Is  there  a  sea  that  dashing  pours 
Its  big  waves  round  your  tremblmg  shores. 
Is  there  a  promontory's  brow 
That  does  not  Britain's  vast  achievements  know  ? 
Ask  Biscay's  rolling  flood. 

Ask  the  proud  Celtic  steep, 
How  oft  her  navies  jode 
Triumphant  o'er  the  deep  ? 
Ask  Lagos'  summits  that  beheld  youc  fote. 
Ask  Calpe's  jutting  front,  fair  cause  of  endless  hate. 
Yet  midst  the  loudest  blasts  of  Fame, 

When  most  the  admiring  nations  gaze, 
What  to  herself  does  Britain  claim } 
—Not  to  hoaetf  she  gives  thd  pnuMr 


But  low  in  dust  her  head  she  bows. 

And  prostrate  pays  her  gratefuf  vows 

To  him,  the  Almighty  F^wer,  by  whose  decree 

She  rdgns,  and  still  shall  reign,  sole  empress  of  the 


ODE  XXXIX. 

poa  HIS  MAjsmr's  Bimi-DAr,  junb  4, 1780. 

&nLL  o*er  the  defi>  does  Britain  reign. 
Her  monarch  st.U  the  trident  bears : 
Vainglorious  France,  deluded  Spain, 
Have  found  their  boasted  efforts  vain ; 
Vain  as  the  fleeting  shades  when  orient  light  appears. 

As  the  young  eagle  to  the  blaze  of  day 

Undazzled  and  undaunted  turns  his  eye% 
So  unappall'd,  where  glory  led  the  way, 
Midst  storms  of  war,  midst  mingiing  seas  and 
skies. 
The  genuine  offspring  of  the  Brunswick  name 
Pn>v'd  his  high  birth's  hereditary  claim. 
And  the  applauding  nation  hail*d  with  joy 
Their  future  hero  in  the  intrepid  boy. 

Prophetic,  as  the  flame  that  spread 

Round  the  young  lulus'  head. 

Be  that  blest  omen  of  success    The  Mos^ 

Catches  thence  ecstatic  views ; 

ScM  new  laurels  nobly  won, 

As  the  circling  year  rolls  on ; 

Sees  that  triumphs  of  its  own 

Each  distinguish'd  month  shall  crown ; 

And,  ere  this  festive  day  again 

Returns  to  wake  the  grate^l  strain. 

Sees  all  that  host  of  foes. 

Both  to  her  glory  and  repose, 
Bend  their  proud  necks  beneath  Britannia's  yoke. 
And  court  that  peace  which  their  injustice  broke. 

Still  o'er  the  deep  shall  Britain  reign. 
Her  monarch  still  the  trident  bear  j 

The  warr'mg  world  is  leagu'd  in  vain 
To  conquer  those  who  know  not  fear. 

Grasp'd  be  the  spear  by  ev'ry  hand, 

Lrt  every  heart  united  glow, 
Collected,  like  the  Theban  band, 

Can  Britain  dread  a  foe  ? 

No !  o'er  the  deep  she  still  shall  reign. 
Her  monarch  still  the  trident  bear : 

The  warring  world  is  leagu'd  in  vain 
To  conquer  those  who  know  not  fear. 


ODE  XL 

rot  TBI  lIBW-YBAa.      1781. 

Ask  round  the  world,  finom  age  to  age, 
Not  where  alone  th'  historian's  page 
Or  poet's  song  have  just  attention  won : 
But  even  the  feeblest  voice  of  fome 
Has  learnt  to  lisp  Britannia's  name. 

Ask  of  her  inborn  worth,  and  dec ' 
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What  power  firooi  Lonitaflia  broke 
The  haughty  Spaaiard's  galliag  yoke  ? 

Who  tede  the  fielgnm  mounde  with  freedom  rnig? 

'  Who  fi«'d  BO  oft  with  atrength  sapreme 
Unballanc'd  Europe'g  Dodding  beam. 

And  rais'd  the  Auitrian  eagle's  drooping  wing? 
T  was  Britain! — Britain  heard  the  nations  groan, 
As  jealous  of  their  freedom  as  her  own ! 
Where'er  her  Tdiant  troops  she  led. 
Checked  and  abashed,  and  Uught  to  fear, 

The  Earth's  proud  tyrants  stopp'd  their  mad  career ; 

To  Britain  Gallia  bow*d;  from  Britain  Julius  fled. 

Why  then,  when  round  her  fair  protectress*  brow 
The  dark  clouds  gather,  and  the  tempests  blow. 

With  folded  arms,  at  ease  reclin'd, 

Does  Europe  sit?  or,  more  unkind, 
Why  fraudulently  aid  the  insidious  plan  ? 
The  foes  of  Britain  are  the  foes  of  man. 

Alas !  her  gkiry  soars  too  high ; 

.  Uerimdiant  star  of  liberty 

Has  bid  too  long  th*  astonish*d  nations  gaze ; 
That  glory  which  they  once  admir'd. 
That  gl«ry  in  their  cause  aoquirVl,  [blaze. 

That  glory  bums  too  bright,  tbiey  cannot  bear  the 

Then  Britain,  by  experience  wise. 
Court  not  an  envious  or  a  timid  frigid ; 

Firm  in  thyself  undaunted  rise. 
On  thy  own  arm  and  righteous  Heaven  depend. 

So  as  in  great  Eliza's  days. 

On  self-supported  pinions  borne. 

Again  shalt  thou  look  down  with  scorn 
On  an  opposing  world,  and  all  its  wily  ways: 

Grown  ^^ter  from  distress, 

And  eager  still  to  bless. 
As  truly  generous  as  thou  'rt  truly  brave,     [save. 
Again  shalt  crush  the  proud,  again  the  conqucr'd 


ODE  XU. 

POt  HII  MAJUrr's  BIKTB-nAY,  JVVE  4, 1781. 

Srat  does  the  rage  of  war  prevail, 

Still  thirsts  for  blood  th'  insatiate  spear? 
Waft  not,  ye  winds,  th'  invidious  Ule, 

Nor  let  th'  untutored  nations  hear. 
That  passion  baffles  reason's  boasted  reip. 
And  half  the  peopled  world  is  civilized  in  vain. 

What  are  morals,  what  are  laws, 
What  religion's  sacred  name  ? 

Nor  morals  raften,  nor  religion  awes :        [same. 
Pure  though  the  precepts  flow,  the  actions  are  the 

Revenge,  and  pride,  and  deadly  hate, 
And  avarice  tainting  deep  the  mind. 

With  all  the  Airy  fiends  that  wait, 


Nature,  intent  alooe  to  UeH, 

Bids  strile  and  diaoord  cease ; 
"  Her  ways  are  ways  of   " 

And  all  her  paths  are  peace" 

Ev*n  this  auspicious  ^y  would 

A  brighter  face  «f  joy  serene; 

And  not  one  ruffling  gale  of  care 

Disturb  the  halcyon  scene; 

On  lighter  wings  would  Zeph3rr  move. 

The  Sun  with  added  lustre  shine, 
Did  Peace,  descending  from  above. 

Here  fix  her  earthly  shrine  ; 
Here  to  the  monarch's  fmdest  prayer 

A  just  attention  yield. 
And  let  him  change  the  sword  of  war 
For  her  protecting  shield. 


ODEXUL 

rot  THE  IfBW-TBAR.      1^88. 

O  woHDaout  power  of  inborn  worth, 
When  danger  calls  its  spirit  forth. 
And  strong  necessity  compels 
The  secret  springs  to  burst  their  narrow  oelU ! 
Though  foes  unnumber'd  gird  her  round. 
Though  not  one  friend  is  faithful  found. 

Though  impious  scorn  derides. 
Yet  still  unmov'd  amidst  the  band. 
Like  her  own  rocks,  does  Britain  stand. 

And  braves  th'  insulting  tides. 
A  world  in  arms  assaults  her  reign, 
A  world  in  arms  assaults  in  vain. 

*T  is  Britain  calls,  ye  nations,  hear ! 
Unbrace  the  corselet,  drop  the  spear. 
No  more  th'  insidious  toil  pursue. 
Nor  strive  to  weaken  what  you  can  't  subdue. 
T  is  Britain  calls :  with  fital  speed 
You  uige,  by  headlong  fury  led. 

Your  own  impending  fate. 
Too  late  you  '11  weep,  too  late  you  *ll  find, 
T  was  for  the  glory  of  mankind 
That  Britain  should  be  great 
In  Britain's  voice  't  is  Freedom  calli^ 
For  Freedom  dies  if  Britain  falls. 

She  cannot  fall ;  the  same  Almighty  hand 
That  rais'd  her  white  rocks  from  the  maiq. 
Does  still  her  arduous  cause  maintain. 
Still  grasps  the  shield  that  guardslier  favoured  laadi 
Obedient  to  his  word, 
Not  to  destroy,  but  to  reclaim, 
Th'  avenging  angel  waves  the  flaabg  «««m4: 
Revere  his  awful  name ! 
Repentant  in  the  dust. 
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Moft  thif  MtpMmM  iuf  again 

Be  ckKMied  with  one  muHoim  «ar«, 
And  powers  imiKgiiaBt  rendkr  vaki         [pntyhl 
Tbe  monarch^  foodeal  wkh,  the  people*!  general 

O  DO !  in  yonder  pregnant  sky, 

Whenoe  all  oar  hopes  and  blesnngs  spring, 
New  bursting  scenes  fd  glory  lie. 

And  futare  joys  are  on  the  wing : 
The  ling^ng  mom,  that  coyly  sheds 
On  broken  ckwds  and  mountain-heads 

At  first  a  glimmering  ray. 
Now  brighter  and  now  brighter  glows. 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  lustre  flows, 

Till  all  is  (ututt  day. 
And  Earth »  rejoicmg  in  ethereal  light,     [night 
Forgets  the  dreary  damps,  and  lire-long  shades  of 

Satiate  of  war,  whose  mad  eioess 

No  bound,  no  kind  restriction  knows, 
But  marks  its  progress  with  distress, 

The  willing  worid  shall  seek  repose ; 
And  Belgia  waking  iVxMn  her  dreams 
Of  Gallic  frauds,  illusiTe  sohemes, 
Shall  add  new  strength  to  oonoord's  chaia. 
And  know  her  aneient  friends  again. 

While  tboae,  whom  nearer  ties  unite. 

Whom  all  the  charities  combine. 
Shell  backward  turn  their  trembling  sight. 

And  deprecate  the  wrath  divine: 
Midit  bleeding  hei^ps  of  brothers  slain. 
Midst  desolation's  horrid  reign. 

And  all  its  complicated  woes, 
With  wild  afiright  in  every  face. 
Shall  strain  more  close  the  strict  embrace. 

And  w<nider  they  could  e'er  be  fosi. 

O  pletting  hope,  O  blest  presage 
Of  joys  to  last  from  age  to  age !  [prove, 

^  what  Heaven's  self  commands  most  Heaven  ap- 
Ketorning  amity,  add  mutual  love ! 

And  hark !  on  yonder  western  main 

Imperious  France  is  taught  to  know. 
That  Britain  reassumee  her  reign : 
Her  thunders  only  slept  to  strike  the  deeper  Mow. 

Ye  natioos,  hear  !  the  Gallic  sUr, 
Shorn  of  its  beams,  th'  horizon  leaves  ; 

That  fMal  firebrand  of  the  war 
No  kttger  dazzles  and  deceives.  v 

KecordH  in  the  fcirest  light 

OffhiOftil  History's  iViture  page,  [fight, 

"They  only  triumph'd,  whilst  they  shunn'd  the 

We,  when  we  fbrc'd  tfaedi  to  engage." 


ODEXUV. 
voa  Tn  mw-TiAa.    17S3. 


Ye  nations,  hear !  nor  fondly  dasm 
Britaania*^  ancient  spirit  fled; 

Or  glosing  weep  her  setting  beam. 
Whose  fierce  mendian  rays  her  rivals  < 

Her  genius  slept — her  genius  wakes— 
Nor  strength  deserts  her,  nor  high  Hanven  femkift. 

To  Heaven  she  bends,  and  Heaven  alone. 
Who  all  her  wants,  her  weakness  knows, 
And  supplicates  th*  eternal  throne 

To  spare  her  crimes,  and  heal  her  woes. 
Proud  man  with  vengeance  still 
Pursues,  and  aggravates  e*en  fancied  ill ; 
Far  gentler  means  ofifended  Heaven  emplojrs. 
With  mercy  Heaven  oorrects— chastises,  net  de» 
strojrs. 

When  hope's  last  gleam  can  hardly  dare 

To  pierce  the  gloom  and  soothe  despair; 

When  flames  th'  uplifted  bolt  on  high. 

In  act  to  cleave  th'  offended  sky. 

Its  issuing  wrath  can  Heaven  repress. 

And  win  to  virtue  by  success. 
Then  0 1  to  HeaTcn's  proteeting  hand 

Be  praise,  be  prayer  address'd. 
Whose  mercy  bids  a  guilty  land 

Be  virtuous  and  be  bless'd  ! 

So  shall  the  rising  year  regain 
The  erring  seasons*  wonted  chain ; 
The  rolling  moifths  that  gird  the  sphere 
Again  their  wonted  liveries  wear; 
And  health  breathe  fresh  in  every  gale^ 
And  plenty  clothe  each  smiling  vale 
With  all  the  blessings  Nature  yields 
To  temperate  suns  from  fertile  fields. 

So  shall  tbe  proud  be  taught  to  bow^. 
Pale  envy's  fienie  contentions  osaae. 

The  sea  once  mora  its  sovereign  know,    . 
And  gknry  gild  the  wreaUi  of  Peaae. 


ODB  XLV, 

poa  BIS  BUAnr's  siitu-dat,  jukb  4, 1783. 

At  length  the  troubled  waters  rest. 
And,  shadowing  Ocean's  cahner  breast, 

Esnilting  Commerce  spreads  her  woven  wings  t 
Free  as  the  winds  that  waft  them  o'er. 
Her  issuing  vessels  glide  from  shore  to  shore. 

And  in  the  bendingshrouds  the  careless  sen-boy  singit' 

Is  peace  a  blessing? — ^Ask  the  mind 

That  glows  with  love  of  human  kind. 
That  knows  no  guile,  no  partial  weakness  knows, 

Contt'acted  to  no  narrow  sphere. 

The  world,  the  world  at  large  is  umpire  here ; 
They  fee],  and  they  enjoy,  the  blessings  peate  he- 
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Though  Rapine  with  her  fiiry  train 
Rave  wide  and  wild  o'er  Earth  and  main, 

In  act  to  itrike,  though  Slaughter  cleave  the  air. 
At  hig  command  they  drop  the  sword. 
And  in  their  midway  coone  his  potent  word 

Arrests  the  shafts  of  death,  of  terrour,  of  despair. 

When  those  who  have  the  power  to  bless. 

Are  readiest  to  relieve  distress. 
When  private  virtues  dignify  a  crown, 

The  genuine  sons  of  freedom  feel 

A  duty  which  transcends  a  subject's  zeal. 
And  dread  the  man's  reproach  more  than  the  mon- 
arch's frown. 

Then  to  this  day  be  honours  paid 

The  world's  proud  conqu'rors  never  knew ; 
Their  laurels  shrink,  their  glories  faude, 

EscposM  to  reason's  sober  view. 
But  reason,  justice,  truth  r^ice. 

When  discord's  baneful  triumphs  cease. 
And  hail,  with  one  united  voice. 

The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  peace. 


ODE  XLVI. 

POa  THE  MBW-YBAK.       1784. 

Enough  of  arms — to  happier  ends 
Her  forward  view  Britannia  bends ; 
The  gen'rous  hosts,  who  grasp*d  the  sword. 
Obedient  to  her  awful  word, 

Though  martial  glory  cease. 
Shall  now,  with  equal  industry, 
like  Rome's  brave  sons,  when  Rome  was  fireey 

Resume  the  arts  of  peace. 

O  come,  ye  toil-worn  wanderers,  come 
To  genial  hearths,  and  social  home, 

'The  tender  housewife's  busy  care$ 
The  board  with  temperate  plenty  crown'd; 
The  smiling  progeny  around. 

That  listen  to  the  tale  of  war. 

Yet  be  not  war  the  fav'rite  theme. 
For  what  has  war  with  bliss  to  do? 

Teach  them  more  justly  far  to  deem. 
And  own  experience  taught  it  yon. 

Teach  them,  't  is  in  the  will  of  Fate, 

Their  frugal  industry  alone 
Can  make  their  country  truly  great. 

And  in  her  bliss  secure  their  own. 

Be  all  the  songs  that  soothe  their  toil. 

And  bid  the  brow  of  labour  smile, 

When  through  the  Voam  the  shuttle  glides. 

Or  shining  share  the  glebe  divides, 

Or,  bending  to  the  woodman's  stroke. 

To  waft  her  commerce,  falls  the  British  oak- 


To  bleed,  to  die,  in  Britain's  ctaae. 
And  guard,  from  Action  nobly  free. 
Their  birth^right  blessing,  liberty. 

True  liberty,  that  loves  the  laws. 


ODE  XLVII.     . 

FOR  HIS  MAJCSTV'S  BIRTH-DAT,  JUNK  4,  1*784. 

Hail  to  the  day,  whose  beams,  again 
Returning,  claim  the  choral  strain, 
And  bid  us  breathe  our  annual  vows 
To  the  first  power  that  Britain  knows ; 
The  power  which,  though  iV«lf  restrain'd. 
And  subject  to  that  just  control 
Which,  many  an  arduous  conflict  gain'd,' 
Connects,  unites,  and  animates  the  whole. 

Yon  radiant  Sun,  whose  central  Ibroe 
Winds, back  each  planet's  vagrant  course. 

And  through  the  tiyijem%  holds  imperial  sway. 
Bound  by  the  same  inherent  laws, 
Ev'n  whilst  it  seems  the  active  caused 

Promotes  the  general  good,  as  much  confin'd  as  theyw 

That  wondrous  plan,  through  ages  sought. 

Which  elder  Egypt  never  taught. 

Nor  Greece  with  all  her  letter'd  lore. 
Nor  struggling  Rome,  could  e'er  explore. 

Though  many  a  form  of  rule  she  tried ; 
That  wondrous  plan  has  Britain  found. 

Which  curbs  licentiousness  and  pride. 
Yet  leaves  true  liberty  without  a  wound. 

The  fierce  Plantagenets  beheld 

Its  growing  strength,  and  deign'd  to  yield ; 
Th'  imperious Tudors  frown'd,  and  felt  aggrieved; 

Th'  unhappy  race,  whose  ^ults  we  mourn, 

Delay'd  awhile  its  wish'd  return. 
Till  Brunswick  perfected  what  Nassau  had  achieve 

From  that  bright  era  of  renown, 
Astrea  walks  the  worid  again. 

Her  fabled  form  the  natioiiB  own. 
With  all  th*  attendant  virtues  in  her  train. 

Hark  !  with  what  general  loud  acclaim 

They  venerate  the  British  name. 
When  forms  of  rule  are  in  the  balance  weighed. 

And  pour  their  torrents  of  applause 

On  the  fair  isle,  whose  equal  laws 
Control  the  sceptre,  and  protect  the  spade* 

The  triple  chain,  which  binds  them  flMt, 
Like  Homer*s  golden  one,  descends  from  Jove; 

Long  may  the  sacred  union  last. 
And  the  mixt  powers  in  mutual  concert  move. 
Each  temnerine  each,  and  listening  to  the  call 
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Trust  the  Mote :  her  eye  commandt 

DisUat  times  and  distant  lands ; 

Through  bursting  clouds,  in  opening  skies, 

Seesf^nom  discord  union  rise; 
And  friendship  bind  unwilling  foes 
In  firmer  ties  than  duty  knows* 

Tom  rudely  from  its  parent  tree. 

Yon  scion  rising  in  the  west 
Will  soon  its  genuThe  glory  see, 

And  court  again  the  fostering  breast. 
Whose  nurture  gave  its  powers  to  spread, 
And  feel  their  force,  and  lift  an  alien  head. 

The  parent  tree,  when  storms  impend. 
Shall  own  affection's  warmth  again ; 
Again  his  fostering  aid  shall  lend  j 
Nor  hear  the  suppliant  plead  in  vain ; 
Shall  stretch  protecting  branches  round. 
Extend  the  shelter,  and  forget  the  wound. 

Two  Britains  through  th'  admiring  world 

Shall  wing  their  way  with  sails  unfurrd; 

Each  from  the  other's  kindred  state 

Avert  by  turns  the  bolts  of  fate  j 
And  acts  of  mutual  amity  endear 
The  Tyre  and  Carthage  of  a  wider  sphere. 

When  Rome's  divided  eagles  flew ; 
And  different  thrones  her  empire  knew. 
The  varying  language  soon  disjoin'd 
The  boasted  masters  of  mankind : 
But  here,  no  ills  like  those  we  fear. 
No  varying  language  threatens  here ; 
Congenial  worth,  congenial  flame. 
Their  manners  and  their  arts  the  same, 
To  the  same  tongue  shall  glowing  themes  afford, 
And  British  heroes  act,  and  British  bards  record. 

Ply,  swift,  ye  years !  ye  mmutes  haste  ! 
And  in  the  future  lose  the  past ; 
Cer  many  a  thought-afflicting  tale. 
Oblivion,  cast  thy  friendly  veil! 
Let  not  Memory  breathe  a  sigh, 
Or  backward  turn  th'  indignant  eye ; 
Nor  the  insidious  arts  of  fbes 
Enlarge  the  breach  that  longs  to  close, 
But  acts  of  amity  alone  inspire 
Firm  fiuth,  and  cordial  love,  and  wake  the  willing 
lyre. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  TBE  ROMAN  FATHER. 
WOTOC  w  MR.  BAMtY.      1750. 

Barrows,  to  night  in  native  pomp  we  come. 


Say,  can  you  listen  to  the  artless  woes 
Of  an  old  tale,  which  every  school-boy  knows  ? 
Where  to  your  hearts  alone  the  scenes  apply. 
No  merit  theirs  but  pure  simplicity. 

Our  bard  has  play'd  a  most  adventurous  part. 
And  tum'd  upon  himself  the  critic's  art ; 
Stripp'd  each  luxuriant  plume  from  fancy's  wings, 
And  torn  up  simili  ^s  like  vulgar  things: 
Nay  ev'n  each  moral,  sentimental  stroke. 
Where  not  the  character,  but  poet  spoke. 
He  Iqpp'd,  as  foreign  to  his  chaste  design. 
Nor  spar'd  an  useless,  though  a  golden  line. 

These  are  his  arts ;  if  these  cannot  atone 
For  all  those  nameless  enrours  yet  unknown  ; 
If,  shunn'mg  faults  which  nobler  bards  commit. 
He  wants  their  force  to  strike  th'  attentive  pit ; 
Be  just,  and  tell  him  so;  he  asks  advice. 
Willing  to  learn,  and  would  not  ask  it  twice. 
Your  kind  applause  may  bid  him  write— beware! 
Or  kinder  censure  teach  him  to  forbear. 


EPILOGUE 

TO  THE  ROMAN  FATHER. 

SPOKIM  BY  ms.  ptrrcBAiD.  1750. 

Ladies,  by  me  our  courteous  author  sends 
His  compliments  to  all  his  female  friends; 
And  thanks  them  from  his  soul  for  every  bright 
Indulgent  tear,  which  they  have  shed  to  night 
Sorrow  in  virtue's  cause  proclaims  a  mind. 
And  gives  to  beauty  graces  more  refin'd. 
O  who  could  bear  Uie  loveliest  form  of  art, 
A  cherub's  face,  without  a  feeling  heart! 
T  is  there  alone,  whatever  charms  we  boast. 
Though  men  may  flatter,  and  though  men  will  toas^ 
'T  is  there  alone  they  flud  the  joy  sincere ; 
The  wife,  the  parent,  and  the  friend,  are  there: 
All  else,  the  veriest  rakes  themselves  must  own^ 
Are  but  the  paltry  play-things  of  the  town; 
The  painted  clouds,  which  glittering  tempt  the 

chase, 
Then  melt  in  air,  and  mock  the  vain  embrace. 

Well  then ;  the  private  virtues,  't  is  confest. 
Are  the  soft  inmates  of  the  female  breast 
But  then,  they  fill  so  full  that  crowded  space. 
That  the  poor  public  seldom  finds  a  place. 
And  I  suspect  there  's  many  a  foir-one  here. 
Who  pour'd  her  sorrows  on  Horatia's  bier. 
That  still  retains  so  much  of  flesh  and  blood. 
She  'd  fahrly  bang  the  brother,  if  she  could. 

Why,  ladies,  to  be  sure,  if  that  be  all. 
At  your  tribunal  he  must^tand  or  fall. 
Whate'er  his  country  or  his  s^  decreed. 
Yon  are  his  judges  now,  and  he  must  plead. 

Like  other  culprit  youths,  he  wanted  grace ; 
But  could  have  no  self-interest  in  the  case. 
Had  she  been  wife,  or  mistrera,  or  a  friend. 
It  might  have  answer'd  some  convenient  ami: 


,. 


But  a  mere  sister,  whom  he  lov'd— to  take 
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phologue 

TO  EVERY  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUB. 
tfOKtM  Wr  Mb  OAIKICS,  1751. 

Cnncs !  your  fmvour  it  o«r  aotbor%  rights 

The  well-knowft  tctmta  we  shall  present  to  night. 

Are  110  weak  eflbrtt  of  a  modem  pen, 

But  the  strong  touches  of  immortal  Ben; 

A  rough  old  bard,  whose  honest  pride  disdaio'd 

Applause  itself,  nnlasi  by  merit  gain'd — 

And  would  to  night  your  loudest  praise  draclaim. 

Should  his  great  shade  perceire  the  doubtful  faoM^ 

Not  to  his  labours  granted,  but  his  nam& 

Boldly  he  wrote,  and  boldly  told  the  age, 

**  He  dar'd  not  prostitute  the  nstfcd  staga, 

Or  purrhase  their  delight  at  such  a  rate. 

As  for  it  be  himnelf  must  justly  hate ; 

But  rather  begg*d  they  would  be  pleas'd  to  tea 

From  him  such  plays  as  other  plajrs  should  be; 

Would  learn  from  him  to  scorn  a  motley  scene. 

And  leave  their  monsters,  to  be  pleas'd  with  men." 

Thus  spoke  the  bard. — ^And  though  the  times  are 

changed. 
Since  his  free  Muse  for  fools  the  city  rang*d ; 
And  satire  had  not  then  appeared  in  state. 
To  lash  the  finer  follies  of  the  great; 
Yet  let  no  pr^udice  infect  your  mmd, 
Nor  slight  the  gold,  bacaose  not  quite  reflnM; 
With  no  fisilse  nicenefs  this  performance  view. 
Nor  damn  for  low,  whate*er  is  just  and  true : 
Sure  to  those  scenes  some  honour  should  be  paid. 
Which  Camden  patroniz'd,  and  Shakspeare  play*d: 
Nature  was  Nature  then,  and  still  sunrives; 
The  garb  may  alter,  but  the  substance  lires. 
Lives  in  this  play— where  each  may  find  complete, 

His  pictured  self Then  fsTonr  the  deceit — 

Kindly  forget  the  hundred  years  between ; 
Become  old  Britona,  and  admire  old  Ben. 


PROLOGUE 

TOCEBt/BA. 

SPOKIN  BY  ME.  KOSS,  1754. 

PtotooiTU  of  old,  the  leam'd  in  language  say* 
Were  merely  introductions  to  the  play, 
Spoken  by  gods,  or  ghosts,  or  men  who  knew 
Whatever  was  previous  to  the  scenes  in  view  ; 
And  complaisantly  came  to  lay  before  ye 
The  several  heads  and  windings  of  the  story. 
Dnf  ffvuvlprn  times  and  British  rules  are  such. 


In  short,  these  oraeles  mtd  witduDg  tfiwmea 
Were  but  the  pions  finsuds  oC  ancient  times; 
Wisely  coBtriv'd  to  keep  mankind  in  awe. 
When  faith  was  wonder,  and  religion  law ! 

Thus  much  premis'd  to  ev*ry  feeling  breast. 
We  leave  the  scenes  themselves  to  tell  the  rest* 
— Yet  something  sure  was  to  the  critics  said. 
Which  I  forget— some  invocation  made ! 

Ye  critic  bands,  like  jealous  guardians,  plac*d 
To  watch  th'  encroachments  on  the  realms  of  taste. 
Prom  you  oor  author  would  two  boone  obtain. 
Not  wholly  diffident,  nor  wholly  vain : 
Two  things  he  asks ;  *t  is  modest,  sure,  fVon  yoa 
Who  can  do  all  things,  to  request  but  two: 
First  to  his  scenes  a  kind  attention  pay. 
Then  judge !— with  candour  jndga—sind  we  obey. 


EPILOGUE 

to  CRB08JL.       , 

sponof  rr  mus  hacohtom,  who  actbd  tnb  mwu. 
1754. 

At  length  I  'm  freed  from  tragical  parade. 
No  more  a  Pythian  priestess^though  a  maid; 
At  once  resigning,  with  my  sacred  dwelling. 
My  wreaths,  my  wand,  my  aits  of  fbrtnne^cUinf. 

Yet  superstitious  folks,  no  doubt,  are  here. 
Who  still  regard  me  with  a  kind  of  fear. 
Lest  to  their  secret  thoughts  these  prying  eyes 
Should  boldly  pass,  and  take  them  by  sorpiite. 
Nay,  though  I  disavow  the  whole  deceit. 
And  fairly  own  my  spience  all  a  cheat. 
Should  I  declare,  in  spite  of  ears  and  eyes. 
The  beaux  were  handsome,  or  the  critics  wiae^ 
They  *d  all  believe  it,  and  with  dear  delight 
Say  to  themselves  at  least, 
**  The  giri  has  taste ;»  **  The  woman's  in  the  right* 

Or,  should  I  tell  the  ladies,  so  dlspoe'd. 
They  *d  get  good  matches  ere  the  season  c]oe*d. 
They  >d  smile,  perhaps,  with  seeming  discontent. 
And,  sneering,  wonder  what  the  creature  meant; 
But  whisper  to  their  friends,  with  beating  heart, 
'*  Suppose  there  should  be  something  in  her  art !" 
Grave  statesmen  too  would  chuckle,  should  I  say. 
On  such  a  motion,  and  by  such  a  day, 
Hiey  would  be  summoned  from  their  own  affiqrs 
To  'tend  the  nation's  more  important  cares: 
"  Well,  if  I  must— 4iowe*er  1  dread  the  load, 
I  '11  undergo *it— for  my  country's  good." 

All  men  are  bubbles;  in  a  skilful  hand, 
The  ruling  passion  is  the  coi\iurer's  wand. 
Whether  we  praise,  foretell,  persuade,  advise. 
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The  men  you  know  mre  gone 
pose, 
Before  our  lords  and  masten  are  rechoM, 
We  Uke  til'  advantage  of  an  empty  town, 
And  choone  a  house  oJP commons  of  our  own? 
What  think  ye,  cannot  we  make  laws  ?~and  then 
Cannot  we  too  unmake  them,  like  the  men  ? 
O  place  us  once  in  good  St  Stephen's  pews, 
We  'II  show  them  women  have  their  public  use. 
Imprimis,  they  shall  marry ;  not  a  man 
Past  twenty-five,  but  what  shall  wear  the  chain. 
Next  we  'U  in  earnest  set  about  reclaiming; 
For,  by  my  life  and  soul,  we  'U  put  down  gaming: 
We  11  spoil  their  deep  destructive  midnight  play ; 
The  laws  we  make,  we  'II  force  them  to  obey  $ 
Unless  we  let  them,  when  their  spirits  flag. 
Piddle  with  us,  ye  know,  at  quinze  and  brag. 
••  I  hope,  my  dearest,"  says  some  well-bred  spouse, 
**  When  such  a  bill  shall  come  before  your  bouse, 
That  you  Ml  consider  men  are  men — at  least 
That  you  Ml  not  speak,  my  dear."— Not  speak?— 
the  beast !  [these— 

What,  would  you  wound  my  honour  ?— Wrongs  like 
For  this,  sir,  I  shall  bring  you  on  your  knees. 
— Or,  if  we  're  quite  good-natur'd,  tell  the  man, 
We  'II  do  him  All  the  service  that  we  can. 

Then  for  ourselves,  what  projects,  what  designs ! 
We  '11  Ux,  and  double  tax,  their  nasty  wines; 
But  duty-free  import  our  blonds  and  laces, 
French  hoops,  French  silks,  French  cambrics,  and 
—French  feces.   ^ 

In  short,  my  scheme  is  not  completed  quite, 
But  I  may  tell  you  more  another  night. 
So  oome  again,  come  all,  and  let  us  raise 
Such  gkHious  trophies  to  our  country'k  praise, 
That  all  true  Britons  shall  with  one  consent 
Cry  out,  "Longlive  the  female  parliament!" 


PROLOGUE 
TO  THB  ORPHAN  OF  CHINA, 
KtOKSH  Vr  MR.  HOLLAHD,  1759. 

Ehoooi  of  Greece  and  Rome.    Th' exhausted  store 
Of  either  naton  now  can  charm  no  more : 
Ev'n  adventitious  helps  in  vain  we  try, 
Our  triumphs  languish  in  the  public  eye; 
AaA  ^rave  processions,  musically  slow. 
Here  pass  unheeded— «s  a  lord  mayor's  show* 

On  eagle  wings  the  poet  of  to  night 
Soan  for  fresh  virtues  to  the  source  of  light. 
To  China's  eastern  realms ;  and  boldly  bears 
Confucius'  morals  to  Britannia's  ears, 
ilocept  th'  imported  boon;  as  echoing  Greece 
Beoeiv'd  from  wand 'ring  chiefii  her  golden  fleece  ; 


If  undistinguish'd  loyalty  prevaili 
Wbeie  nature  shrinks,^  and  strong  affection  fails, 
On  Chma's  tenets  charge  the  fond  mistake. 
And  spare  his  errour  for  his  vhtue*8  sake. 

From  nobler  motives  our  allegiance  springs, 
For  Britam  knows  no  right  divine  in  kings; 
From  freedom's  choice  that  boasted  right  arose. 
And  through  each  line  from  freedom's  choice  it 

flowsi 
Justice,  with  mercy  join'd,  the  throne  maintains; 
And  in  bis  people's  hearts— our  monarch  reigni. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  LOTERSy 

AS  rr  WAS  IMTENDID  TO  HAVE  BEEM  STOEEK,  1762. 

Success  makes  people  tain.— The  maxim 's  true, 
We  all  confoss  it— and  not  over  new. 
The  veriest  ctown  who  stumps  along  the  streets, 
And  dofis  his  hat  to  each  grave  cit  he  meets. 
Some  twelve  months  hence,  bedaub'd  with  livery 

lace. 
Shall  thtust  his  saucy  flambeau  in  your  face. 
Not  80  our  bard :  though  twice  your  kind  applause 
Has,  ou  this  fickle  spot,  espous'd  his  cause ; 
He  owns,  with  gratitude,  th'  obligmg  debt; 
Has  twice  been  favoured,  and  is  modest  yet 
Plain  tragedy,  his  first  adventurous  care. 
Spoke  to  your  hearu,  and  foond  an  echo  there. 
Plahi  comedy  to  night,  with  strokes  refin'd. 
Would  catch  the  coyest  features  of  the  mind ; 
Would  play  politely  with  your  hopes  and  fears. 
And  sometimes  smiles  provoke,  and  sometimes  tears. 

Your  giant  wits,  like  those  of  old,  may  climb 
Olympus  high,  and  step  o'er  space  and  time ; 
May  stride,  with  seven-leagu'd  boots,  from  shore  to 

shore. 
And,  nobly  by  transgressing,  charm  you  more, 
Alas !  our  author  dares  not  laugh  at  schools. 
Plain  sense  confines  bis  humbler  Muse  to  rules. 
Formed  on  the  classic  scale  his  structures  rise. 
He  shifts  no  scenes  to  dazzle  and  surprise. 
In  one  poor  garden's  solitary  grove. 
Like  the  primeval  pair,  his  lovers  rove; 
And  in  due  time  will  each  transaction  pass, 
—Unless  some  hasty  critic  shakes  the  glass. 


PROLOGUB 
to  THK  SCHOOL  FOR  LOTERS* 
AS  SPOKEN  Wt  ME.  OAEElCE,  1762. 
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Your  giant  witi,  like  thote  of  old,  inay  climb 
Olymput  high,  and  step  o*er  space  and  time ; 
May  stride,  with  sfftren-leaguM  boots  from  shore  to 

shore. 
And,  nobly  by  transgressing,  charm  you  more. 
Alas !  our  author  dares  not  laugh  at  schools- 
Plain  sense  confines  his  humbler  Muse  to  rules: 
He  shifts  no  scenes-*  Bu(  here  I  stopped  him  shOFt-*- 
"  Not  change  your  scenes  ?"  said  I—"  I  'm  sorry 

for't: 
My  constant  friends  above,  around,  below, 
Have  English  tastes,  and  love  both  change  and  show : 
Without  such  aids,  ev*n  Sbakspeare  would  be  flat — 
Our  crowded  pantomimes  are  proofs  of  that. 
What  eager  transport  stares  frpm  every  eye. 
When  puUies  rattle,  and  our  Genii  fly ! 
When  tin  cascades  like  falling  waters  gleam; 
Or  through  the  canvass — ^bursts  the  real  stream, 
While  thirsty  Islington  laments  in  vain 
Hiflf  her  New  :River  rolPd  to  Drury  Lane. 
Lord,  sir,"  said  I,  "  for  gallery,  boxes,  pit,  . 
I  'II  back  my  Harlequin  against  your  wit*' — 

Yet  still  the  author,  anxious  for  his  play. 
Shook  his  wise  head— "What  will  the  critics  say  P** 
"  As  usual,  sir— abuse  you  all  they  can  !*'— 
<*  And  what  the  ladies  ?»— «  He  's  a  charming 

man! 
A  charming  piece! — One  scarce  knows  what  it 


But  that 's  no  matter — where  there  *s  such  sweet 
scenes!" 
Still  he  persist8«-and  let  him — fntre  nous--' 
I  know  your  tastes,  and  will  indulge  them  too. 
Change  you  shall  have ;  so  set  yoor  hearts  at  ease: 
Write  as  he  will,  we  'U  act  it  as  you  please. 


EPILOGUE 

to  TRB  SCHOOL  FOR  I.OTBRS. 

SPOXtIf  BXPORB  THl  DAVCB,  BT  MSS.  YATIS  AKD  MM, 
PALMEB,  m  TBI  CHAaACnftS  OP  AAAMtItT*  AND 
MODBLT,  1762. 

AaAMIMTA. 

Will,  ladies,  am  I  right,  or  am  I  not? 
Should  not  this  foolish  passion  be  forgot ; 
This  fluttering  something,  scarce  to  be  express'd, 
Which  pleads  for  coxcombs  in  each  female  breast? 
How  mortified  he  look'd !— and  looks  so  still. 

[7l<mrng  to  Modtbf, 
He  really  may  repent— perhaps  he  wilL— 


Will,  Araminta?— Ladies,  be  so  good, 

«jr«.»'.  w^s^A^  .^^»«:i   »..»m4«1«     tkam\%  atwl  MmuA. 


No  spot,  no  Uemisb,  the  £ik  frame  deforms^ 
No  avarice  taint^  no  naughty  passion  warms 
Yoor  firmer  hearts.    No  love  of  change  in  yoa 
E'er  taught  d^re  to  stray. 


All  this  is  tra«. 

Yet  stay  I  the  men,  perchance,  may  call  it  sneer. 
And  some  few  ladies  titink  you  not  stocere. 
For  your  petition,  whether  wrong  or  right» 
Whatever  it  be,  withdraw  it  f^  to  night 
Another  time,  if  I  should  want  a  spouse, 
I  may  myself  report  it  to  the  house: 
At  present,  let  us  strive  to  mend  the  age  ; 
Let  justice  reign,  at  least  upon  the  stage. 
Where  the  fair  dames,  who  like  to  live  by  rulOt 
May  learn  two  lessons  firom  the  Lovers'  School ; 
While  Celia's  choice  instructs  them  how  to  dxMst^ 
And  my  refusal  warns  them  to  refuse. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  ALMIDA. 

spoun  nr  mb.  tmniSHy  WtU 

Carries  be  dumb— to  night  a  lady  sues. 
From  soft  Italia's  shores,  an  English  Muse, 
Though  fiste  there  binds  her  in  a  pleasing  chains 
Sends  to  our  stage  the-Dffipriog  of  her  brain: 
IVoe  to  her  birth  she  pants  for  British  bays. 
And  to  her  country  trusts  for  genuine  praise* 
From  infancy  well  read  in  tragic  lore. 
She  treads  the  path  her  father  trod  before; 
To  the  s^me  candid  judges  trusts  her  cause. 
And  hopes  the  same  indulgence  and  applause* 
No  Salic  law  here  bars  the  female's  claim. 
Who  pleads  hereditary  right  to  fome. 

Of  love  and  arms  she  sings,  the  mighty  two^ 
Whose  powers  uniting  must  the  world  subdue; 
Of  love  and  arpos !  in  that  heroic  age. 
Which  knew  no  poet's,  no  historian's  page; 
But  war  to  glory  form'd  the  unlettered  mind. 
And  chivalry  alone  taught  morals  to. mankind  ; 
Nor  taught  in  vain:  the  youth  whodar>d  aspire  " 
To  the  nice  honours  of  a  Wver's  fire. 
Observed  with  duteous  care  each  rigid  rule. 
Each  stem  command  of  labour's  patient  sdiool ; 
Was  eariy  train'd  to  bear  the  sultry  beams   • 
Of  bummg  suns,  and  winter^s  fierce  extremes; 
Was  brave,  was  temperate:  to  one  idol  foir 
His  vows  he  breath'd,  his  wishes  center'd  theivs 
Honour  alone  could  gam  her  kind  regard; 
Honour  was  virtue,  beauty  its  reward* 
And  shall  not  British  breasts,  in  beauty's  casiao^ 
Adopt  to  night  the  manners  which  she  dimws  } 
Male  writers  we  confess  are  lawful  pru^ 

nianta  and  mrvMAfira.  that-,  bnt  nunelv  rifle ! 
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THE  VISION^  OF  SOLOMON'. 

WKITIW  WHBH  AT  tCttOOL. 

T  WAS  night,  and  sleep  with  geoUy  waving  wand 

Sat  lofUy  broodng  o*er  that  ■Mwarob'f  brow, 
Wbote  waking  nod  could  Judah's  realmi  oommand, 

Or  deal  dettnictioa  to  tht  frighted  foe. 
Great  David'a  ton— But  at  this  tranquil  hour, 

No  dreams  of  state  disturbed  hit  peace^ll  bed» 
To  nobltf  heif  hts  his  thoughts  unfetier'd  soar. 

And  brighter  Tisiow  hover  rouad  his  head. 
Ut  meaaar  kings  by  niortals  guard  their  state: 
Around  his  saorsd  couch  aikial  legates  wait. 

'^  Hail,  best  babvVll''  superior  to  the  rMt 
Qm  bMdiacr  angel  cry'd  with  heavenly  voice, 

"  Earth,  aeaa,  and  air  stand  to  thy  view  coofest. 
And  God's  own  SMindata  ratifies  thy  choice. 

Choose  theo  from  theaa— say,  shall  thy  pow'r  extend 
Where  suns  scwoe  warm  this  Earth's  remotest 


Shall  India's  lofds  beneath  thy  scaptie  bend, 

Wh'dst  their  black  troops  stand  silent  and  adore  ? 
To  thee,  sole  lord,  shall  Saith  her  stores  unfold. 
Poor  all  her  femi  to  thee,  and  mines  that  flame 
with  gold? 

*<  Shall  Ocean's  waves,  oliedient  to  thy  calH 

As  erst  to  Moses,  ranged  in  order  stand, 
While  crowds  once  more  admire  the  floating  wall, 

And  treasures  open  on  the  glitt'ring  sand  ? 
Or  shall  Fame's  breath  inspire  each  softer  air. 

The  just  and  good  to  distant  worlds  resound. 
While  Peace,  fiur  goddess,  leads  the  smiling  year, 

Swetts  the  glad  grain,  and  spreada  the  harvest 
round. 
Bids  Jbvdan'sttreaai  ext^  its  azure  pride„ 
Pleaa'd  with  reflected  fruits  that  tremble  in  the 


Gigantic  phantom !  m  her  face  appear'd 
Terrific  charms,  too  fierce  for  mortal  eya  i 

Aw'd  and  amaz'd  her  very  smiles  we  fear'd, 
As  though  storms  lork'd  beneath  the  smooth  dia* 
guise. 

But  when  she  frowns,  tremendous  thunders  roar. 

Stem  Desolatioo  reigns,  and  kingdoms  float  in  gora. 

Her  Wealth  flucceeds^-aad  scarce  his  tott*riag  head 

Sustains  the  gKttVing  ore's  incumbent  weight. 
O'er  his  old^nibs  werie  tatter'd  garments  spMd, 

A  well-fiz'd  staff  directs  his  doable  feel. 
Thus  mean  himself  appeared,  but  aH  around 

What  crowds  unnamber*d  hail  the  passing  seer  I 
Powet,  as  ha  came,  bowkl  lowly  to  the  ground. 

And  own'd  witfa  reverence  a  superior  there. 
"  Rise,  David's  son,  thy  utmost  wish  extend^ 
See  to  thy  sceptre  Wealthy  the  world's  gaeat  ■»> 
naroh,  bend.** 

Fame  next  approach'd,  wheaa  clarion's  martial 
sound 

Bids  cooqu'ring  Uorale  flourish  ever  green, 
And  gentle  Peace  with  oUve  chaplets  crown'd. 

And  Plenty,  |oddes»  of  the  sylvan  scene  ; 
These  Pleasure  join'd,  loose  flow'd  her  radiant  haii^ 

Her  flying  fingen  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre, 
**  Come^  Mirth,"  she  sung,  *'  your  blooming  wceatha 
prepare. 

Come,  gay  Delight,  and  ever  young  Desire^ 
Let  days,  let  years,  in  downy  ciccles  move 
Sacred  to  sprightly  Joy,  and  all-subduing  Love^*^ 

The  nDsn^ed  train  advanced ;  to  cloae  the  cea^ 
As  lost  in  thought,  appear*d  a  peuive  maid. 
Bright  was  her  aspect,  lovely  yet  severe, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


«76  WHITEHEADS  POEMS 

On  her  the  monarch  fix'd  his  etger  eye^ 

Oir  her  alooe,  reg«Tdlea»  of  the  crowd, 
"  I^  vulgar  souls'*  he  cry'd,  **  your  triilcf  prize. 

Mortals  that  dare  of  misery  be  proud. 
Hence  then  :  1  hum  for  more  ingenuous  charms, 

Nature's  true  beauties  with  more  lustre  shine  $ 
Then  take  me,  Wisdom,  take  me  to  thy  arms, 

O  snatch  me  firom  myself;  atid  mtfke  me  thine: 
All  Heav'n  calls  good,  or*  man  felicity, 
Peace,  Plenty,  Health,  Content,  are  all  comprised 
in  thee'.* 


VERSES  TO  HIS  MOTHER, 

ON  HER  BIRTH-OAY. 

IrttTTTtCH  IN  UAl  EARLY  YEA18. 

Erb  yet  to  Heav'n  my  inftmt  thought  could  reach. 
Ere  praise  its  Maker  by  the  powers  of  speech, 
Taught  by  thy  care,  by  thy  example  mov'd, 
I  rais'd  my  waking  eyes,  adur'd  and  lov'd. 

For  this>  and  this  my  more  than  life,  receive 
That  poor  return  which  I  with  blushes  give. 
For  fd\ !  the  trifling  tribute  of  a  lay 
Is  all  my  humble  gratitude  can  pay  ! 

Hear  then  my  fervent  wish,  though  cFoth'd  in 
song, 
(Ye  pow'rs  confirm  it,  ere  it  quit  my  tongue  f ) 
From  this  blest  day,  may  fate  propitious  shine, 
Each  earthly  bliss,  that  Heav'n  calls  good,  be  thine, 
May  adverse  clouds,  like  empty  mists' decay;' 
And  time  declining  shed  a  purer  ray. 
To  gild  the  evening  of  thy  well-spent  day.^ 
And  w!>en  (yet  ne'er  let  that  sad  hour  appear, 
'While  tny  poor  breast  draws  in  this  vital  air) 
Hiy  fainting  firame  smks  on  the  bed  of  death. 
May  no  sharp  panes  attend  thy  fleeting  breath  } 
No  care  on  care,  like  restless  btllows  roll, 
To  break  the  calm  of  thy  departing  soul.- 
Fnll  in  thy  sight  let  choirs  of  angels  spread 
Their  radiant  plumes,  and  hover  round  thy  bead : 
Then  one  soft  sigh  thy  issuing  soul  convey 
(While  thy  great  loss  and  mine  points  out  the  way '} 
To  scenes  of  bliss,  and  realms  of  endless  day. 

>  Had  I  thought  it  feir  to  make  more  alterations 
from  the  M&  than  such  very  trifling  ones,  as  I  be- 
lieved the  young  author  would  himself  have  done, 
if,  immediately  after  he  had  composed  it,  he  had 
revised  it  fbr  the  press^  I  should,  in  order  to  make 
the  concluding  part  of  the  speech  refer  to  the  pre- 
ceding visionary  personages,  have  printed  the  last 
line  thus : 

£v*n  Power,  and  Wealth,  and  Fame,  are  all  com- 
prised in  thee.  jif. 

■  This  line,  as  I  think,  alludes  to  the  recent  loals 
of  his  ftither,  that  loss  being  only  pai^thetically 
touched  upon,  from  a  delicate  apprehension,  as  it 
should  seem,  of  too  much  affecting  bis  surviving 


FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM 


WtrrnN  ABOUT  TUB  TIMB  at  nmMOBD  TO  TAKS  ORDnSr 

0  tvwg,  mine  I  whate'er  my  fate  portends 
Of  absence,  passions,  business,  fortune,  friends; 
Whether  in  wide-spread  scarf,  and  rustling  gown. 
My  borrowed  rhet'ric  soothes  the  saints  in  town. 
Or  makes  in  country  pews  soft  matrons  weep. 
Gay  damsels  smile,  and  tired  churchwardens  sleep. 
Whether  to  ease  consign*d,  my  future  day^ 

One  downy  circle,  sportive  rolls  away ; 
Or  deep  in  Cambria,  or  the  wilds  of  Kent, 

1  drag  out  life,  and  learn  from  ills  content : 
Still  be  thy  friendship  like  a  genius  there. 
Zest  of  the  joy,  and  solace  of  the  care. 


FRAGMENT  OF  VERSES 

ON  CH0RCHILL, 

So  from  his  common-place,  where  ChurehilT  stnag* 
Into  some  motley  form  his  damn'<tgood  things; 
The  purple  patches  every  where  prevail. 
But  the  poor  work  has  neither  h(»d  nor  tail. 

Churchill  had  strength  of  thought,  had  power  t» 

paint. 
Nor  felt  firom  principles  the  least  restraint  ^ 
From  Hell  itself  his  characters  he  drew. 
And  chribten'd  them  by  every  name  he  knew : 
For  *t  was  from  hearsay  he  pick'd  up  his  tales^ 
Where  false  and  Kroe  by  accident  prevails: 
Hence  I,  though  older  far,  have  Iiv*d  to  see 
Churchill  forgot,  an  empty  shade  like  me«^ 


Hiat  I  'm  his  foe,  ev'n  Churchill  can  't  pretend. 

But — thank  my  stars — he  proves  I  am  bo  friend: 

Yet,  Churchill,  could  an  honest  wish  succeed, 

I  'd  prove  myself  to  thee  a  friend  indeed ; 

For  had  I  power  like  that  which  bends  tbe  npben^ 

To  mnsic  never  heard  by  mortal  ears. 

Where  in  his  system  sits  the  central  Sun> 

And  dragv  reluctant  planets  into  tune. 

So  would  I  bridle  thy  eccentric  soul, 

In  reason's  sober  ori>it  bid  it  roH : 

Spite  of  thyself,  woold  make  thy  rancour  cease^ 

Preserve  thy  present  fame  and  ftitnre  peace. 

And  teach  thy  Muse  no  vulgar  place  to  find 

In  tbe  full  moral  chorus  of  mankind. 


A  PATHETIC  APOLOGY 

FOR  ALL    LAURfiATS,  PAST,  FRESElTT,  ARD   T^ 
COME. 

WBrrTBN  soin  Ysabs^bbporb  his  dbatb. 
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Nor  let  the  sneering  public  see, 
Wbat  numbers  write  fax  worse  than  he. 

Hit  Muse,  obHgtd  by  sack  and  pension, 
Without  a  subject,  or  invention- 
Must  certain  words  in  order  set, 
A%  innocent  as  a  Gazette ; 
Must  some  half-meaning  half  disguise. 
And  utter  neither  truth  nor  lies. 
But  why  will  yow,  ye  volunteers 
In  nonsense,  tease  us  with  your  jeen, 
Who  migkt  with  dullness  and  her  crew 
Securely  slumber  ?  Why  will  yoti 
Sport  your  dim  orbs  amidst  her  fogs  ? 
You  're  not  obtig'd—ye  silly  dogs ! 

When  Jove,  as  ancient  fables  sing. 
Made  of  a  senseless  log  a  king. 
The  frogs  at  first  their  doubts  czpress'd ; 
But  soon  leap'd  up,  and  smok'd  the  jest 
While  every  tadpole  of  the  lake 
Lay  quiet,  though  they  felt  it  quake, 
They  knew  their  nature'^  due  degree. 
Themselves  scarce  more  alive  than  he; 
They  knew  they  could  not  croak  like  fiogs, 
—Why  will  you  try  ?— ye  silly  dogs ! 
When  the  poor  barber  felt  askance 
The  thunder  of  a  Quixote^  lance, 
For  merely  bearing  on  his  head 
Th'  expressive  emblem  of  his  trader 
The  barber  was  a  harmless  log. 
The  hero  was  the  silly  dog— 
What  trivial  things  are  cause  of  quarrel  1 
Mambrino*s  helmet,  or  the  laurel,    - 
Alike  distract  an  idiot's  brain, 
**  Unreal  mockeries!"  shadowy  pain. 

Each  laureat  (if  kind  Heav*n  dupense 
Some  little  gleam  of  common  sense) 
Blest  with  one  hundred  pounds  per  atm. 
And  that  too  tax'd,  and  but  ill  paid. 
With  caution  frames  his  frugal  plan, 
Nor  apes  his  brethren  of  the  trade. 
He  never  will  to  garrets  rise 
For  inspiration  from  the  skies ; 

And  pluck,  as  HoUpur  would  have  done, 
**  Bright  honour  from  the  pale-(ac*d  Moon;" 
He  never  will  to  cellars  venture, 

To  drag  up  glory  from  the  centre; 

Bat  calmly  steer  his  course  between 

Th*  aerial  and  infernal  scene ; 

—One  tamdred  poundi  !  a  golden  mean ! 
Nor  need  Ae  ask  a  printer's  pains 

To  fix  the  type,  and  share  the  gams : 

'Eafih  mommg  paper  is  so  kind 

To  give  his  works  to  every  wind. 

Each  evening  post  and  magazine^ 

Gratis  adopts  the  lay  serene. 

On  their  frail  barks  his  praise  or  blame 

Fk»ts  for  an  hour,  and  sinks  with  them; 

Sore  without  envy  you  might  see 

Such  floundering  immortality. 

Why  wiH  ye  then,  amidst  ihc  bogs, 

Thmst  in  yow  oar?— ye  silly  dogs!  , 

ff€  ne*er  desires  his  stated  loain, 

(I  honestly  can  speak  for  one) 

Should  meet  in  print  the  public  eye: 

Contoat  with  Boyce's  harmony. 

Who  throws,  on  many  a  worthless  lay, 

His  music  and  his  powers  away. 
Are  yeu  not  charm'd,  when  at  Vanxhall, 

Or  Marybone,  the  syrcot  squall 


Your  oft  repeated  madrigals, 
Your  Nancys  of  the  bills  or  vales. 
While  tip-toe  misses  and  their  beaux 
Catch  the  dear  sounds  in  triple  rows» 
And  whi^>er,  as  their  happiness. 
They  know  the  author  of  the  piece  ? 
Has  vanity,  my  gentle  brothers, 
Yau  feel ;  forgiye  it  then  in  others. 
At  least  in  one  you  call  a  dunce, 
The  laureates  odes  are  sung  but  once,     ^. 
And  then  not  heard — ^while  your  renown 
For  half  a  season  stuns  the  town— > 
Nay,  on  brown  paper,  fairly  spread. 
With  wooden  print  to  grace  iu  head. 
Each  barber  pastes  you  on  his  wall; 
Each  cobler  chants  you  in  his  stall. 
And  Dolly,  from  her  master's  shop. 
Encores  you,  as  she  twirls  her  mop. 

Then  «  ponder  well,  ye  parents  dear" 
Of  works,  ^ich  live  a  whole  half  year: 
And  with  a  tender  eye  survey 
The  frailer  ofipring  of  a  day. 
Whose  glories  wither  ^re  they  bloom. 
Whose  very  cradle  is  their  tomb: 
Have  ye  no  bowels,  cruel  men ! 
You  who  may  grasp,  or  quit  the  pen. 
May  choose  your  subject,  nay.  your  time. 
When  genius  prompts  to  sport  in  rhyme ; 
Dependent  on  yourselves  alone, 
To  be  immortal,  or  unknown : 
Does  no  compassion  touch  your  breast 
For  brethren  to  the.  service  prest? 
To  laureats  is  no  pity  due, 

Encumber'd  with  a  thousand  dogs  ^ 
I  'm  very  sure  they  pt/y  you, 

—Ye  sUliest of  allsilly  dogs. 


THE  LYRIC  MUSE  TO  MR.  MASON, 

ON  TBK  XBCOViar  OP  TVI  aiORT  HON.   THX  ZAXL  09 
BOLMaiftSSB  PIOM  A  DANOBaoVS  ILUfESS. 

(paoM  DOosLir's  collection,  BDmoN  1782.) 

Mason,  snatch  the  votive  lyre, 
D'Arcy  lives,  and  I  inspire, 
'T  is  the  Muse  that  deigns  to  ask : 
Can  thy  hand  forget  its  task? 
Or  can  the  lyre  its  strains  refrue 
To  the patron,of  the  Muse ? 

Hark,  what  notes  of  artless  lovt 
The  feather'd  poets  of  the  grove. 
Grateful  for  the  bowers  th^  fill. 
Warble  wild  on  Sion-hill  > ; 
In  tunefiil  tribute  duly  paid 
To  the  master  of  the  shade ! 

And  shall  the  bard  sit  fonoy-proof 
Beneath  the  hospitable  roof, 
Where  every  menial  frice  afibrds 
Raptur'd  thoughts  that  want  b^t  w;^  ? 
And  the  patron's  dearer  part. 
The  gentle  sharer  of  his  heart. 
Wears  her  wonted  charms  again? 
Time,  that  felt  affliction's  chain. 
Learns  on  lighter  wings  to  move^ 
And  the  tender  pledge  of  love, 

'  A  ooimtry  seat  belooging  to  1^  HoMervcMB. 
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Sweet  Amelia  now  it  praii'd  * 

With  doable  trmnsport  to  her  bfeut 
Sweet  Amelia,  thoughtless  why. 
Imitates  the  general  joy : 
Innocent  of  care  or  guile 
See  the  lovely  mimic  smile, 
And  as  the  heartfelt  raptures  rise. 
Catch  them  from  her  mother's  eyes. 

Does  the  noisy  town  deny 
Soothing  airs  and  ecstasy? 
Sion^  shades  aflbrd  retreat, 
llutber  bend  thy  pilgrim  feet 
There  bid  th'  imaginary  train* 
Comage  of  the  poet's  brain. 
Nor  only  in  effects  appear, 
But  forms,  and  limbs,  and  kmtatm  wear: 
Let  festire  Mirth,  with  ilow'rets  Cfown'd, 
Lightly  tread  the  measur'd  round : 
And  Peace,  that  seldom  knows  to  share 
The  statesman's  friandly  bowl,  be  therei 
While  rosy  Health,  superior  guest. 
Loose  to  the  zephjrrs  bares  her  breast : 
And,  to  add  a  sweeter  grace, 
Give  her  soft  Amelia*s  lace. 

Mason,  why  this  doll  delay? 
Haste,  to  Sion  haste  away. 
There  the  Muse  again  shall  ask, 
Nor  thy  hand  fbi|^  its  task; 
Nor  the  lyre  its  strams  refuse 
To  the  patron  of  the  Muse. 


THE  CONCLUSION  OF  THE  PEACE. 
wRiiiiM  ni  1748,  AND  nnrnn  amono  tjul  cAMaaiOGg 

OlATULATOBT  VBteS. 

Ftoa  whotai  should  PMce  siaoerer  tows  rec«Ne 
Than  from  those  arts  which  by  her  presence  live? 
Vkr  from  tfafe  noise  of  arms,  in  cells  and  shades, 
Thesonsof  science  wait  th*  insphing  maids  t     ^ 
Yet  not  inglorious ;  if  the  cloistered  sage 
Enrich  thfe  moral  or  historic  page, 
The  hero*8  acts  fir>m  dark  obUvioB  save, 
Or  frame  the  precepu  which  make  heroes  brave. 

But  now  no  more  shall  rude  alarms  molcit 
The  leamM,  the  virtuous,  or  the  tuneful  breastt 
No  more  the  matron's  pious  tears  depk>re 
Her  absent  heir:  the  pensive  bride  no  more 
With  fisncied  daagers  real  fears  create; 
Or  Albion  tremble  for  her  William's  €Me : 
William,  whose  godlike  arm  and  filial  care 
Hush'd  her  loud  grieft,  and  snatch*d  her  fkom  det|Mir. 
He  came,  he  saw,  and  drove  Rebellion  forth 
To  the  bleak  regions  of  her  native  north : 
There,  on  the  confines  of  some  banen  shore. 
While  tempests  howl,  and  oceans  round  her  roar. 
The  fiend,  impatient  of  the  galliiir  chain. 
Heaves  her  h»ga  limfai^  Mid  bites  her  hoods  Ml  vaia. 


But  Peace  returns,  and  o'er  the  smiling  lead 
The  fair  magician  waves  her  olive  wand : 
Beneath  whose  touch  the  vales  fresh  verdure  war, 
And  future  harvests  seem  already  here. 
Wide  o'er  the  deep  her  halcyon  powef^ireTiili; 
The  deep,  now  darken'd  with  unnumber'd  ssik. 
Securely  there  the  merchant  ploughs  his  wsjr 
Through  Ushant's  straits,   and  Biscay^  futhlM 

bay: 
Securely  slacks  his  oourte,  and  poinU  the  plsoi^ 
Where  late  our  heroes  urg'd  the  naval  chase: 
**  T  was  there,*'  hecries,  **  where  yon  advancingtide 
Swells  fVom  the  right,  that  Oallia>  towering  pri^ 
Bow*d  to  the  British  flag:*'  then  spreads  the  ssil, 
And  whilst  his  eager  tongue  pursues  the  tale 
Of  Albion's  triumphs,  round  the  Osltic  steep 
Wmds  to  the  bosom  of  Iberia's  deep. 
There,  as  th«y  glide,  he  sees  with  ardent  eyes 
In  crowds  his  country's  former  ooiiquests  rise: 
He  leaves  the  lessening  Groyne,  beheld  from  £tf, 
And  Vigo,  dreading  still  the  sound  of  war; 
Cascaia's  turrets  half  in  Tagus  lost. 
And  Oades,  and  Calpe*B  oft-disputed  cosst: 
Fair  cause  of  endless  hate ! — But  why  essays 
Th*  ambitious  verse  to  grasp  Britannia's  piiise? 
Witness,  O  Earth,  how  wide  her  conquests  na; 
Witness,  thou  rising  and  thou  setting  Sun; 
Witnf^  ye  winds  that  bear  her  on  her  way, 
And  waves,  that  hail  her  sovereign  of  the  sea! 

Yet  ne*er  should  glory's  gesierons  heat  too  ftr 
Provoke  destmotive,  though  successful  war. 
Th*  Almighty  hand,  which  ftnt  her  shores  lecnr'd 
With  rolling  oceans,  and  with  rocks  inunor^d, 
Which  spread  her  plains,  and  bade  her  flocki  in- 
crease^ 
Design*d  Britannia  for  the  land  of  peace : 
Where  Comrrce  only  should  exert  her  sway. 
And  musing  Science  trim  th'  unfsdiag  bsy. 

Then  O,  though  still  fkum  Albion^  Isvour'd  cfism 
New  Drakes,  new  Williams,  lead  her  willisi  boKsi 
Though  many  a  realm,  in  Bumy  a  fital  boar, 
Has  fbrc*d  her  to  be  brave,  and  feH  her  powsr: 
Yet  still  be  peaoa  berchoice.  With  plenty  cwwM. 
sun  may  she  shed  the  softer  blessings  rwodl 
Nor  fear  we  thence  her  innate  worth  should  «>«: 
Firm  as  her  oaks,  when  winds  or  waves  ssnilf 
Sbeni  stand  the  storm:   though  better  V^^'j^ 
The  milder  booours  of  a  peaceful  shade.    [9^ 
Ye  lands  of  sl^es,  whom  each  mad  maiUs'*'" 
Draws  forth  in  myriads,  and  inures  to  kill!  ^^ 
What  though,  ftpom  use,  your  strengtheo'd  f"*" 

know 
To  hurl  the  lance,  9r  bead  the  stubborn  bs«; 
What  though,  from  use,  your  harden*d  bodi«»W» 
Hie  march  hiborious,  and  the  nidoigbt  sir; 
Yet  must  ye  stiH  inglorious  schemss  purpis, 
And  feel  a  want  which  Britons  never  knew. 
T  is  in  a  juster  cause  our  arms  engsg^ 

Than  weak  ambitioq,  oc  iasstiatr  ^*f^' 
T  is  from  a  nobler  source  our  qpirits  roll  t 

,  Toil  forms  the  Kmbs,  but  liberty  tlve  KW* 
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THE 

LIFE   OF   JAGO, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


liiCH ABD  Jago,  descended  of  a  Cornish  family,  was  the  third  son  of  the  rev.  Richard 
Jago,  rector  of  BeaudesertS  in  Warwickshire,  by  Margaret,  the  daughter  of  William 
Parker,  gent,  of  Henly  in  Arden;  and  was  bom  October  1,  1715.  He  received  his 
classical  education  under  the  rev.  Mr.  Crumpton,  an  excellent  schoohnaster,  at  Solibuil, 
in  the  same  county,  but  one  whose  severity  our  poet  has  thought  proper  to  record  in  his 
Edge-QiU, 

Hail,  Solihull !  re«pectfal  I  Mdute 

Thy  wallf :  more  awfbl  once,  when,  from  the  tweets 

Of  feftive  freedom,  end  domestic  esse, 

With  throhbing  heeit,  to  the  stem  discipline 

Of  pedagogue  morose  I  sad  returned. 

At  this  school  be  formc^d  an  intimacy,  which  death  only  dissolved,  with  the  poet 
Shenstone,  whose  letters  to  him  have  smce  been  publislied.  In  their  early  days  they 
probably  exchanged  thdr  juvenile  verses,  and  afterwards  communicated  to  each  other 
their  more  serious  studies  and  pursuits.  Somervile  also  appears  to  have  encouraged  our 
author's  first  attempts,  which  were  made  at  a  yet  earlier  period,  when  under  his  father's 
humble  roof. 

OBeaudesert! 

Haunt  of  my  youthful  steps  !  where  I  was  wont 
To  range,  /chanting  my  rude  notes  to  the  wind. 
While  Somernle  disdain'd  not  to  regard 
With  candid  ear,  and  regulate  the  strain. 

From  school  he  was  entered  as  a  servitor  of  University  College,  Oxford,  where  Shen- 
stone, then  a  commoner  of  Pembroke,  die  kte  rev.  Richard  Greaves,  Mr.  Whistler, 
and  others  who  appear  among  Shenstpne's  correspondents,  showed  him  every  res|)ec^ 
notwithstandmg  the  inferiority  of  his  rank.  A  young  man  of  whatever  merit,  who  was 
krvitor,  was  usually  visited,  if  visited  at  all,  with  secresy ;  but  this  pr^udice  is  now  so 

*  Or  Beldetert,  a  Uvmg  conferred  upon  him  by  lioy^hiiliop  of  Wonsester,  in  1709^    C 
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much  abolished,  that  the  same  cbcumspectioD  is  not  thought  neoessaiy.  He  took  his 
master's  degree  July  9,  17S8,  having  entered  into  the  church  the  year  before,  and  served 
the  curacy  of  Snitterfield»  near  Stratford  upon  Avon.  His  father  died  in  1740.  lo 
1744»  or,  according  to  Shenstone's  Letters,  in  1743,  he  married  Dorothea  Susanna  Fui- 
court,  daughter  of  the  rev.  ^— -  Fancourt  of  Kibacote  in  Leicestershire,  a  young  lady 
whom  he  had  known  from  her  childhood '. 

For  several  years  after  his  marriage,  he  resided  at  Harbuiy,  to  whkh  livii^  he  was 
presented  m  ]  746.  Lord  WiUoughhy  de  Broke  gave  him  abo  the  living  of  Chesterton, 
at  a  small  distance  from  Hafbui^.  These  two  benefices  together  did  not  produce  more 
than  one  hundred  pounds  a  year.  In  1751  he  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  wife,  who 
appears  to  have  been  an  ammble  and  accomplished  woman,  and  was  left  with  the  care  of 
seven  very  young  children. 

In  1754  lord  Chure,  the  late  earl  Nugent,  procured  for  him  fitmi  Dr.  Madox,  bishop 
of  Worcester,  the  vicarage  of  Snitterfidd,  worth  about  140/.  In  1759,  he  married  a 
second  wife,  Margaret,  daughter  of  James  UnderW06d^  esq.  t>f  Rudgely,  in  Staffindshire, 
who  survived  him,  but  by  whom  he  had  no  children. 

Some  of  his  smaller  pieces  of  poetry  had  before  this  time  been  mserted  in  Dodtley's 
Collection,  but  be  put  iu  for  higher  ctaous,  by  publisfaing  the  pdem  of  £dge-<ifiH,  in  the 
year  1767 ;  and  in  1768  his  more  popular  fable  of  Labour  mi  Genius.  In  I77l»  hft 
was  present^  by  his  kind  path>n,  lord  Willoughby  de  Broke,  to  tiM  Mvkg  of  Kihaoote, 
Ibnueriy  held  by  hb  first  wifb's  father,  whtefa  being  worth  near  dOOl.  a  jeur,  eaM&i 
him  to  di^tain  his  fkmfly  irith  ease  and  comfort,  especially  as  ho  retained  Snitterfield, 
and  resigned  only  the  triffing  living  of  Harbury.  During  the  hitter  part  of  his  lif^  when  * 
the  mfirmities  of  age  made  then-  approach^  be  residied  almost  entirely  at  Snitterfieldy 
where  he  amused  hinMf  with  improving  the  vicarage  house»  and  ornamentii^  his  grdiindsy 
a  taste  he  probably  caught  firom  Sheastone^  bift  which  htt  oontrived  to  indulge  at  a  much 
less  expense. 

He  died  after  a  short  ilhiess,  May  8, 1781,  aged  Aiif4if€  yeaA,  and  was  bmied,  ac- 
cording to  Us  desue,  in  a  vault  whieh  he  had  made  for  his  £imily  in  the  church  at  Snit- 
te^dd.'    Three  of  his  daughters,  by  the  first  wife,  survived  him. 

His  personal  character  is  thus  given  by  his  biographer — **  Mr.  Jago,  in  liis  person,  was 
about  the  middle  stature.  In  his  manner,  like  most  people  of  sensibility,  lie  appeared 
ruerved  among  strangers :  amongst  his  friends  he  was  fite  and  easy :  and  his  conversa- 
tion sprightly  and  entertaining.  In  domestic  life,  he  was  the  affectionate  husband,  the 
tender  parent,  the  kind  master,  the  hospitable  neighbour,  and  smcere  friend ;  and  both 
by  his  doctrine  and  example,  a  faithful  and  worthy  mfausltr  of  the  parish  over  which  he 
presided.'^ 

In  1784,  his  poems,  as  Corrected,  improv^,  and  etllti^  bjr  (he  author  a  short  tune 
before  his  death,  with  some  additional  pieces,  were  pubfisbed  by  his  fiiend,  the  late  John ' 
Scott  Hylton,  esq.  of  Lapall-House  near  Hales  Owen,  who  was  likewise  the  coireqKm- 
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appear  by  one  of  Shenstooe's  ktten  that  he  occamnally  used  bis  pencO  as  well  as  bis 
pen. 

His  rank  as  a  poet  cannot  be  tbougbt  very  bigb.  Yet  we  bave  few  more  beantiAil 
specimens  of  tenderness  and  sensibility  tban  in  bis  Elegies  on  tbe  Blackbirds  and  Gold- 
fincbes.  Tbe  fable  of  Labour  and  Genius  bas  a  pleasing  mixture  of  elegance  and 
humour. 

Tbe  Elegy  on  tbe  Blackbirds  appeared  first  m  Tbe  Adventurer,  to  tbe  editor  of  wbicb 
it  was  sent  by  Gilbert  West,  and  published  as  bis.  Tbe  author  claimed  it,  however, 
when  added  to  Dodsley's  collection,  a  circumstance  which  Dr.  Johnson  bas  noted,  but 
not  with  sufficient  precision,  in  bis  life  of  West.  Even  when  Mr.  Jago  put  bis  name 
to  it,  a  ni|nager  of  the  Bath  theatre  endeavoured  to  make  it  pass  for  bis  own»  and 
with  great  effix)nteiy  asserted  that  Jago  was  a  fictitious  name  adopted  from  tbe  pky  of 
OtbeUo. 

Hb  longest  poem,  Edge-Hill,  has  some  passages  not  destitute  of  animation,  but  it  is  so 
t<^graphica11y  exact,  that  to  enjoy  it  tlie  reader  must  bave  a  nuq)  constantly  before  him ; 
and  perhaps  with  that  aid,  if  he  is  not  conversant  with  the  various  scenery,  tbe  effect  will 
be  languor  and  indifference.  Even  bis  friend  Shenstone  seems  to  speak  coldly  of  it. 
"  You  must  by  no  means  lay  aside  the  thoughts  of  perfectiiig  Edge-biH,  at  your  leisure. 
It  is  possible,  that  in  order  to  keep  dear  of  flattery,  I  liave  said  less  in  its  favour  than 
I  really  ought — but  I  never  considered  it  otherwise  tban  as  a  poem  which  it  was 
very  adviseable  for  you  to  com[dete  and  finish."  Shenstone  did  not  live  to  see  it 
published  in  its  finished  state,  and  whatever  his  objections,  probably  bestowed  the 
'  warmest  praise  on  tbe  tender  and  simple  episode  of  Lydia  and  the  Blind  Lover,  taken 
from  a  story  in  The  Tatler. 

His  other  pieces  requires  no  distinct  notice. — Shenstone,  in  a  letter  dated  1759,  men- 
tions an  Essay  on  Electricity  written  by  Jago,  but  whether  published,  I  have  not  been 
able  to  discover.  In  1755,  be  printed  a  very  sensible  and  seasonable  discourse,  entitled 
Tbe  Causes  of  Impenitence  considered,  preached  at  Harbury,  May  4,  1755,  on  occasion 
of  a  conversation  said  to  have  passed  between  one  of  the  inhabitants  and  an  apparition, 
in  tbe  churchyard  belonging  to  that  place.  From  this  incident,  which  be  docs  not  con- 
sider it  as  his  busniess  either  to  confirm  or  disprove,  be  takes  an  opportunity  to  enforce  tbe 
necessity  of  repentance.  Another  sermon,  1763,  is  attributed  to  him  in  Cooke's  Ifistori* 
cal  Register,  of  which  I  can  find  no  mention  any  where  else. 
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HINTS 


fOR  A 


PREFACE, 

tX>R  ANY  AUTHOR,  AND  FOR  ANY  BOOK. 


Thi  followkig  ibeett  were  fiurly  transcribed^  the  title-p«ge  wuac(|BSted,  and  e?et7  thingy  at  the  writer 
thought,  in  readinett  for  the  preii,  when,  upon  casting  hb  eyes  over  them  for  the  last  time,  with  more 
than  Qsoal  attention,  somcfthmg  seemed  wanting,  which,  after  a  short  pause,  he  perceived  to  be  the 
Preface.  Now  it  is  fit  tlie  reader  should  know,  as  an  apology  for  this  seeming  inattention,  that  he 
had  formerly  rejected  thb  article  under  a  notion  of  its  being  superfluous,  and  uninteresting  to  the 
reader ;  but  now,  when  matters  were  come  to  a  crisis,  and  it  was  almost  too  kte,  he  changed  hia 
mind,  and  thought  a  preface  as  essential  to  the  figure  of  a  book,  as  a  portico  is  to  that  of  a  building* 

Not  that  the  author  would  insmuate  by  this  comparison,  Chat  his  paper  edifice  was  entitled  to  any 
thing  superb  and  pompous  of  this  sort ;  but  only  that  it  wanted  something  phiin  and  decent,  between 
the  beggarly  style  of  Ouarles,  or  Ogilby,  and  the  magnificence  of  the  profuse  Dryden.  Far  be  it 
'  from  him,  by  calling  this  small  appendage  to  his  work  by  the  name  of  a  portico,  or  an  antechambei', 
or  a  vestibule,  or  the  like,  to  raise  the  reader's  expectations,  or  to  encourage  any  ideas  but  those 
of  the  most  simple  kmd,  as  introductory  to  his  subsequent  entertainment:  neither  would  he,  like 
some  undertakers  in  literary  architecture,  bestow  as  much  expense  on  the  entrance,  as,  prudently 
managed,  might  ftimish  the  lofty  town  apartments,  or  pastoral  villa  of  a  modem  poet.  On  the  con* 
trary,  he  reserves  all  his  finery  of  carving  and  gilding,  as  well  aa  his  pictures  and  cabinets,  (w  their 
proper  pbces  within. 

But  for  the  fiirther  illustration  of  his  meaning,  he  chooses  to  have  recourse  to  aOusioni  more 
nearly  related  to  his  subject,  such  as  the  prelude  to  a  song,  or  the  prologue  to  a  pkiy,  there  being 
evidently  a  great  affinity  between  rhymiy  and  fiddling,  writing  verses  and  playing  the  tool. . 

Another  consideration,  which  greatly  influenced  the  author  in  this  point,  was  the  respect  which  ha 
bears  to  the  public.  For  conceivmg  himself  now  in  the  very  act  of  making  his  appearance  before 
every  circle  of  the  poUte  and  learned  world,  he  vras  struck  with  awe,  and  felt  as  if  he  had  been 
gnilty  of  some  indecorum,  like  a  person  abruptly  breaking  mto  good  company  with  his  hat  on,  or 
without  making  a  bow.  For  though  by  his  situation  in  life  he  is  happily  relieved  firom  any  personal 
embarrassment  of  this  kind,  yet  be  considered  his  book  as  his  proxy,  and  he  would  by  no  means  have 
his  proxy  guilty  of  such  an  impropriety  as  to  keep  his  hat  on  before  all  the  learned  men  of  Europe, 
or  to  omit  making  his  bow  upon  being  admitted  to  an  audience,  or  presented  in  the  drawing-room. 

Oroat  is  the  fierce  of  this  little  article  of  gesticulation,  IW>m  the  lowest  class  of  orators  in  the 
street,  to  thoae  in  the  highest  departments  m  dfe ;  insomuch  that  it  has  been  thought  a  prudent^ 
attentive,  and  skitful  manager,  either  on  the  stage,  or  at  the  bar,  as  wdl  as  the  bowing  dean  in  hb 
walk,  may  acquire  as  much  success  amongst  polite  and  well-bred  people,  and  particulariy  the  ladies^ 
who  are  the  beat  judges,  by  the  magic  of  hb  bow,  as  by  any  other  part  of  hb  action  or  oratoiy. 
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Yet,  DotwithsUndiog  all  that  the  author  has  said  conceniiiif  this  external  mark  of  reverence,  be  is 
sensible  tliat  there  is  a  set  of  cynical  philosophers,  who  are  so  fiu*  Irom  paying  it  doe  regard,  that 
they  coont  it  no  better  than  a  refined  species  of  idolatry,  and  an  abomination  utterly  unbecoming  so 
noble  and  erect  a  creature  as  man.  Upon  these  gentlemen  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  the  best 
bow  which  the  author  or  his  book  could  make,  would  have  any  effect;  and  therefore  he  shall  dedme 
that  ceremony  with  them,  to  take  them  by  the  tiand  m  a  friendly  manner,  hoping  that  they  will  make 
some  allowance  for  his  having  been  tauglit  against  his  own  consent  to  dance,  and  scribble  from  his 
infiuicy. 

He  is  aware  likewise  that  there  is  another  sect  of  philosophers,  whom  his  ingenious  fiiend  Bir.  G. 
author  of  the  Spiritual  Quixote,  distinguishes  by  the  name  of  cen$orunu  ChristiatUt  **  who,**  as  he  ex- 
presses it,  **  will  not  suffer  a  man  to  nod  in  his  elbow-chair,  or  to  talk  nonsense  without  contradicting 
or  ridiculing  him." — But  as  the  writer  of  tliis  admirable  work  has  shown  himself  so  able  and  success- 
ful a  casuist  in  a  siraiku*  instance  of  a  petuhint  and  over  officious  zeal,  be  hopes  these  gentlemen  will, 
in  imitation  of  Mr.  Wildgoose,  for  the  future  refram  from  a  practice  so  ii\}uriotts  to  their  neighbonrsT 
repose,  and  so  contrary  to  all  the  laws  of  civility  and  good  manners. 

It  is  true,  some  of  these  literati  may  be  considered  under  a  more  formidable  character,  from  their 
custom  of  holding  a  monthly  meeting,  or  office  for  arraigning  the  conduct  of  all  whom  they  suspect  of 
maintaining  heretical  opinions  contrary  to  their  jurisdiction.  In  this  view  these  good  Others  scmple 
not  to  put  an  author  upon  the  rack  for  the  sli|^btest  oftnee,  and  not  content  with  their  claims  of -ia- 
spiration  and  infallibility,  will  torture  his  own  words  to  prove  his  guilt.  In  the  execntion  of  this 
office  they  judge  all  men  by  their  own  standard,  and,  like  the  tyrant  Procrustes,  regardless  oT 
the  acute  pdn  they  inflict  at  every  stroke,  will  lop  off  a  foot,  or  any  other  portion  of  an  author's 
matter,  or  lengthen  it  out,  as  best  suits  their  purpose,  to  bring  hun  to  tiieir  measure. 

But  to  the  inexpressible  comfort  of  himself,  and  of  every  free>bom  English  writer,  the  author 
reflects  that  the  competence  of  such  a  court  cannot  be  admitted  in  a  protestant  country:  and  to 
speak  the  truth,  from  experience,  its  power,  as  exercised  amongst  us,  though  still  veiy  treraendoos, 
is  tempered  with  a  gentleness  and  moderation  unknown  to  those  of  Spain  and  Portugal. 

But  though  the  author  is  not  without  hopes,  by  his  corophiisance  and  condescension,  to  conciliate 
the  afRections  of  all  those  various  sects  of  the  learned  in  every  part  of  the  worid,  yet  his  principal  de- 
pendence is  upon  the  gentle  and  humane,  whose  minds  are  always  open  to  the  feelings  of  others,  as 
well  as  to  the  gratification  of  their  own  refined  taste  and  sentiments ;  and  to  these  he  makes  his  ap- 
peal, which  he  hopes  they  will  accept  as  a  tribute  due  to  theur  superior  merit^  and  a  testimony  of  the 
profound  respect  with  which  he  is  their 

'  most  obedient, 

hnmble  servaaty 

THE  AUTHOR. 
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EDGE-HILL: 

A90EM, 

W  fOim  BOOKS* 

Sa]v6,  OMgna  Mrem  fragam,  Satoraim  tdliit. 
Magna  ▼inim  f  tibi  res  an^us  laudis,  at  aiua 
Ingradior,  sandos  ansut  rtcladere  fcotes.       Virg. 

Our  nglit  it  the  noit  perfect  and  moit  claligtai- 
fal  of  all  our  senses.  It  fills  the  miDd  with  the 
largest  rarietj  of  ideas,  converses  with  its  ol^ects 
at  the  greatest  distance,  and  continnes  the  longest 
in  actioo  without  being  tired,  or  satiated  with  its 
proper  eojojrment. 

^>ect  No.  411,  On  the  Pleasures  of  Imagination. 


FRBTACB. 

Tup  following  poem  takes  its  name  from  a  ridge  of 
hilts,  which  is  the  boundary  between  the  couttties 
of  Oxford  and  Warwick,  and  remarkable  for  its 
beautiful  and  extensive  prospect,  of  which  the  latter 
fiMrms  a  considerable  part.  This  circumstance  af- 
forded the  writer  an  opportunity,  very  agreeable  to 
htm,  of  paying  a  tribute  to  his  native  country,  by 
exhibitinic  its  beauties  to  the  public  in  a  poetical 


EDQE-BiLL 
BOOK  I.    l^pK^ONO. 


AMfiUMBmr. 

The  sul^ect  proposed.  Address.  Ascent  to  the  hill. 
Gepera)  view.  Comparison.  Phiiosophicti  ac- 
count of  the  origin  and  formation  of  mountains, 
jcc  Morning  view,  comprehending  the  south- 
west part  of  the  scene,  interspersed  with  elements 
and  examples  of  rural  taste ;  showing,  at  t^e  same 
time,  its  connection  with,  apd  dependence  uteo 
civil  government ;  and  concluding  with  an  his- 
torical episode  of  the  Red-horse. 


BBirANNIA^  rural  charms,  and  tranquil  scenes^ 
Far  ftom  the  circling  ocean,  where  her  fl«ets, 
Like  Eden's  nightly  guaids  ■,  majestic  ride, 
I  sing;  O  may  the  theme  and  kindred  soil 
Propitious  prove,  and  to  th*  appointed  hiU 
Invite  the  Muses  from  thehr  cbisterM  shad^ 
With  me  to  rove,  and  haimouite  the  strain  I 
Nor  shall  they,  for  a  time,  regret  the  loss 
Of  their  lov*d  Isis,  and  foir  Cherwel's  stream, 
While  to  the  north  of  their  own  beauteous  fielda 
The  pietur'd  scene  they  view,  where  Avon  shape* 
His  winding  way,  enlarging  as  it  flows. 
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The  trees,  the  flow*ft,  imptrtiag  to  the  leiMe 
Fn^^nce  or  dulcet  sound  of  murmuring  riU, 
And  stiiiing  ev*ry  tumult  in  the  breast ! 
Aod  oft  the  suteiy  tow'n,  that  overtop 
The  ns.ntc  wood,  and  oft  the  broken  arch. 
Or  oiouidVinf?  wa*!,  well  taut(ht  to  counterfeit 
The  wa»te  of  time,  to  solemn  thought  excite. 
And  crown  with  graceful  pomp  the  shaggy  hill. 

So  Virtue  pa  m*  the  steep  ascent  to  FameJ  : 
So  her  aerial  residence  displajrs. 

Still  let  thy  friendship,  which  prepar'd  the  way. 
Attend,  and  guide  me,  as  my  ravish 'd  sight 
O^er  the  bleak  hill  or  sheltered  valley  roves. 
Teach  roe  with  just  observance  to  remark 
Their  various  charms,  their  stoned  fame  recovd. 
And  to  the  visual  joiu  the  mental  search. 

The  summit  *8  gained  !  and,  from  its  airy  height. 
The  late-trod  plain  looks' like  an  inland  sea, 
View'd  from  some  promontory's  hoary  head. 
With  distant  shores  environ*d;  not  with  hce 
Glassy  and  uniform,  but  when  its  waves 
Are  gently  ruffled  by  the  southern  gale, 
iimd  the  tall  masts  I  ke  waving  forests  rise. 

Such  is  the  scene !  that,  from  the  terrac'd  hill, 
Displajm  its  graces ;  intermixture  sweet 
Of  lawns  and  groves,  of  open  and  retired. 
Vales,  farms,  towns,  villas,  castles,  distant  spires. 
And  bills  on  h«lls,  with  ambient  clouds  enrob'd. 
In  long  succession  court  the  laboring  sight. 
Lost  tn  the  bright  confusion.    Thus  the  youth, 
Escap'd  from  painful  drqdgery  of  words, 
View»  the  fair  fields  of  science  wide  displayed ; 
Where  Phebus  dwells,  and  all  the  tuneful  Nine; 
Perplexed  awhile  he  stands,  and  now  to  this, 
Mow  that  blcict  seat  of  harmony  divine 
Explores  his  way,  with  giddy  rapture  tir*d : 
Till  some  sage  Mentor,  whose  experienced  feet 
Have  trod  the  mazy  path,  directs  his  search. 
And  leads  him  wondering  to  their  bright  abodes. 
Come  then,  my  frend !  guide  thou th'  adventurous 

Muse, 
And  with  thy  counsel  regulate  her  flight 

Yet,  ere  the  sweet  excursion  she  begins, 
O  1  listen,  while,  from  sacrnd  records  drawn. 
My  daring  song  unfolds  the  cause,  whence  rose 
This  various  face  of  things — of  high,  of  low — 
Of  rough  and  smooth.     For  with  its  parent  Earth 
Coeval  not  pre%aird  what  now  appear* 
Of  hill  and  dale;  nor  was  its  new-furro*d  shape. 
Like  a  smooth  polish'd  orb,  a  surfSsce  plain. 
Wanting  the  sweet  variety  of  change. 
Concave,  convex,  the  deep,  and  the  sublime: 
Kor,  from  old' Ocean's  watry  bed,  were  scoop'd 
Its  neighboring sliores ;  nor  were  ihey  now  depressed. 
Now  raisM  by  sudden  shocks;  but  fashioo'd  all 
In  perfect  harmony  by  laws  divine 4, 
On  passive  matter,  at  its  birth  impressed. 

3  9ee  Lord  Shaftsbnry*8  Judgment  of  Hercules. 

4  'Amonpt  the  ouny  fancifUl  conceits  of  writers 
4m  the  subjects  a  learned  divine,  in  his  Confutation 
of  Dr.  Burnett's  Theory,  supposes  that  hills  and 
mountains  might  be  occasioned  by  fermentation, 
after  the  manner  of  leaven  in  dough ;  while  others 
have  attributed  their  production  to  the  several  dif- 
ferent causes  mentioned  above. 

The  fbliowiog  solution,  by  the  descent  of  water 
from  the  surface  of  the  Earth  to  the  centre,  seemed 
most  easy  and  natural  to  the  author,  and  is  there- 
fore adopted.    Vide  Warren's  Geologic,  1698. 


When  now  two  days,  as  mortals  odunt  their  tiae, 
Th'  Almighty  had  employed  oo  man's  abode; 
To  motion  rous'd  the  dead,  inactive  mats. 
The  dark  illumin'd,  and  the  pwrta  terrene 
Impelling  each  to  each,  the  circle  fbrm'd* 
Compact  and  firm,  of  Earth's  stnpeodoos  ofb. 
With  boundless  seas,  as  with  a  gmrment  cMh'd, 
On  the  third  mom  he  hade  the  waters  flow 
Down  tQ  their  place,  and  let  dry  land  appear; 
And  it  was  so.    Straight  to  their  deAia'd  bed, 
From  every  part,  th'  obedient  wateta  ran. 
Shaping  their  downward  course,  and,  as  they  fboni 
Resistance  varjring  with  the  varying  soil. 
In  their  retreat  they  iimn'd  the  gentle  slope, 
Or  headlong  precipice,  or  deep-worn  dale. 
Or  valley,  stretching  fiir  its  winding  maze^ 
As  further  still  their  humid  train  they  led. 
By  Heav*n  directed  to  the  realms  below  >. 

Now  first  was  seen  the  variegated  Imoe   , 
Of  Earth's  fsir  orb  shap'd  by  the  plastic  flood : 
Now  smooth  and  level  like  its  liquid  plains. 
Now,  like  its  ruffled  waves,  sweet  interchange 
Of  hill  and  dale,  and  now  a  rougher  scene, 
Mountains  on  mountains  lifted  to  the  sky. 
Snch  was  her  infisnt  form,  yet  uaadom'd ! 
And  in  the  naked  soil  the  subtle  stream  ^ 
Fretted  its  winding  track.  '  So  he  ordain'd! 
Who  fbrm'd  the  fluid  mass  of  atoms  small. 
The  principles  of  things !  who  moist  from  dry, 
From  heavy  sever'd  light,  compacting  ckse 
I  he  solid  glebe,  stratum  of  rock,  or  ore. 
Or  crumbling  marl,  or  close  tenacious  clay, 
Or  what  beside,  in  wondrous  order  rang'd. 
Orb  within  orb.  Earth's  secret  depths  contahn. 

So  was  the  shapely  sphere,  oo  ev'ry  side. 
With  equal  pressure  of  surronoding  air 
Sustain'd,  of  sea  and  land  hanmonions  form'd. 
Nor  beauteous  covering  was  withheld,  for  strsigfat, 
At  the  divine  command,  the  verd'rous  grass 
Up^rang  unaown,  with  ev'ry  saedful  hevb, 
Fruit,  plant,  or  tree,  pregnant  with  future  store; 
God  saw  the  whole— And  lo !  't  was  very  good. 
But  man,  ungrateful  man !  to  deadly  ill 
Soon  tura*d  the  good  bestow'd,  with  horrid  criaes 
Polluting  Earth's  fair  seat,  his  Maker's  gift ! 
Till  mercy  could  no  more  with  justice  strive. 

Then  wrath  divine  unbarr'd  Ueav'n's  watry  gst«^ 
And  loos'd  the  fountains  of  the  great  abyss. 
Again  the  waters  o'er  the  Earth  prevail'd. 
Hills  rear'd  their  heads  in  vain.     Full  forty  days 
The  flood  increas'd,  nor,  till  sev'n  Moons  bad  wao'd^ 
Appear'd  the  mounUin  tops.    Perish'd  all  fleriit 
One  family  except!  and  all  the  works 
Of  art  were  swept  into  th'  oblivious  pool 
In  that  dread  time  what  change  th'  avenging  flood 
Might  cause  in  Earth's  devoted  fabric,  who 
Of  mortal  birth  can  Ull }  Whether  sgain 


»  Called  in  scripture,  the  deep,  the  great  deepr 
the  deep  that  lieth  under  or  beneath  the  Earth- 
the  Tartarus  or  Erebus  of  the  Heathens. 

«  So  the  watry  throng 

With  serpent  errour  wand'ring  found  their  way. 
And  on  the  washy  ooze  deep  cbaonels  vrorc 
Easy !  ere  God  had  bid  the  ground  be  dry, 
All  but  within  those  banks,  where  n^*"  "^•. 
Stream,  and  perpetual  draw  their  humidtrsis- 
Milton.    Paradise  Lost,  book  ▼* 
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*T  WM  to  its  fint  chaotic  man  reducM  7, 

To  be  refomi'd  anew  ?  or,  is  its  orb, 

What  rioleiice,  what  dtsrupdoiii  it  endar'd  '  ? 

What  anoieot  mountains  stood  the  furioos  shock  ? 

What  new  aroae  ?  For  doubtless  new  there  are, 

if  all  are  not ;  strong  proof  exhibiting 

Of  later  rise,  and  their  once  flaid  state, 

'By  stranger-fossils,  in  their  inmost  bed 

Of  looser  mould,  or  marble  rock  entomb'd. 

Or  shell  marine,  incorp'rate  with  themselves: 

Nor  less  the  conic  hill ',  with  ample  base. 

Or  acarrjr  slope  9  by  rushing  bilknrs  torn. 

Or  fissure  deep  s  in  the  late  delug*d  soU 

Cleft  by  anoceedhig  draught,  side  answering  side^ 

And  curve  to  adverse  curve  exact  opposM, 

Confess  the  watry  pow'r  ;  while  scattered  trains. 

Or  rocky  {ragmenti,  washM  from  broken  hills. 

Take  up  the  tale,  and  spread  it  round  the  globe. 

Then*  as  the  6ood  retir'd,  another  face 

Of  thiDgs  appeared,  another,  and  the  same  ! 

Taurus,  and  Libanus,  and  Atlas,  feign'd 

To  pn^  the  skies  !  sind  that  fiun'd  Alpine  ridge. 

Or  Appenuie,  or  snow-clad  Caucasus, 

Or  AraiBt,  on  whose  emergent  top    * 

First  moor'd  that  precious  bark,  whose  ehoaea  ciev 

Agam  overspread  Earth*s  unrrersal  orb. 

For  DOW,  as  at  the  first,  from  efvVy  side 

Hasted  the  waters  to  tbeir  ancient  bounds. 

The  vast  ahys !  perhaps  from  thence  ascend, 

Urg'd  by  th'  incumbent  air,  through  mazy  clefts 

Btmeath  the  deep,  or  rise  in  vapours  warm, 

Pierdng  ttte  vaulted  Earth,  anon  condensed 

Within  the  lofty  mountains'  secret  cells. 

Ere  they  their  summits  gain,  down  their  steep  sides 

To  trickle  in  a  never-ceasing  round  '*. 

&>  up  the  porous  stone,  or  crystal  tube. 

The  philosophic  eye  with  wonder  views 

The  tinctnr'd  fluid  rise;  sotepid'dews 

Fh)m.cb3rmic  founts  in  copious  streams  distiU 

Such  is  the  structure,  such  the  wave-worn  fisoe 
Of  Earth's  huge  fabric!  beauteous  to  the  sight. 
And  stored  with  wonders  ",  to  the  attentive  mind 

'  According  to  Mr.  Hutchmson  and  his  followers. 

*  Aocording  to  Dr.  Burnett's  Theory. 

•  There  are  some  remarkable  traces  of  the  great 
event  here  treated  of,  in  each  of  these  kinds,  at 
Welcombe,  near  Stratford  upon  Avon,  formerly  a 
seat  ofthe  Combe  family,  the  whole  scene  bearing 
the  strongest  marks  of  some  violent  conflict  of  Na- 
ture, and  particularly  of  the  agency  of  w«ter. 

'^  May  not  the  ebbing  and  flowing  of  the  sea,  to 
whatever  cause  it  is  owmg,  tend  to  assist  this  ope- 
ntioD,  as  the  pulsation  of  the  heart  accelerates 
the  cirenlatioiii>f  the  blood  in  animal  bodies  ? 

The  reader  may  see  this  hypothesis  very  ably 
npportfld  by  Mr.  Cfttcot,  in  his  Essay  on  the  De- 


Confirming,  with  persuasive  eloquence 
Drawn  from  the  rocky  mount  or  watry  feu. 
Those  sacred  pages,  which  record  the  past. 
And  awfully  predict  its  future  doom. 

Now,  while  the  Son  its  heavenly  radiance  sheds 
Across  the  vale,  disclosing  all  its  charms, 
Eofblem  of  that  fair  light,  at  whose  approach 
The  Gentile  darkness  fled  !  jre  nymphs,  and  swains  I 
Come  haste  with  roe,  while  now  *t  b  early  mom. 
Through  Upton^s  airy  fields  >S  to  where  yon  poUit 
Projecrting  hides  Northampton's  ancient  seat  '3, 
Retir'd,  and  hid  amidst  surrounding  shades; 
Counting  a  length  of  honourable  yean. 
And  solid  worth ;  while  painted  Belviderei^ 
Naked,  aloft,'and  built  but  to  be  seen, 
Shrink  at  the  Sun,  and  totter  to  the  wind. 

So  sober  sense  oft  shuns  the  public  view, 
In  privacy  concealed,  white  the  pert  sons 
Of  folly  flutter  in  the  glare  of  day. 

Hence,  o'er  the  plain,  where,  stripM  with  alleys 
green. 
The  golden  harvest  nods,  let  me  your  view 
Progressive  lead  to  Vemey's  sister  walls  '4^ 
Alike  in  honour,  as  in  name  allied  ^ 
Alike  her  walls  a  noble  master  owa, 
Studious  of  elegance.    At  his  command, 
New  pillars  grace  the  dome  with  Grecian  pomp 
Of  Corinth's  gi^y  design.    At  his  command. 
On  hill,  or  plain,  new  culture  clothes  the  scene 
With  verdant  grass,  or  variegated  grovB ; 
And  bubbling  rills  in  sweeter  notes  discharge 
Their  liquid  stores.    Along  the  winding  vale. 
At  his  command,  observant  of  the  shore. 
The  glitt'ring  stream,  with  correspondent  grace, 
Its  course  pursues,  and  o^er  th'  exulting  wave 
The  stately  bridge  a  beauteous  form  displays. 
On  either  side,  rich  as  th'  embroider'd  floor 
From  Perria*s  gaudy  looms,  and  Arm  as  fair, 
The  chequered  lawns  with  count'nance  blithe  pro* 

cjaim 
The  Graces  reign.    Plains,  hills,  and  woods  reply 
'*  The  Graces  reign,**  and  Nature  smiles  applause. 
Smile  op,  fair  source  of  beauty,  source  of  bfiss  ! 
To  crown  the  master's  cost,  and  deck  her  path 
Who  shares  his  joy,  of  gentlest  manners  joined 
With  manly  sense,  train'4to  the  love  refin'd 
Of  Nature^  charms  in  Wroxton'sbeauteousgroves  ■>, 

Thy  neighb*ring  villa's  ever  open  gate. 
And  festive  board,  O  Walton  >^ !  next  invite 
The  pl^abing  toil.  Unwilling,  who  can  pay 
To  thee  the  votivs  strain  ?  For  Science  here 
And  Candour  dwdl,  prepared  alike  to  cheer 
The  stranger-guest,  or  for  the  nation's  weal 
To  pour  the  stores  mature  of  wisdom  forth. 
In  senatorial  councils  often  proved, 

the  Deluge,  are  found  in  every  part  of  the  Earth. 
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And,  by  the  public  ^ca  mtteited  long, 
long  may  it  be !  with  w^i-deserrM  ispplaaae. 
And  lee  beneath  the  shade  of  full-grown  elm, 
Or  near  the  border  of  the  winding  brook, 
fUdrting  the  grassy  lawn,  her  polishM  train 
Walk  forth  to  taste  the  fragrance  of  the  grove, 
Woodbine,  or  roee,  or  to  the  upland  scene 
Of  wildly-planted  hill,  or  trickling  stream 
From  the  pure  rock,  or  moss-lin'd  grottos  cool, 
The  Naiads*  humid  cell !  protract  the  way 
.     With  learned  converse,  or  ingenuous  song. 
^    The  search  pursue  to  Charlecote's  fiur  domain  '7, 
Where  Avon's  sportive  stream  delighted  strays 
Tliroagh  the  gay  «miling  meads,  and  to  his  bed, 
Hele's  gentle  current  wooes,  by  Lucy*s  hand 
In  ev*ry  gracefnl  ornament  attir'd, 
And  worthier,  such,  to  share  his  liquid  realms ! 

Near,  nor  unmindAiI  of  th'  increasing  flood, 
Stratford  her  spacious  magazines  unfolds. 
And  hatb  th*  unwieldly  barge  from  western  ahoret, 
With  foreign  dainties  fraught,  or  native  ore 
Of  pitchy  hue,  to  pile  the  fuel'd  grate 
In  woolly  stores,  or  husky  grain  repay*d. 
To  speed  her  wealth,  lo !  tbepnmd  bridge  ■>  extends 
His  num'rous  arches,  stately  monument 
Of  old  munificence,  and  pious  love  ' 

Of  native  soil !  There  Stower  exulting  pays 
His  tributary  stream,  well  pleas'd  with  wave 
Auxiliary  her  ponderous  stores  to  waft; 
And  boasting,  aa  he  flows,  of  growing  fame, 
And  wondrous  beauties  on  his  banks  displayed — 
Of  Alcot*s  swelling  lawns  '9,  and  fretted  spires 
Of  fairest  model,  Gothic  or  Chinese^ — 
Of  Eatington's  «»,  and  Tolton's  "  verdant  meads, , 
And  groves  of  various  leaf,  and  Honmgton  ", 
Prof^se  of  charms,  and  attic  elegance ; 
Nor  (ails  he  to  relate,  in  jocund  mood. 
How  liberally  the  masters  of  the  scene 
Enlarge  his  current,  and  direct  his  course 
With  winding  grace — and  how  his  crystal  wave 
Ilefleets  th'  inverted  spires  and  pillar'd  domes— 
And  how  the  frisking  deer  play  on  his  sides, 
Picfring  their  branched  h«Mls,  with  wanton  sport. 
In  his  clear  face.    Pleased  with  the  vaunting  tale, 
Kor  jealotts  of  bis  fame,  Avon  receives 
The  prattling  stream,  and,  towards  thy  nobler  flood, 
Sabrina  fair,  poisnes  his  length*ning  way. 

Hail,  beauteous  Avon,  bail  1  on  whose  friir  banks 
The  smiling  daisies,  and  their  sister  tribes, 
Violeta,  and  cackoo-buds,  and  lady-smockS| 
A  brightet*  dye  disclose,  and  proudly  tell 
That  Shakqpleare,  as  he  strajr'd  these  meads  along. 
Their  simple  charms  admired,  and  in  his  verse 
Preserved,  ia  never-fading  bloom  to  live. 

And  thou,  whose bhrth  these  walls  unrival'd  boast. 
That  mock'st  the  rules  of  the  proud  Stagyrite, 
And  learning's  tedious  toil,  hail,  mighty  bard  * 


The  secret  springs  and  mce  dspendfBCies, 
And  to  thy  mimic  scenes,  by  ftuicy  wwmght 
To  such  a  wondrous  shn^  th'  impasaion'd  brtast 
In  floods  of  grief  or  peals  of  laughter  bow'd. 
Obedient  to  the  wonder-workmg  strain. 
Like  tbetun'd  string  respbnsive  to  the  touch. 
Or  to  the  wizard's  charm,  the  passive  storm. 
Humour  and  wit,  the  tragic  pomp,  or  phrase 
Familiar,  flow'd  spontaneoos  tKom  thy  tiHigae, 
As  flowers  from  Nature's  lap.—Thy  potent  spNells 
From  their  bright  seats  aerial  sprites  detain*d. 
Or  from  then-  unseen  haunts,  and  slnnb'ringslMideBy 
Awak*d  the  fkiry  tribes,  with  jocund  stip 
The  circled  green  and  leafy  hall  to  tread : 
While,  from  his  dripping  caves,  old  Avon  sent 
His  willing  Naiads  to  their  harmleas  ront. 

Alas  1  how  languid  is  the  laboiir>d  song, 
Hie  slow  result  of  rules  and  tortur'd  sense, 
Compar*d  with  thine !  thy  animated  thought. 
And  glowing  phrase  1  which  art  in  vain  essays. 
And  schools  can  never  teach.    Yet,  though  ^epy'd 
Thy  pow'rs,  by  situation  moreallied, 
I  court  the  genius  of  thy  sportive  Huse 
On  Avon*8  bank,  her  sacred  haunts  explore. 
And  hear  in  ev>ry  breeze  her  charming  notes. 

Beyond  these  flow*ry  meads,  with  classic  atnamt 
EnrichM,  two  sister  rills  their  cmresits  join. 
And  Ikenild  displa3rs  bis  Roman  prid& 
There  Alcester  >3  her  ancient  honour  boasts. 
But  fairer  fame,  and  far  more  happy  lot 
She  boasts,  ORagleyn!  m  thy  courtly  train 
Of  Hertford's  splendid  line  1  Lo !  from  theae  shades, 
Ev'n  now  his  sovVeign,  studious  of  her  weal. 
Calls  him  to  bear  his  delegated  rule 
To  Britain's  sister  isle.     Hibemta's  sons 
Applaud  the  choice,  and  hail  him  to  their  sbafe 
With  cordial  gratulation.     Him,  well-pleas*d 
With  more  than  filial  rev'rence  to  obey, 
Beauchamp  attends.    What  son,  but  wookl  npoioe 
The  deeds  of  such  a  fkther  to  reeord  ! 
What  father,  but  were  blest  in  such  a  son  ! 


Nor  may  the  Muse  omit^ith  Conway's  name's 
To  grace  her  song.    O !  might  it  worthy  flow 
Of  those  her  theme  mvolves !    The  cider  land. 
In  Georgic  strains  by  her  own  Philips  sung. 
Should  boast  no  brighter  frune,  though  proudly 

grac'd 
With  lofUest4it]ed  names— The  Cectt  line. 
Or  Beaufort's,  or,  O  Chandos'  i  thin^  or  his 
In  Anna's  councils  high,  her  fav'rite  peer, 
Harley !  by  me  still  bonour'd  in  his  race. 

See,  how  the  pillar'd  isles  and  stately  dome 
Brighten  the  woodland  shade !  while  scattar'd^ll^ 
Airy  and  light,  in  many  a  conic  form, 
A  theatre  compose,  grotesque  and  wild. 
And,  with  their  shaggy  sides,  contract  the  vale 
Winding,  in  straiten'd  circuit,  round  their  base. 
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O  Hewel  >« !  by  thv  master's  lib'rml  hand 
Advanc'd  to  rural  nune  !  Such  Umberslade  ^  ! 
In  the  sweet  labour  joined,  with  culture  fair, 
Andsplendid  arts, from  Arden*s  woodland  shades  ^ 
The  pois'uous  damps  and  savage  gloom  to  chase* 

What  happy  lot  attends  yourealm  retreats. 
By  DO  scant  boundary,  nor  ^structing  fence,   v 
ImmurM  or  circumscrib'd  ;  but  spread  at  large 
In  open  day :  save  what  to  cool  recess 
Is  destinM  voluntary,  not  constrain*d 
By  sad  necessity,  and  casual  state 
Of  sickly  peace !  Such  as  the  moated  hall. 
With  close  circumference  of  watry  guard, 
And  pensile  bridge  proclaim !  or,  reared  aloft, 
And  inaccessible  the  massy  tow*n, 
And  narrow  circuit  of  embattled  walls. 
Raised  on  the  mountain  precipice  !  Such  thine 
O  Beaudesert  ^ !  old  Montfort's  lofty  seat  I 
Haunt  of  my  youthful  steps  !  where  I  was  wont 
To  range,  chanting  my  rude  notes  to  the  wind. 
While  Somervile  disdain'd  not  to  regard 
'  With  candid  ear,  and  regulate  the  strain. 

Such  was  the  genius  of  the  Gothic  age. 
And  Norman  policy  !  Such  the  retreats 
Of  Britain's  ancient  nobles !  less  intent 
On  rural  beauty,  and  sweet  patronage 
Of  gentle  arts,  than  studious  to  restrain. 
With  servile  awe,  barbarian  multitudes  i 
Or,  with  confederate  force,  the  regal  pow'r 
Control.    Hence  proudly  they  their  vassal  troops 
Assembling,  now  the  fate  of  empire  plann*d  : 
Now  o'er  defenceless  tribes,  with  wanton  rage, 
l^rannic  rul'd ;  and  in  their  castled  halls 
Secure,  with  wUd  excess  their  revels  kept. 
While  many  a  sturdy  youth,  or  beauteous  maid. 
Sole  solace  of  their  parents'  drooping  age ! 
Bewaird  their  wretched  ftOe,  by  force  compelled 
To  these  abhorr'd  abodes !  Hence  frequent  war^3°. 
In  ancient  annals  fam'd !     Hence  haply  feign'd 
Th'  enchanted  castle,  and  its  cursed  train 
Of  giants,  spectres,  and  magicians  dire  ! 
Hence  gen'rous  minds,  with  indignation  flr'd, 
And  threat'ning  fierce  revenge,  were  charactered 
By  gallant  knightB  on  bold  achievements  bent. 
Subduing  monsters,  and  dissolving  spells. 

Thus,  from  the  rural  landscape,  learn  to  know 
The  ▼arions  characters  of  time  and  place. 
To  hail,  from  open  scenes,  and  cultur'd  fields. 
Fair  Liberty,  and  Freedom's  gen'rous  reign, 
With  guardian  laws,  and  pdish'd  arts  adom'd. 
While  the  portcullis  huge,  or  moated  fence. 
The  sad  reverse  of  savage  times  betray — 
Distrust,  barbarity,  and  Gothic  rule. 

Would  ye,  with  fiiultless  judgment,  learn  to  plan 
The  mral  seat  ?    To  copy,  as  ye  rove, 
The  well-form'd  picture,  and  correct  design  ? 
First  shun  the  fUse  extremes  of  high  and  low. 
With  watry  vapours  this  your  fretted  walls 
Will  soon  deface  and  that,  with  rough  assault. 


Fair-op*ning,  and  with  woods,  and  circling  hills, 

Nor  too  remote,  nor,  with  too  close  embrace. 

Stopping  Che  buxom  air,  behind  enclos'd. 

But  if  your  lot  hath  fall'n  in  fields  less  fair. 

Consult  their  genius,  and,  with  due  regard 

To  Nature's  clear  directions,  shape  3?  our  plan. 

The  site  too  lofty  shelter,  and  the  low 

With  sunny  lawns,  and  open  areas  cheer. 

The^marish  drain,  and  with  capacious  urns. 

And  well-conducted  streams,  refresh  the  dry. 

So  shall  your  lawns  with  healthful  verdure  sinWe, 

While  others,  sick'ning  at  the  sultry  blaze,  ^ 

A  russet  wild  display,  or  the  rank  blade,  ^ 

And  matted  tufts  the  careless  owner  shame. 

Seek  not,  with  fruitless  cost,  the  level  plain 

To  raise  aloft,  nor  sink  the  rising  hill. 

Each  has  its  charms  though  different,  each  in  kind 

Improve,  not  alter.    Art  with  art  conceal. 

Let  no  straight  tcrrac'd  lines  your  slopes  deform  ; 

No  barbarous  walls  restrain  the  boumled  sight; 

But  to  the  distant  fields  the  closer  scene 

Connect  -  The  spacious  lawn  with  scatter'd  trees 

Irregular,  in  beauteous  negligence. 

Clothe  bountiful.    Your  unimprison'd  eye, 

With  pleasing  freedom,  through  the  lofty  maze 

Shall  rove,  and  find  no  dull  satiety. 

The  sportive  stream  with  stifien'd  line  avoid 

To  torture,  nor  prefer  the  long  canal, 

Or  labour'd  fount,  to  Nature's  easy  flow. 

Your  winding  paths,  now  to  the  sunny  gleam'* 

Directed,  now  with  high  embow'ring  trees 

Or  fragrant  shrubs  conceaVd,  with  frequent  seat 

And  rural  structure  deck.    Their  pleasing  form 

To  fancy's  eye  suggests  inhabitants 

Of  more  than  mortal  make,  snd  their  cool  shade, 

And  friendly  shelter  to  refreshment  sweet. 

And  wholesome  meditation  shall  invite. 

To  ev'ry  structure  give  its  proper  site. 
Nor,  on  the  dreary  heath,  the  gay  alcove. 
Nor  the  lone  hermit's  cell,  or  mournftil  urn. 
Build  on  the  sprightly  lawn.    The  grassy  slope 
And  sheltered  border  for  the  cool  arcade 
Or  Tuscan  poroh  reserve.    To  the  chaste  dome. 
And  fair  rotunda,  give  the  swelling  mount 
Of  freshest  green.     If  to  the  Gothic  bcene 
Your  taste  incline,  in  the  well-water'd  vale,- 
With  lofty  pines  embrown'd,  the  mimic  fane. 
And  mould'ring  abbey's  fretted  windows,  place. 
The  craggy  rock,  or  precipicious  hill. 
Shall  well  become  the  castle's  massy  walls. 
In  rojral  villas  the  Palladian  arch. 
And  Grecian  portico,  with  dignity, 
Their  pride  display :  il)  suits  their  lofty  rank 
The  simpler  scene.     If  chance  historic  deeds  ^ 
Your  fields  distmguish,  count  them  doubly  fisir, 
And  studious  aid,  with  monumental  stone 
And  faithful  comment,  fancy's  fond  review. 

Now  other  hills,  with  other  wonders  stor'd. 
Invite  the  search.     In  vain  !  unless  the  Muse 
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And  planetary  worlds  beyond  the  orb 
Of  Satam.    Nor  can  intervening  rocks 
Impede  her  search.     Alike  the  sylvan  gloom. 
Or  Earth*s  profoundest  caverns,  she  pervades. 
And,  to  her  fav'rite  sons,  makes  visible 
All  that  may  grace. or  dignify  the  song, 
Howe'er  enveloped  from  their  mortal  ken. 

So  Uriel,  winged  regent  of  the  Sun  ! 
Upon  its  evening  beam  to  Paradise 
Came  gliding  down  ;  so,  on  its  sloping  ray, 
To  bis  bright  charge  returned.  So  tk*  heao^niy  guest 
From  Adam's  eyes  the  carnal  film  removM, 
On  Eden's  hill,  and  purg'd  his  visual  nerve 
To  see  things  yet  unformed,  and  future  deeds. 

Lo  !  where  the  southern  hill,  with  winding  course. 
Bends  tow'rd  the  west,  and  from  his  airy  seat 
Views  four  fair  provinces  in  union  join'd ; 
Beneath  his  feet,  conspicuous  raised,  and  rude, 
A  massy  pillar  rears  its  shapeless  head. 
Others  in  stature  less,  an  area  smooth 
Enclose,  like  that  on  Sa rum's  ancient  plaint*. 
And  some  of  middle  rank  apart  are  seen : 
Distinguish'd  those  !  by  courtly  character 
Of  knightS;  while  that  the  rqgal  title  bears  33. 
What  now  the  circle  drear,  and  stiffened  mass 
Compose,  like  us,  were  aniniated  forms. 
With  vital  warmth,  and  sense,  and  thought  endued ; 
A  band  of  warriors  brave !     Effect  accurs'd 
Of  necromantic  art,  and  spells  impure. 

So  vulgar  fame.    But  clerks,  in  antique  lore 
Profoui^ly  skill'd,  fer  other  story  tell : 
And,  in  its  mystic  form,  temple,  or  court 
Espy,  to  fabled  gods,  or  throned  kings 
Devote ;  or  fabric  monumental,  rab*d 
By  Saxon  hands,  or  by  that  Danish  chief 
Rollo34 !  the  builder  in  the  name  imply*d. 

Yet  to  the  west  the  pleasing  search  pursue. 
Where  from  the  vale,  Brails  lifts  his  scarry  sides, 
And  Illmington,  and  Campden's  hoary  hills 
(By  L3^ttelton*8  sweet  ][>laint,  .and  thy  abode 
His  matchless  Lucia ! '  to  the  Muse  endear'd) 
Impress  new  grandeur  on  the  spreading  scene. 
With  champaign  fields,  broad  plain,  and  covert  vale 
Diversify'd :  by  Ceres,  some  adom'd 
With  rich  luxuriance  of  golden  grain. 
And  some  in  Flora's  liv'ry  gaily  dight. 
And  some  with  sylvan  honours  graceful  crown'd. 
Witness  the  forest  glades,  with  stately  pride, 
Surrounding  Sheldon's  venerable  dome^s ! 
Witness  the  sloping  lawns  of  Idlicot  3^ ! 
And  Honington*s  irrignous  meads  I     Some  wind 
Meand'ring  round  the  hills  disjoined,  remote. 
Giving  full  licence  to  their  sportive  range; 
Whii^  distant,  but  distinct,  bis  Alpine  ridge 
Malvern  erects  o*er  ^ham*s  vale  sublime. 


Which*  in  its  womb,  the  fate  of  Troy  concealed. 
Overlooks  the  vale. — Ye  swains,  that  wish  to  learn. 
Whence  rose  the  strange  phenomenon,  attend ! 

Britannia's  sons,  though  now  for  arts  renowned, 
A  race  of  ancestors  untaught,  and  rude. 
Acknowledge  ;  like  those  naked  Indian  tribes. 
Which  first  Columbus  in  the  Atlantic  isles 
With  wonder  saw.    Alike  their  eariy  fate. 
To  yield  to  conquering  arms !     Imperial  <(onie 
Was  then  to  them  what  Britain  is  to  these,  * 

And  throogh  the  subject  land  her  trophies  rear*d. 

But  haughty  Rome,  her  ancient  manners  flown. 
Stooped  to  barbaric  rage.    O^ei  her  proud  walls 
The  Goths  prevail,  which  erst  the  Punic  bands 
AssaiPd  in  vain,  though  Cannae's  bloody  field 
Tbeir  valour  own'd,  and  Hannibal  their  guide  t 
Such  is  the  fate  which  mightiest  empires  prove. 
Unless  the  virtues  of  the  son  preserve 
What  his  forefather's  ruder  courage  won  ! 

No  Cato  now  37  the  list'ning  senate  warm*d 
To  love  of  virtuous  deeds,  and  public  weal. 
No  Sciplos  led  her  hardy  sons  to  war. 
With  sense  of  glory  fir'd.    Through  all  her  realms 
Or  hostile  arms  invade,  or  factions  shake 
Her  tott'ring  state.    From  her  p^ud  capicol 
Her  tutelary  god«  retire,  and  Rome, 
Imperial  Rome,  once  mistress  of  the  world, 
A  victim  falls,  so  righteous  Heav^  ordains. 
To  pride  and  luxury's  all-conq'r'mg  charms. 

Meantime  her  ancient  ibes,  erewhile  restraint 
By  Roman  arms,  from  Caledonia's  bills 
Rush  like  a  torrent,  with  resistless  force. 
O'er  Britain's  fenceless  bounds,  and  through  her 
Pour  the  full  tide  of  desolating  war.  [fields 

^ius,  thrice  consul !  now  an  empty  name. 
In  v^in  her  sons  invoke.     In  vain  they  seek 
Relief  in  servitude.    Ev'n  servitude 
Its  miserpible  comforts  now  denies. 
From  shore  to  shore  they  fly.    The  briny  flood, 
A  guardian  once,  their  fiirther  flight  restrains. 
Some  9oujrt  the  boist'rous  deep,  a  milder  foe. 
Some  gatn  the  distant  shores,  and  fondly  hope 
In  each  to  find  a  more  indulgent  home. 
The  rest,  protracting  still  a  wretched  life. 
From  Belgia's  coast  in  wild  despahr  invite 
Its  new  inhabitants,  a  Saxon  race ! 
On  enterf>rise  and  martial  conquest  bent. 
With  joy  tHe  Saxons  to  their  aid  repair. 
And  soon  revenge  thiem  on  their  noithem  foes, 
Revenge  to6  d^rly  bought !  These  courted  guests 
Give  them  short  space*  for  joy.     A  hostile  \oA 
On  their  fair  fields  they  caist,  (for  feeble  hands 
Alas !  too  fair)  and  seize  them  for  their  own. 

And  now  again  the  conquer'd  isle  assi 
Another  fbnp ;  on  ev'ry  plain  and  hill 
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Vast  bound' ly  iiiade«-or  thine,  O  A8hbui740! 
Aih|  Tysoe's^i  wondroiu  theme,  the  martial  borse^ 
Canr'd  on  the  yielding  turf,  armorial  tign 
Of  Ueogist,  SaxQB  chief!  of  Brunswick  now. 
And  with  the  British  lioo  join'd,  the  bird 
Of  Rome  surpassing.    Studious  to  preserve 
The  fky'rite  form,  the  treacherous  conquerors 
Their  vassal  tribes  compel,  with  festive  rites, 
Its  fading  figure  jrearly  to  renew, 
Afld  to  the  neighb'ring  vale  impart  its  name  4*. 


EDGE-HILL. 
BOOK  II.    NOON. 


ARGUMENT. 

Noon.  The  mid-scene  from  the  castle  on  Ratley- 
hilL  More  particular  accounts  of  the  several 
parts  of  thb  scene,  and  of  whatever  is  most  re- 
markable in  it  Warwick.  Its  antiquity.  His- 
torical account  of  the  earls  of  Warwick.  Story 
of  Guy.  Guy's  Cliiie.  Kenelworth.  Its  castle. 
History  of  it.  Balsal.  Wnnal.  Coventry.  Its 
environs.  Manufactures.  Story  of  Godiva.  Per- 
oration. 


Tbb  San,  whose  eastern  ray  had  scarcely  gih 
The  mountain's  brow  while  up  the  steep  ascent 
With  early  step  we  climbM,  now  wide  displays 
His  radiant  orb,  and  half  his  daily  stage 
Hath  nearly  measured.     From  th*  illumin'd  vale 
Th«  soaring  mists  are  drained,  and,  o*er  the  hill. 
No  more  breathes  grateful  the  cool,  balmy  air. 
Cheering  our  search,  and  urging  on  our  steps 
Delif^tAiL    See,  the  languid  herds  forsake 
The  burning  mead,  and  creep  beneath  the  shade 
Of  ^treading  tree,  or  sbelt'ring  hedge-row  tall: 
Or,  in  the  mant'ling  pool,  rude  reservoir 
Of  wintry  rains,  and  the  slow,  thrifty  spring  I 
Cool  their  parch*d  limbs,  and  lave  their  panting  sides. 

Let  us  too  seek  the  shade.    Yon  airy  dome, 
Beneath  whose  lofty  battlements  we  found 
A  covert  passage  to  these  sultry  realms. 
Invites  our  drooping  strength,  and  well  befriends 
The  pleasing  comment  on  fair  Nature's  book. 
In  sumptuous  volume,  opened  to  our  view. 

Ye  sportive  nymphs !  that  o'er  the  rural  scene 
Preside,  yon  chief!  that  haunt  the  flow'ry  banks 
Of  Avon,  where,  with  more  miyestic  wave, 
Warwick's  illustrious  lord,  through  the  gfay  meads 
His  dancing  current  guides,  or  round  the  lawn 
Directs  th'  embroidered  verge  of  various  dyes, 
O  !  teach  me  all  its  graces  to  unfold. 
And  with  your  praise  join  his  attendant  fame. 

T  is  well !     Here  shelter'd  from  the  scorching 
At'Urg®  we  view  the  subject  vale  sublime,     [heat. 
And  unimpeded.    Hence  its  limits  trace 
Stretching,  in  wanton  bound'ry,  from  the  foot 
Of  this  green  mountain,  far  as  human  ken 

40  Ashbury,  in  Berkshire,  near  which  is  the  figure 
of  a  horse  cut  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  in  whitish  earth, 
which  gives  name  to  the  neighbouring  valley. 

4>  The  figpire  of  the  red  horse,  here  described,  is 
m  the  parish  of  Tysoe. 

4'  Called,  from  this  figure,  the  Vale  of  Red- 
Horse. 


I  Can  reacb,  a  theatre  immense !  adom*d 
With  ornaments  of  sweet  variety, 
By  Nature's  pencil  drawn — the  level  meads, 
A  verdant  floor!  with  brightest  gems  inlaid. 
And  richly  painted  flow'rs — the  tillag'd  plain. 
Wide  waving  to  the  Sun  a  rival  blaze 
Of  gold,  best  source  of  wealth !— the  prouder  hills. 
With  outline  fkir,  in  naked  pompdisphiy'd. 
Round,  angular,  oblong;  and  others  crown'd 
With  graceful  fbliage.     Over  all  her  horn 
Fair  Plenty  pours,  and  cultivation  spreads. 
Her  height'ning  lustre.     See,  beneath  her  touch. 
The  smiling  harvests  rise,  with  bending  line 
And  wavy  ridge,  along  the  dappled  glebe 
Stretching  their  lengtben'd  beds.  Her  careful  hand 
Piles  up  the  yellow  grain,  or  rustling  hay 
Adust  for  wintry  store — the  long-ridg'd  mow, 
Or  shapely  pyramid,  with  conic  roof. 
Dressing  the  landscape.    She  the  thick-wove  fence 
Nurses,  and  adds,  with  care,  the  hedge^row  elm. 
Around  her  fums  and  villages  she  plans 
The  rural  garden,  yielding  wholesome  food 
Of  simple  viands,  and  the  fragrant  herb 
Medicinal.    The  well-rang'd  orchard  now 
She  orders,  or  the  shelt'ring  clump,  or  tuft 
Of  hardy  trees,  the  wintry  storms  to  curb. 
Or  guaiti  the  sweet  retreat  of  village  swain. 
With  health  and  plenty  crown'd.    Fair  Science  next. 
Her  ofi^pring  I  adds  towns,  cities,  vaulted  domes. 
And  spleudid  palaces,  and  chases  large. 
With  lake,  and  planted  grove.  Hence  Warwick,  fhir 
With  rising  buildings,  Coventry's  tall  spires, 
And  Kenelworth !  thy  stately  castle  rose. 
Which  still,  in  ruin,  charms  th'  astonish'd  sight. 
To  crown  the  beauteous  scene,  the  curtained  sky. 
Its  canopy  divine  of  azure  tint. 
Spreads  heav'nly  fair,  and  softens  ev'ry  charm. 

Now  yet  again,  wiUi  accurate  survey. 
The  level  plain,  hills  rising  various,  woods. 
And  meadows  green,  the  simple  cut,  and  towns, 
NursVies  of  arts  and  commerce !    Warwick,  fair 
With  rising  buildings,  Coventry's  tall  spires. 
Magnificent  in  ruin  Kenelworth ! 
And  still  more  distant  scenes,  with  le^^ends  strange. 
And  smoky  arts,  taught  in  the  dusky  schools 
Of  Tubal's  sons,  attentive  let  us  scan. 
And  all  their  charms  and  mysteries  e3q>lore. 

First  view,  but  cautious,  the  vast  precipice  ; 
Lest,  startled  at  the  giddy  height,  thy  sense 
Swimming  iforsake  thee,  and  thy  trembling  limbs, 
Unnerv'd,  and  fault'ring,  threaten  dang*rous  lapse. 
Along  th'  indented  bank,  the  forest  tribes. 
The  thin-Ieav'd  ash,  dark  oak,  and  glossy  beech. 
Of  polish 'd  rind,  their  branching  boughs  extend. 
With  blended  tints  and  amicable  strife. 
Forming  a  cbecker'd  shade.     Below,  the  lavus. 
With  spacious  sweep  and  wild  declivity. 
To  yellow  plains  their  sloping  verdure  join,  [herds 
There,  white  with  flocks,  and  in  her  num'rOus 
Exulting,  Chadsunt's  pastures ',  large  and  fair. 
Salute  the  sight,  and  witness  to  the  feme 
Of  Litchfield's  mitred  saint '.    The  furzy  heaths       ' 
Succeed  ;  close  refuge  of  the  tim*rous  hare, 
Or  prowling  fox,  but  refuge  insecure ! 
From  their  dark  covert  oft  the  hunter-train 
Rouse  them  unwilling,  and  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
With  wild  tumultuous  joy,  their  steps  pursue. 

X  The  seat  of  James  Newsam  Craggs,  esq* 
>  St.  Chadd. 
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Just  yengeance  on  the  midnight  thief!  and  life 
WHk  life  atoned  !  But  that  poor,  trembling  wretch ! 
*<  Who  doabte  if  now  she  lives/'  what  hath  she  done ; 
Guiltless  of  blood,  and  impotent  of  wrong  ? 
How  numerous,  bow  insatiate  yet  her  foes  ! 
Ev'n  in  these  thickets,  where  she  vainly  sought 
A  safe  retreat  from^man^s  unfeeling  race, 
The  busy  hound,  to  blood  and  slaughter  trained. 
Snuffs  her  sweet  vapour,  and,  to  murUiYous  rage 
By  mad*ning  sounds  impeli'd,  in  her  close  seat 
With  fury  tears  her,  and  her  corse  devours : 
Or  scares  her  o'er  the  fields,  and,  by  the  scent. 
With  keen  desire  of  reeking  gore  inflam'd. 
Loud  bellowing^  tortures  hen  with  deathfiil  cries. 
Nor  more  secure  her  path  !    Man  even  there, 
Watching,  with  foul  intent,  her  secret  haunts. 
Plants  instruments  of  death,  and  round  her  neck 
The  fetal  snare  entwines.    Thus  innocence. 
In  humau  things,  by  wily  fraud  ensnared. 
Oft  helpless  feUs,  while  the  bold  plund'rer  'scapes. 
Next  the  wide  champaign,  and  the  cheerful  downs 
Claim  notice;  chiefly  thine,  p  Chesterton^ ! 
Pre-eminent.    Nor  'scape  the  roving  eye 
Thy  solemn  wood,  and  Roman  vestiges. 
Encampment  green,  or  military  road ! 
Amustve  to  the  grave  historic  mind. 
Thee  TBohbroke4  joins  with  venerable  shade. 
Nor  distant  fer,  in  Saxon  annals  fem'd. 
The  rural  court  of  Oflb  \  Mercian  king  \ 
Where,  sever*d  from  its  trunk,  low  lies  the  head 
Of  brave  Fermundus,  slain  by  coward  bands, 
As  on  the  turf  supine  in  sleep  he  lay. 
Nor  wist  it  sleep  from  which  to  wake  uq  more ! 

Now  Warwick  claims  the  song;  supremely  feir 
In  this  fmhr  reahn ;  conspicuous  rais'd  to  view 
On  the  firm  rock,  a  beauteous  eminence 
For  health  and  pleasure  form*d.    Full  to  the  south 
A  stately  range  of  high  embattled  walls 
And  ViXtf  tow*rs,  and  precipices  vast. 
Its  gtfardian  worth  and  ancient  pomp  confess^ 
The  northern  hills',  where  Superstition  long 
Her  gloomy  rites  maintained,  a  tranquil  scene 
Of  gentler  arts,  and  pleasures  more  refin'd, 
Di^lays.    Lawns,  parks,  and  meadows  fair, 
And  groves  around  their  mingled  graces  join. 
And  Avon  pours  his  tributary  stream. 

On  thee  contending  kings  their  bounty  pour'd*. 
And  call'd  the  favoured  city  by  their  names. 
Thy  worth  the  Romans  published  9,  when  to  thee 
Their  l^^ions  thejr  oonsign'd.    Thee,  Ethelflede  ><>, 
Thy  guardian  fair !  with  royal  grace  restor'd. 
When  Pagan  foes  had  raz'd  thy  goodly  streets. 
A  monarch's  care,  those  walls  to  learning  raised  ", 

1    A  BAof  nf  thA  rifrltf    twrn.  \nri\  WlWnntrhhv  A» 


These  an  asylum  to  declining  age** 

A  Leicester's  love  proclaim.    Nor  pass  unsung 

The  train  of  gallant  chiefs,  by  thy  lov'd  name 

Distinguish'd,  and  by  deeds  of  high  renown 

Gracmg  the  lofty  title.     Arthgal  '^  first. 

And  brave  Morvidus,  fam'd  in  Druid  song, 

And  British  annals.    Fair  Felicia's  sire, 

Rohand !  and  with  her  join'd  in  wedded  love, 

Immortal  Ouy  !  who  near  Wintonia's  walls 

With  that  gigantic braggard  Colebrand  bight!  ' 

For  a  long  summer's  day  sole  fight  maintain'd. 

But  huge  gigantic  size,  and  braggart  oaths. 

And  sword,  or  massy  club,  dismay'd  thee  not. 

Thy  skill  the  stroke  eluded,  or  thy  shield 

Harmless  receiv'd,  while  on  his  batter'd  sides 

Fell  thick  thy  galUng  blows,  till  from  his  bands 

Down  dropp'd  the  pond'rous  weapon,  and  himsdf 

Prostrate,  to  thy  keen  blade  his  grizly  head 

Reluctant  yielded.    Lamentations  loud. 

And  shouts  victorious,  in  strange  concert  join'd» 

Proclaim  the  champion's  feH.    Thee  Athelstan 

His  great  deliverer  owns,  and  meditates 

With  honours  fair,  and  festive  pomp  to  crown. 

But  other  meed  thy  thoughtful  mind  employ'd. 

Intent  in  heav'nly  solitude  to  sj^end 

The  precious  eve  of  life.    Yet  shall  the  Muse 

Thy  deed  record,  and  on  her  patriot  list 

Enrol  thy  name,  though  many  a  Saxon  chief 

She  leaves  unsung.    A  Norman  race  succeeds. 

To  thee,  fair  town  '* !  by  charitable  deeds 

And  pious  gifU  endear'd.    The  Beauchamps  too 

Thou  claim'st,  for  arms  and  courtly  manners  fam'd ! 

Him  chief",  whom  three  imperial  Henrys  erown'cl 

With  envied  honours.    Mirror  feir  was  he 

Of  valour,  and  6i  knightly  feats,  achieved 

In  tilt  and  tournament.    Thee  Nevil  ■*  1 

For  bold  exploits  renown'd,  widi  civil  strife 

When    Bntain's  bleeding   realm    her  wreakneas 

And  half  her  nobles  in  the  contest  slain    [moam'd* 

Of  York  and  Lancaster,    tie,  sworn  to  both. 

As  int'rest  tempted,  or  resentment  fir*d. 

To  Henry  now,  and  now  to  Edward  join'd 

His  powerful  aid ;  now  both  to  empire  rais'd. 

Now  from  their  summit  plucked,  till  in  the  strifb 

By  EdwanTs  conquering  arms  at  length  he  fdL 

Thou,  Clarence  ■?,  next,  and  next  thy  hapless  sod. 

The  last  Plantagenet  '^  awhile  app^m 

To  dignify  the  list ;  both  sacrific'd 

To  barb'rous  policy !  Proud  Dudley  "9  now 

<>  The  hospital. 

■^  The  first  eari  of  Warwick,  and  one  of  tbe 
knights  of  kin£  Arthur's  round  table. 

M  Henry  de  Novo  Bnrgo,  the  first  Norman  col. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EDO&HILL.    BOOK  U. 


S9S 


Tnm  Edward*8  hand  the  \m$ht  diitiiictkNi  bore, 
Bat  tooD  to  Iffary  paid  his  forfeit  head. 
And  ia  hit  &te  a  wretched  race  involvM : 
Tbeo  chief,  thee  wept  by  ev'ry  gentle  Muse, 
Fair  Jane  ^ !  untimel  j  doomed  to  bloody  death. 
For  treaiOB  oat  thy  own.    To  Rich'a  ^  line 
Was  then  transferred  th'  illustrious  name,  to  thine, 
O  Oreville  >> !  last    Late  may  it  there  rftnain  ! 
With  promise  feir,  as  now,  (more  fair  what  heart 
Parental  craves  ?)  of  long,  transmiisiTe  worth. 
Frond  Warwick's  name,  w=  th  growing  fame  to  grace. 
And  crown,  with  lasting  joy,  her  castled  bill. 

Hail,  stately  pile)  fit  mansion  for  the  great ! 
Worthy  the  loAy  title !  Worthy  him 'i. 
To  Beanchamp*sgaliant  race  allied!  the  friend 
Of  gentle  Sidney !  to  whose  long  desert. 
In  royal  councils  pror'd,  his  sovereign's  gift 
Consign 'd  the  lofty  structure :  worthy  he  1 
Hie  lofty  structure's  splendour  to  restore. 

Nor  less  intent  who  now,  by  lineal  right, 
His  pkca  sustains,  with  reparations  bold. 
And  weU-attemper'd  dignity  to  grace 
Th' embattled  walls.  Nor  spares  his  genVous  mind 
The  cost  of  rural  work;  plantation  large. 
Forest,  or  fragrant  shrub;  or  sheltered  walks. 
Or  ample,  verdant  lawns,  where  the  sleek  dear 
Sport  on  the  brink  of  Avon^s  flood,  or  graae 
Beneath  the  rising  walls ;  magnificence 
With  grace  uniting,  and  enlarged  delight 
Of  prospect  fair,  and  Nature's  smiling  scenes ! 

Still  is  the  oolottring  feint    0 1  coold  my  vem. 
Like  their  Louisa's  h  pencil'd  shades,  describe 
The  tcHr^rs,  the  woods,  the  lawns,  the  winding  stream, 
Fair  like  her  fbnn,  and  like  her  birth  sublime! 
Not  Windsor's  royal  scenes  by  Denham  sung. 
Or  that  more  tuneful  bard  on  Twick'nam*s  shore, 
Should  boast^a  loftier  strain,  but  in  my  verse 
Their  feme  should  live,  as  lives,  proportion'd  true, 
Their  beaotcoiis  image  in  her  graven  lines. 

Tmnsporting  theme !  on  which  I  still  coold  waste 
The  lingering  hours,  and  still  protract  the  song 
With  new  delightj  but  thy  example,  Ouy  ! 
Calls  me  from  scenes  of  pomp,  and  earthly  pride, 
To  muse  with  thee  in  thy  sequestered  cell  '>. 

Here  the  calm  scene  lolls  the  tumultoons  breast 

*•  Lady  Jane  Grey,  married  to  a  son  of  the  earl 
of  Warwick. 

X  Robert  knd  Rich,  created  carl  of  Warwiek  by 
James  L 

*»  Oreville  k>rd  Brook,  first  created  earl  Brook 
of  Warwick  cattle,  and  afterwards  earl  of  War- 
widL,  by  king  George  II. 

^  Sir  Fnlke  Greville,  made  baron  Brook  of 
Qeanchamp's-cooit,  by  James  I.  had  the  castle  of 
Wanrick,  then  in  a  ruinous  ooodition,  granted  to 
him  ;  upon  which  he  laid  out  20,000/.  He  lies 
buried  in  a  neat  octagon  building,  on  the  north 
1^  of  the  chancel  at  Warwick,  under  a  fine  marble 
monument,  on  which  is  the  Ibllowinff  very  signifi- 


To  sweet  coinposora.    Here  the  gliding  ttrtaiB, 

That  winds  its  wat'ry  path  in  many  a  UMse, 

As  loth  to  leave  the  enchanted  spot,  invites 

!>>  moralize  on  fleeting  tim6  and  life, 

With  all  its  treacherous  sweets  and  feding  joyi^ 

In  emblem  shown,  by  many  a  short-liv'd  flow'r. 

That  on  its  margin  smiles,  and  smiling  fella 

To  join  its  paren  earth.    Here  let  me  delve. 

Near  thine,  my  chaoiber  in  the  peaceful  rock. 

And  think  no  more  of  gilded  palaces. 

And  luxury  of  sense.    From  the  tiird  glebe. 

Or  ever-teeming  brook,  my  frugal  meal 

I  'II  gain,  and  slake  my  thirst  at  yonder  spring. 

Like  thee,  I  Ml  climb  the  steep,  and  mark  the  i 

How  fair  !  how  passing  fair  !  in  grateful  strains 

Singing  the  praises  of  creative  love. 

Like  thee,  I  '11  tend  the  call  of  mattin  bell«^ 

To  early  orisons,  and  latest  tone 

My  evening  song  to  that  naore  wondrous  lore. 

Which  sav'd  us  from  the  grand  apostate's  wiles. 

And  righteous  vengeance  of  Almighty  ire. 

Justly  iocens'd.    O,  pow'r  of  grace  divine  ! 

When  mercy  met  with  truth,  with  juttice,  peace. 

Thou,  holy  hermit !  in  this  league  secure, 

Did'st  wait  Death's  vanquish^  spectre  as  a  friend. 

To  change  thy  mortal  coil  for  heav'nly  bliss. 

Next,  Kenelworth !  thy  fame  invites  the  soof. 
Assemblage  sweet  of  social  and  serene ! 
But  chiefly  two  feir  streets,  in  adverse  rows, 
Their  lengthened  fronts  extend,  reflecting  each 
Beauty  on  each  reciprocal.    Between, 
A  verdant  valley,  slop'd  from  either  side. 
Forms  the  mid-space,  where  gently  gliding  flowt 
A  crystal  stream,  beneath  the  mould*ring  base 
Of  an  old  abbey's  venerable  walls. 
Still  further  in  the  vale  her  castle  h'fts 
Its  stately  tow'rs,  and  tott'ring  battlements, 
Dress'd  with  the  rampant  ivy's  uncheck'd  growth 
Luxuriant    Here  let  us  pause  awhile, 
To  read  the  melancholy  tale  of  pomp 
Laid  low  in  dust,  and,  from  hutoric  page. 
Compose  its  epitaph.    Hail,  Clinton  '7  f  hail  f 
Thy  Norman  founder  still  yon  neighb'ring  Green  **, 
And  massy  walls,  with  style  imperial  grac'd^. 
Record.    The  Montforts  3°  thee  with  hardy  daedi^ 
And  memorable  siege  by  Henrsr's  arma^'. 
And  senatorial  acts,  that  bear  thy  name, 
Disthigutsh.    Thee  the  bold  Lancastrian  line  <*, 
A  ro3ral  train  1  from  valiant  Gaunt  deriv'd, 
Grace  with  new  lustre;  till  Elizas  hand 
Transferr'd  thy  waHs  to  Leicester's  favour'd  earlui. 
He  long,  beneath  thy  roof,  the  maiden  queen, 

"^  Here  was  anciently  an  oratory,  wha^  tra- 
dition says,  Guy  spent  the  latter  psjt  of  his  life  in 
devotional  exercises. 

^  GeofiVy  de  Clinton,  who  built  both  the  castle 
and  the  a^^oining  monastery.  Tern.  Hen;  L 

*•  CJinton  Green. 

^  CsBsar's  Tower. 
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And  all  her  courtly  guesfs,  witli  rtte  device 
Of  mask,  and  emblematic  scenery, 
Tritons,  and  sea-nympbs,  and  the  floating  isle, 
Detain'd.    Nor  feats  of  prowess,  joust,  or  tilt 
Of  hamess'd  knights,  nor  rustic  revelry 
Were  wanting;  nor  the  dance,  and  sprightly  mirai 
Beneath  the  festive  walls,  with  regal  state. 
And  choicest  lux'ry  serv'd.     But  regal  state. 
And  sprighdy  mirth,  beneath  the  festive  root 
Are  now  no  more.    No  more  assembled  crowds 
At  the  sterfa  porter's  lodge  admittance  crave. 
No  more,  with  plaint,  or  suit  importunate. 
The  thronged  lobby  echoes,  nor  with  staff,     ■ 
Or  gaudy  badge,  the  busy  pursuivants 
lead  to'wisfa'd  audience.    AH,  alas  ?  is  gone. 
And  Silence  keeps  her  melancholy  court 
Throughout  the  walls ;  save,  where,  in  rooms  of  state. 
Kings  once  repos'd !  chatter  the  wranglmg  daws, 
Or  screech-owls  hoot  along  the  vaulted  isles. 
No  more  the  trumpet  caf  Is  the  martiaf  band. 
With  sprightly  summons,  Co  the  guarded  lists ; 
Nor  lofty  galleries  their  pride  disclose 
Of  beauteous  nymphs  in  courtly  pomp  attir'd, 
Watching,  with  trembling  hearts,  the  doubtful  strife. 
And,  with  their  looks,  inspiring  wondrous  deeds. 
No  more  the  lakie  displays  its  pageant  shows. 
And  emblematic  forms.    Alike  the  lake 
And  all  its  emblematic  forms  are  flown. 
And  in  thfeir  place  mute  flocks,  and  heifers  graze, 
Or  buxom  damsels  ted  the  new-mown  hay. 

What  art  thon.  Grandeur!  with  thy  flattering  train 
Of  pompous  lies,  and  boastful  promises  ? 
Where  are  they  now,  and  what 's  their  mighty  sum  ? 
All,  all  are  vanished  !  like  the  fleeting  forms 
Drawn  in  an  evening  cloud.    Nought  now  remains. 
Save  these  sad  relics  of  departed'  pomp; 
These  spoils  of  time,  a  monumental  pile ! 
Which  to  the  vain  its  mournful  tale  relates. 
And  warns  them  not  to  trust  to  fleeting  d^n^^s. ' 

Thee  too,  though  boasting  not  a  royal  tram. 
The  Muse,  O  Balshal  34 !  in  her  fiaiithful  page 
Shall  celebrate :  for  long  beneath  thy  roof 
A  band  of  warriors  bold,  of  high  renown. 
To  martial  deeds  and  hazardous  emprise 
Sworn,  for  defence  of  Salem's  sacred  walls. 
From  Paynim  foes^  and  holy  pilgrimage. 
Now  other  guests  thou  entertain'st, 
A  female  band,  by  female  charity 
SusUin'd.    Thee,  Wroxal  3T  !  too,  in  fame  allied. 
Seat  of  the  poet's,  and  the  Mnse*s  friend ! 
My  verse  shall  sing,  with  thy  long-exil'd  knight. 
By  LeonanTs  pray'rs,  from  distant  servitude. 
To  these  brown  thickets,  and  his  mournful  mate;, 
Invisibly  convey^    Yet  doubted'  she 
His  speech  and  alter'd  form,  and  better  proof 
Impatient  urg'd.    (So  Ithaca's  chaste  queen 
Hbr  much-wish'd  lord,  by  twice  ten  absent  years 
And  wise  Minemt's  guardian  care  disguis'd. 
Acknowledged  not:  so,  with  suspended  &ith. 
His  bridal  claim  repressed.)    Straight  he  displays 
Part  of  the  nuptial  ring  between  them  sRar*d, 
When  ill  the  bold  crotade  his  shield  he  bore. 


The  twin'  memoriaf  of  their  plightedf  fov« 
Within  her  fi&ithful  bosom  she  retaifi'd. 
Quick  from  its  shrine  the  hallow'd  pledge  she  d'reiT^ 
To  match  it  with  its  mate,  when,  strange  to  tell  I 
No  sooner  had  the  separated  curves 
Approach'd  each  Other,  but,  with  sudden  spring, 
Tliey  jbin'd  again,  and*  the  small  drcfe  clos'd. 
So  they,  long  severed,  met  in  close  embrace. 

At  length,  O  Coventry  !  thy  neigfab*ring  fields 
And  fair  surrounding  Villas,  we  attend, 
Allesley3<,  and  Whitley's  3i  pastures,  9tivichale>% 
That  views  with  lasting  joy  thy  green  domaina. 
And  Bagington^s  ^'Vfair  walls,  and  Stooely  ^ !  thine. 
And  Coombc*s4<  majestic  pile,  btith  boasting  once 
Monastic  pomp,  still  equal  in  renown ! 
And,  as  their  kindred  fortunes  they  compare. 
Applauding  more  the  present  than  the  pasitL 
Ev'n  now  the  penciPd  sheets,  unroll'd,  display 
More  sprightiy  charms  of  beauteous  lawn,  and 

grove, 
And  sweetly-wamTring  paths,  and  ambient  stream. 
To  cheer  with  lasting  flow  th'  enamelPd  scene. 
And  themes  of  song  for  future  bards  prepare. 

Fair  city !  thus  envifon'd  !  and  thyself 
For  rojral  grants  and  silken  arts  renown'd  ! 
To  thee  the  dbcile  youth  repair^  and  leam»- 
With  sidelong  glance  and  nimble  stroke,- to  ply 
The  flitting  sbuttie,  while  their  active  feet. 
In  mystic  movements;  press  the  subtle  st0pa 
Of  the  loom's  complicated  fVame,  contriVd, 
From  the  loose  thread,  to  form,- with  wondrous  art,, 
A  texture  close,  inwrought  m€tk  choice  device 
Of  flow'r,  or  foliage  gay,  to  the  rich  stuf^ 
Or  silky  web,  imparting  fisirer  worth. 
Nor  shall  the  Muse,  in  her  descriptive  song. 
Neglect  firom  dark  oblivion  to  preserve 
Thy  mould'ring  cross  4*,  with  omamoit  pfofbae 
Of  pinnacles,  and  niches,  proudly  rais'd. 
Height  above  height,  a  sculptul^d  chronicle ! 
leps  lasting  than  the  monumental  verae. 
Nor  aoomful  will  she  flout  thy  cavalcade. 
Made  yearly  to  Godiva*s  deathless  praise;, 
While  gaping  crowds  around  her  pageant  thnngr 
With  prying  look  and  stupid  Wooderment. 
Not  so  the  Muse !  who,  with  her  firtne  fir'd. 
And  love  of  thy  renown,'  in  notes  as  chaste 
As  hef  fair  purpose,  fron)  memorials  dark. 
Shall,  to  the  listening  ear,  her  tale  explaha. 

When  Edward^,  lost  of  Egbert's*  royal  race, 
O'er  sev'n  united  realms  the  sceptre  sway*d, 
Proud  Leofric,  with  trtait  of  sov'reign  pow'r, 
The  subject  Merciids  rul'd.    His  lofty  state 
The  loveliest  of  her  sex  t  a  noble  dame 
Of  Thorold's  ancient  line,  Godiva  shar'd. 
But  pageant  pomp  charm'd  not  her  saintly  mind 
Like  virtuous  deeds,  and  care  of  others^  wmL 

3fi  The  seat  of  M.  Neale,  esq. 

37  The8eatofEd.Bowater,eiq.;  Bowbdeogiag 
to  Francis  Wheeler,  esq. 

3S  The  seat  of  Arthur  Gregory,  esq. ; 
ing  a  j>leasant  view  of  Coventry  Pork,  Jcc 
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finch  tender  ftmioiit  in  his  banghty  breast 

He  cherished  not,  but  with  despotic  sway 

Coatrord  his  ▼assal  tribes,  and,  from  their  toily 

His  Imnry  maintainM.    Godira  saw 

Their  plaintive  looks;  with  grief  she  saw  thy  sons, 

O  Coventry !  by  tjrrant  laws  oppress'd. 

And  urg'd  her  haughty  lord,  but  nrg*d  in  yam ! 

With  patriot-rule,  thy  drooping  arts  to  cheer. 

Yet,  though  forbidden  e'er  again  to  move 

In  what  so  much  his  lofty  state  concem'd, 

Not  so  from  thought  of  charitable  deed 

Deaiatad  she,  but  amiably  perverse 

Her  hopeless  suit  renew'd*    Bold  was  th'  attempt ! 

Yet  not  more  bold  than  fair,  if  pitying  sighs 

Be  fiur,  and  charity  irhich  knows  no  boonds. 

What  had'st  thou  then  to  fear  from  wrath  inflamM 

At  such  transcendent  guilt,  rebellion  join'd 

With  female  weakness  and  ufftcioiis  seal  ? 

So  thy  stem  lord  might  call  the  gen*rons  deed; 

Perhaps  might  punish  as  befitted  deed 

So  call'd,  if  love  restrain'd  not:  jret  though  love 

O'er  anger  triumfHiM,  and  imperious  rule, 

Kot  o'er  his  pride ;  which  better  to  mamtain. 

His  Answer  thus  he  artfully  retum'd. 

"  Why  will  the  lovely  partner  of  my  joys, 
^orKdden,  thus  her  wild  petition  urge  ? 
Think  not  my  breast  is  steel'd  against  the  claims 
Of  sweet  humanity^    Think  not  I  hear 
Begardless  thy  request     If  piety, 
Or  other  motive,  with  mistaken  seal, 
Caird  to  thy  aid,  pierc*d  not  my  stubborn  frame, 
Yet  to  the  pleader's  worth,  and  modest  charms, 
Would  my  fond  love  no  trivial  gift  impart 
Bot  pomp  and  ftmie  forbid.    That  vassalage, 
Which,  thoughtless,  thou  wonld'st  tempt  me  to 

dissolve, 
Exalts  our  splendour,  and  augments  my  pow'r. 
With  tender  bosoms  fbrm'd,  and  yidding  hearts. 
Your  sex  soon  melts  at  sights  of  vulgar  woe ; 
Heedless  how  glory  fires  the  monUf  breast 
With  love  of  rank  sublime.    This  principle 
hi  fismale  minds  a  feebler  empire  holds, 
Oppoatng  less  the  spedous  arguments 
For  milder  rule,  and  ftvedom's  popular  theme. 
But  plant  some  gentler  passion  in  its  room. 
Some  virtuous  instinct  suited  to  your  make. 
As  glory  Is  to  oois,  alike  requir*d 
A  ransom  for  the  vulgar's  vassal  state. 
Then  wovld'st  thou  soon  the  strong  contention  own. 
And  justify  my  conduct    Thou  art  fair. 
And  chaste  as  fshr;  with  nicest  sense  of  shame^ 
And  sanctity  of  tbotfght    Thy  bosom  thou 
Bidst  ne'er  expose  to  shameless  dalliance 
Of  wanton  eyes ;  nor,  ill-ooncealmg  it 
Beneath  the  treach'roos  cov'ring,  tempt  asida 
The  secret  glance,  with  meditated  fraod.     , 
Go  now,  and  lay  thy  modest  garments  by: 
hi  naked  beauty  mocmt  thy  milk-white  steed. 
And  through  the  streets,  in  Hen  of  open  day, 
-And  gazing  slsrves,  their  fair  deliv*rer  ride: 
Then  will  I  own  thy  pity  was  sincere. 
Applaud  thy  virtue,  and  confirm  thy  suit 
But  if  thou  lik'st  not  such  ungentle  terms. 
And  sure  thy  soul  the  guilty  thought  abhors ! 
Know  then  that  LeofHc,  like  thee,  can  fed, 
like  thee,  may  pity,  while  he  seems  severe. 
And  urge  thy  suit  no  more.'*  His  speech  he  cloa'd. 
And,  with  strange  oaths,  oonflrm'd  the  sad  decree. 

Again,  within  Godiva's  gentle  breast 
New  tamoltt  rose.    At  length  her  female  fean 


Gave  way,  and  sweet  humanity  fNTevatTdd 
Reluctant,  but  resolv'd,  the  matchless  hit 
Gives  all  her  naked  beauty  to  the  Sun : 
Ihen  mounts  her  milk-white  steed,  and,  through 

the  streets. 
Rides  feariess;  her  dishevetl'd  hair  a  veil ! 
That  o'er  her  beauteous  limbs  luxuriant  flow'd, 
Nurs'd  long  by  Fate  for  this  important  day ! 
Prostrate  to  eaith  th'  astonish'd  vassals  bow. 
Or  to  their  inmost  privacies  retire. 
All,  but  one  prying  slave  j  who  fondly  hop'd, , 
With  venial  curiosity,  to  gaxe 
On  such  a  wondrous  dame.    But  foul  disgrace 
O'ertook  the  bold  ofiender,  and  he  stands. 
By  just  decree,  a  spectacle  abborr'd. 
And  lasting  monument  of  swift  revenge' 
For  thoughts  impure,  aud  beauty's  li^ur'd  i 
Ye  guwdians  of  her  rights,  so  nobly  won  ( 
Cherish  the  Muse,  who  first  in  modem  strains 
Essay'd  to  sing  your  lovely  patriot's  44  fame. 
Anxious  to  rescue  from  oblivious  time 
Such  matchless  virtue,  her  heroic  deed 
Illustrate,  and  jrour  gay  proceisioQ  grace* 


EDOE'HILL. 
^OOK  lit    AFTERNOON. 

ARGOMINT. 

Addre^  Ui  the  right  hon.  the  earf  of  Clarendon. 
MMaphysieal  subtleties  exploded.  Philosophical 
account  of  vision,  and  optic  glasses.  Objects  of 
sight  not  sufficiently  regarded  on  account  of 
their  being  common.  Story  relative  thereto. 
Retun  to  the  mid-scene.  SoUhuL  School  scene;. 
Bremicham.  tts  manufactures.  Coal  mines. 
Iron  ore.    Process  of  it    Panegyric  upon  iron. 


AoAOf,  the  Muse  her  airy  flight  essays. 
Will  Villers,  skill'd  alike  in  classic  song. 
Or,  with  a  critic's  eye,  to  trace  the  charms 
pf  Nature's  beauteous  scenes,  attend  the  lay  ? 
Will  he,  accustom'd  to  soft  Latian  dimes, 
As  to  their  softer  numbers,  deign  awhile 
To  quit  the  Mantuan  bard's  harmonious  strain. 
By  sweet  attraction  of  the  theme  allur'd  ? 
The  latian  poet's  song  is  still  the  same. 
Not  so  the  Latian  fields.    The  gentle  Arts 
That  made  those  fields  so  fsir,  when  Gothic  rule^ 
And  Superstition,  with  her  bigot  train, 

44  See  Dogdale*s  Antiquities  of  Warwickshire. 

It  b  pleasant  enough  to  observe,  with  what  gravity 
the  above-mentioned  learned  writer  dwells  on  the 
praises  of  this  renowned  lady.  <*  And  now,  before  I 
proceed,"  says  he,  *<  I  have  a  word  more  to  say  of 
the  noble  countess  Godeva,  which  is,  that  bendes  her 
devout  advancement  of  that  pious  work  of  his,  i.  •• 
her  husband  Leofric,  in  this  magnificent  monastery, 
via.  of  monks  at  Coventry,  she  gave  her  whole  trea- 
sure thereto,  and  sent  for  skilftd  goldsmiths,  who^ 
with  all  the  gold  and  silver  she  had,  made  crosses, 
iouiges  of  saints,  and  other  cnrioos  ornaments." 
Which  passages  may  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  d»> 
votion  and  patriotism  of  those  times.^^  ^<  ^^ .  ^ 
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FfatM  tberc  tbeir  gloomy  leat,  to  this  fiur  nle 
Retir'dt  #ith  Freedom's  gen'rout  sont  to  direll, 
To  grace  her  citief ,  mod  her  smilfaig  plains 
With  plenty  clothe,  and  crown  the  rural  toiL 

Nor  hath  he  (bund,  throoghont  thoee  spacioas 
Where  Albif  flows,  and  Ifter'ssUtely  flood,  [realms 
More  verdant  meads,  or  more  superb  remi|h» 
Of  old  magnifleence,  than  his  own  fields 
Display,  where  dinton's  ■  yeoe^ble  walls 
In  ruin,  still  their  ancient  grandeur  tell. 

Requires  there  aoght  of  learning's  pompous  aid 
To  prove  that  all  this  outward  frame  of  things 
Is  what  it  seems,  not  unsubstantial  air. 
Ideal  vision,  or  a  waking  dream. 
Without  existence,  save  what  faticy  gives  ? 
Shall  we,  beoanse  we  strive  in  vain  to  tell 
How  matter  acts  on  incorporeal  mind. 
Or  how,  when  steep  has  lock'd  up  ev'ry  sense, 
Or  fevers  rage,  imagination  paints 
Unreal  soeiies,  reject  what  sober  sense 
And  calmest  thought  attest?  Shall  we  confound 
SUtes  wholly  different  ?  Sleep  with  wakeful  life  ? 
Disease, with  health  ?  This  were  to  quit  the  day, 
And  seek  our  path  at  midnight.    To  renounce 
Man*8  surest  evidence,  and  idoliEe 
Imagination.    Hence  then  banish  we 
These  metaphysic  subtleties,  and  mark 
The  curious  structure  of  th^  vbual  erbs. 
The  windows  of  the  mind ;  substance  how  dear, 
Aqueous  or  crystalline !  through  which  the  soul. 
As  through  a  glass,  all  outward  things  surve3rs. 

See,  while  Uie  Sun  gilds,  with  his  golden  beam. 
Yon  distal  pile,  which  Hyde,  with  care  refin'd. 
From  plunder  guards,  its  form  how  beautiful ! 
Anon  some  cloud  his  radiance  intercepts. 
And  all  the  splendid  otject  fades  away. 
Or,  if  some  incrustation  o*er  the  sight 
Its  baleful  texture  spread,  like  a  clear  lens, 
With  filth  obscured !  no  more  the  sensory. 
Through  the  thick  film,  imbibes  the  cheerful  day, 
*'  But  oloud  instead,  and  ever-during  night 
Surround  it  !*'  So,  when  on  some  weighty  truth 
A  beam  of  heav'nly  light  its  lustre  sheds. 
To  reason's  eye  it  looks  supremely  fair. 
But  if  foul  passion,  or  distemper'd  pride. 
Impede  its  search,  or  phrensy  seize  the  brain. 
Then  ignoranoe  a  gloomy  darkness  spreads. 
Or  superstition,  with  misshapen  forms. 
Erects  its  savage  empire  in  the  mind. 

Hie  Tulgar  race  o€  men,  like  herds  that  graze. 
On  instinct  live,  not  knowing  how  they  live ; 
While  reason  sleeps,  or  waking  stoops  to  sense. 
But  sage  phikiaophy  explores  the  cause 
Of  each  phebomenoo  of  sight,  or  sound. 
Taste,  touchy  or  smell;  each  oiigan's  inmost  firaae. 
And  correspondence  with  external  things : 
Explains  how  diflPrent  texture  of  their  parts     ~^ 
Excites  sensations  dilPrent,  rough,  or  smooth,      " 
Bittec;  or  sweet,  firagrance,  or  noisome  scent : 


And  sev*n-fo2d  ooloor  are  distinctly  view'd 
In  the  prismatic  glAss,  and  outward  forms 
Shown  fairly  drawn,  in  miniature  divine. 
On  the  transparent  eye's  membraneous  cell. 
By  oombinataon  hence  of  diflPrent  orbs. 
Convex,  or  concave,  through  their  crystal  pores^ 
Transmitting  variously  the  sokr  ray. 
With  line  oblique,  the  telescopic  tube 
Reveals  the  wonders  of  the  starry  sphere. 
Worlds  above  worlds ;  or,  in  a  single  grain, 
Or  wat'ry  drop,  the  penetrative  eye 
Discerns  innumerable  inhabitants 
Of  perfect  structure,  imperceptible 
To  naked  view.     Hence  eaoh  defect  of  sense 
Obtains  relief ;  hence  to  the  palsy'd  ear 
New  impulse,  vision  new  to  languid  sight. 
Surprise  to  both,  and  youthful  joys  reMor'd ! 

Cibeap  is  the  bliss  we  never  knew  to  want ! 
So  graceless  spendthrifts  waste  unthankfiilly 
Those  sums,  whic|i  merit  often  seeks  in  vain. 
And  poverty  would  kneel  to  call  its  own. 
So  objects,  hourly  seen,  unheeded  pass. 
At  which  the  new-ereated  sight  would  gaze 
With  exquisite  delight    Doubt  ye  this  truth  ? 
A  tale  shall  place  it  fairer  to  your  view. 

A  youth  *  there  was,  a  youth  of  liberal  mind. 
And  &ir  proportion  in  each  lineament 
Of  outward  form ;  but  dim  suflbsion  veil*d 
His  sightless  orbs,  which  roIPd,  and  roird  in  vain. 
To  find  the  blaie  of  day.    From  infancy. 
Till  full  maturity  glow*d  on  his  cheek. 
The  long,  long  night  its  gloomy  empira  held. 
And  mock'd  each  gentle  efibrt,  lotions. 
Or  cataplasms,  by  parental  hands. 
With  fruitless  care  employ'd.    At  length  a  Leech, 
Of  skill  profound,  well-versM  in  optic  lore^ 
An  arduous  task  devis'd  aside  to  draw 
The  veil,  which,  like  a  cloud,  hung  o*er  his  sight,    ^ 
And  ope  a  lucid  passage  to  the  Son. 
Instant  the  youth  the  promised  blessing  craves. 
But  first  his  parents,  with  uplifted  hands. 
The  healing  pow'rs  invoke,  and  pitjring  friends 
With  sympathizing  heart,  the  ritss  prepare: 
Mongst  these,  who  well  deserv'd  the  important  tnist, 
A  gentle  maid  there  was,  that  long  had  wail'd 
His  hapless  foto.     Full  many  a  tedious  hour 
Had  she,  with  convetae,  and  instructive  song, 
BeguiPd.    Full  many  a  step  darkling  her  arm 
SnstainM  him ;  and,  as  they  their  youthful  days 
In  friendly  deeds,  and  mutual  intercourse 
Of  sweet  endearment  pass*d,  love  in  each  hreaii 
His  empire  fix*d  $  in  her^s  with  pity  join'd. 
In  his  with  gratitude  and  deep  regard.* 

The  friendly  wound  was  gi  v'n ;  th'  obstnictinf  film 
Drawn  artftdly  aside  (  and  on  his  sight 
Burst  the  full  tide  of  day.    Surprised  he  stood. 
Not  knowing  where  he  was,  nor  what  be  saw  I 
The  ddMbl  aitisijftist,  as  first  in  place 
He  view'd,  then  seiz'd  his  hand,  then  fsH  his  ossn. 
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My  mother?  for  thy  Toice  bespeaks  thee  such. 
Though  to  my  sight  unkDowii.^ — "  Thy  mother  1 1" 
She  quick  reply'd,  *•  thy  sister,  brother  these." 
"  O !  t  is  too  much,'*  he  said;  "  too  soon  to  part. 
Ere  well  we  meet!  But  this  new  flood  of  day    ' 
CVerpow'rs  me,  and  I  feel  a  death-like  damp 
Chill  all  my  frame,  and  stop  my  fault'ring  tongue." 

Now  Lydia,  so  they  calPd  his  gentle  fHend, 
Who,  with  averted  eye,  hut,  in  her  soul, 
Had  felt  the  lancing  steel,  her  aid  apply'd, 
**  And  stay,  dear  youth,»»  she  said,  "  or  with  thee 

take 
Thy  Lydia,  thine  alike  in  life  or  death." 

At  Lydia*8  name,  at  Lydia*s  well-known  voice, 
He  strove  again  to  raise  his  drooping  bead. 
And  ope  his  closing  eye,  but  strove  in  vain. 
And  on  her  trembling  bosom  sunk  away. 

Now  other  fears  distract  his  weeping  friends. 
Bot  short  this  grief!  fbr  soon  his  life  retum'd. 
And,  with  return  of  life,  returned  their  peace. 
Yet,  fbr  his  safety,  they  resolve  awhile 
His  infant  sense  from  day's  bright  beams  to  guard, 
Ere  yet  again  they  tempt  such  dang'rous  joy. 

As,  when  from  some  transporting  dream  awak'd, 
We  fondly  on  the  sweet  delusion  dwell. 
And,  with  intense  reflection,  to  our  minds 
Picture  th*  enchanted  scene — angelic  forms — 
Converse  sublime — and  more  than  waking  bliss  1 
Till  the  coy  vision,  as  the  more  we  strive 
To  paint  it  livelier  on  th*  enraptur'd  sense, 
Still  fainter  grows,  and  dies  at  last  away: 
So  dwelt  the  youth  on  his  late  transient  joy, 
So  long'd  the  dear  remembrance  to  renew. 

At  length,  again  the  wish'd-fbr  day  arriv'd. 
The  task  was  Lydia's !  her's  the  charge,  aUme 
Pram  dangers  new  to  guard  the  dear  delight ; 
Bot  first  th'  impatient  y^th  she  thus  addres^d. 

*^  Dear  youth !  my  trembling  hands  but  ill  essay 
This  tender  task,  and,  with  unusual  fear. 
My  fluttering  heart  forebodes  some  danger  nigh." 

"  Dismiss  thy  fears,"  he  cried,  *<  nor  think  so  ill 
I  con  thy  lessons,  as  still  need  be  taught 
To  hail,  with  caution,  the  new-coming  day. 
Then  loose  these  envious  folds,  and  teach  my  sight, 
If  more  can  be,  to  make  thee  more  belov'd." 
"Ah!  there's  my  grief,**  she  cried:  "*tbtrue 
our  hearts 
,Wjth  mutual  passion  bum,  but  then  't  is  true 
Thou  ne'er  hast  known  me  by  that  subtle  sense 
Through  which  love  most  an  easy  passage  finds ; 
That  sense  1  which  soon  may  show  thee  many  a 

maid 
fairer  than  Lydia,  though  more  foithful  none. 
And  may  she  not  cease  then  to  be  belov'd  ? 
May  she  not  then,  when  less  thou  need'st  her  care, 
Oiye  place  to  some  new  charmer  ?  'T  is  for  this 
[*igh ;  for  this  my  sad  foreboding  fears 
New  terrours  form."—"  And  can'st  thou  then,"  he 

cried, 
•*  Waal  aught  that  might  endear  thee  to  my  soul  ? 
lift  thou  not  excellence?  Art  thou  not  all 
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So  wondrous  dear,  be  otherwise  to  sight  ? 
Or  can  sight  make,  what  is  to  reason  good 
And  lovely,  teem  less  lovely  and  less  good } 
Perish  the  sense,  that  would  make  Lydia  such ! 
Perish  its  joys,  those  joys  however  great ! 
If  to  be  purchas'd  with  the  loss  of  thee. 
O  my  dear  Lydia !  if  there  be  indeed 
The  dangeir  thou  report'st,  O !  by  our  love. 
Our  mutual  love,  I  charge  thee,  ne'er  unbind 
These  hapless  orbs,  or  tear  them  firom  their  seat. 
Ere  they  betray  me  thus  to  worse  than  death." 

«  No,  Heav'n  forbid!''  she  cried,  "  for  Heav'ki 
hath  heard 
Thy  parents'  prayYs,  and  many  a  friend  now  waitt 
To  mingle  looks  of  cordial  love  with  thine. 
And  should  I  rob  them  of  the  sacred  btiss  } 
Should  I  deprive  thee  of  the  raptYoos  sight  ? 
No !  be  thou  happy ;  happy  be  thy  friends  ; 
Whatever  fote  attends  thy  Lydia's  love ; 
Thy  hapless  Lydia ! — Hapless  did  I  say  ? 
Ah!  wherefore?  whereforewrongi  thus  thy  worth? 
Why  doubt  thy  well-known  truth,  and  constant 

mind? 
No,  happiest  she  of  all  the  happy  train. 
In  mutual  vows  and  plighted  foith  secure !" 

So  sa3ring,  she  the  silken  bandage  loos'd. 
Nor  added  fbrther  speech,  prepared  to  watch 
The  new  surprise,  and  guide  the  doubtful  scene. 
By  silence  more  thaq  tenfold  night  oonceaPd. 
When  thus  the  youth.  «  And  is  this  then  the  worid. 
In  which  I  am  to  live  ?  Am  I  awake  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  Or  hath  some  pow'r  unknowi]^ 
Far  ^m  my  friends,  far  from  my  native  home, 
ConveyM  me  to  these  radiant  seats?  O  tlbu ! 
Inhabitant  of  this  enllghten'd  worid ! 
Whose  heav'nly  softness  far  transcends  his  shap^ 
By  whom  this  miracle  was  first  achiev'd, 
O !  deign  thou  to  instruct  me  where  I  am  ; 
And  how  to  name  thee  by  true  character. 
Angel  or  mortal !  Once  I  had  a  friend. 
Who,  but  till  now,  ne'er  left  me  hi  distress. 
Her  speech  was  harmony,  at  which  my  heart 
With  transport  flotter'd ;  and  her  gracious  hand 
Supplied  me  with,  whatever  my  wish  could  form  j 
Supply  and  transport  ne'er  so  wish'd  before ! 
Never,  when  wairted,  yet  so  long  denied ! 
Why  is  she  silent  now,  when  most  I  long 
To  bear  her  heav'nly  voice  ?  why  flies  she  not 
With  more  than  usual  speed  to  crown  my  bliss  ? 
Ah !  did  1  leave  her  in  that  darksome  worid  ? 
Or  rather  dwelb  she  not  in  these  bright  realms^ 
Companion  fit  fbr  such  fahr  forms  as  thine  ? 
O !  teach  me,  if  thou  canst,  how  I  may  find 
This  gentle  counsellor;  when  found,  how  know 
By  this  new  sense,  which,  better  still  to  rate 
Her  worth,  I  chiefly  wish'd."    The  lovely  form 
Rep1y*d,  «  In  me  behold  that  gentle  friend. 
If  still  thou  own'st  me  such."—"  O !  yes,  't  is  she," 
He  cried ;  "  't  is  Lydia !  t  is  her  eharming  voice ! 
O !  speak  again;  O!  let  me  press  thy  hand: 
On  these  I  can  rely.    This  new-bum  sense 
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Who  cati*6me  son.''— " MifUken  youth!*'   she 

'  cried. 
These  are  not  what  they  seem ;  ate  not  as  we, 
Kot  living  substances,  hot  pictured  shapes, 
Resemblances  of  life !  by  mixture  ibrmM 
Of  light  and  shade,  in  sweet  proportion  join'd. 
But  hark !  I  hear,  without,  thy  longing  friends, 
Who  wait  my  summons,  and  reprove  my  stay.*' 

"  To  thy  direction,"  cried  th*  enraptur'd  youth, 
•*  To  thy  direction  I  commit  my  steps. 
Lead  on,  be  thou  my  guide,  as  late,  so  now. 
In  this  new  world,  and  teach  me  how  to  use 
This  wondrous  faculty;  which  thus,  so  soon 
Mocks  me  with  phantoms.    Yet  enough  for  me ! 
That  all  my  past  experience  joins  with  this 
To  tell  me  I  am  happier  than  I  know. 
To  teU  me  thou  art  Lydia !  from  whose  side 
I  never  more  will  part  1  with  whom  oompar'd, 
All  others  of  her  sex,  however  fair. 
Shall  be  like  painted,  unsubstantial  forms." 

So  when  the  soul,  inflam*d  with  strong  desire 
Of  purer  bliss,  its  earthly  mansion  leaves, 
Perhaps  some  friendly  genius,  wont  to  steer 
With  ministerial  charge  his  dang'rous  steps ; 
Perhaps  some  gentle  partner  of  his  toil. 
More  early  blest,  in  radiant  lustre  clad, 
And  form  celestial,  meets  his  dazzled  sight ; 
And  guides  his  way,  through  trackless  fields  of  air, 
To  join,  with  rapt'rous  joy,  th'  ethereal  train. 

Now  to  the  midland  search  the  Muse  returns. 
For  more,  and  still  more  busy  scenes  remain; 
The  promis'd  schools  of  wise  artificers 
In  brass  and  iron.     But  another  school 
Of  geotler  arts  demands  the  Muse^s  song, 
Where  first  she  leam'd  to  scan  the  measur'd  verse. 
And  awkwardly  her  infant  notes  essay'd. 

Hail  Solihul !  respectful  I  salute 
Thy  walls;  more  awful  once !  when,  from  the  sweets 
Of  festive  freedom  and  domestic  ease. 
With  throbbing  heart,  to  the  stem  discipline 
Of  pedagogue  morose  I  sad  returned. 
But  though  no  more  hb  brow  severe,  nor  dread 
Of  birchea  sceptre  awes  my  riper  age, 
A  sterner  tsrrant  rises  to  my  view. 
With  deadlier  weapon  arm*d.    Ah  !  Critki  spare, 
O I  spare  the  Muse,  who  feels  her  youthful  fean 
Ob  thee  transfer'd,  and  trembles  at  thy  lash. 
Against  the  venal  tribe,  that  prostitutes 
The  tuneful  art,  to  soothe  the  villain's  breast. 
To  blazon  fools,  or  feed  the  pamper'd  lust 
Of  bkMited  vanity ;  against  the  tribe 
Which  casts  iU  wanton  jesU  at  holy  truths. 
Or  clothes,  with  virtue's  gari>,  th'  accursed  train 
Of  loathsome  vices,  lift  thy  vengeful  arm. 
And  all  thy  just  severity  exert. 
Enough  to  venial  faults,  and  hapless  want 
Of  animated  numbers,  such  as  breathe 
The  soul  of  epic  song,  hath  erst  been  paid 
Within  these  walls,  still  stain'd  with  mfant  blood. 
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Matured  in  «ge  and  hooouft .    These  toMB^^ 
I  gratalate  whom  Augusta's  senate  hails 
Father !  and,  in  each  charge  and  high  employ^ 
Pound  worthy  all  her  love,  with  amplest  trust 
And  dignity  invests.    And  well  I  ween, 
Her  tribunitial  pow'r,  and  purple  pomp 
On  the^  confers,  in  living  oaanners  school'd 
To  guard  her  weal,  and  vindicate  her  rights, 
O  Ladbroke !  once  hi  the  same  fortunes  class'd 
Of  early  life ;  with  count'nance  unestrang'd^ 
For  ev*ry  friendly  deed  still  vacant  found ! 

Nor  can  the  Muse,  while  she  these  scenes  surreys^ 
Forget  her  Shenstone,  in  the  youthful  toil 
Associate;  whose  bright  dscwn  of  genius  oft 
Smoothed  my  incondite  verse;  whose  friendly  voice 
Call'd  me  from  giddy  sports  to  follow  him 
Intent  on  better  themes— call'd  me  to  taste 
The  charms  of  British  song,  the  pictor'd  page 
Admire,  or  mark  his  imitative  skill ; 
Or  with  him  range  in  solitary  shades. 
And  scoop  rude  grottos  in  the  shelving  bank. 
Such  were  the  joyt  that  cheer'd  life's  early  mom ! 
Such  the  strong  sympathy  of  soul,  that  knit 
Our  hearts  congenial  in  sweet  amity ! 
On  Cherwel's  banks,  by  kindred  science  nurs'd; 
And  well-matur'd  in  life's  advancing  stage. 
When,  onArdenna's  plain,  we  fondly  stray'd. 
With  mutual  trust,  and  amicable  thought ; 
Or  in  the  social  circle  gaily  joinM : 
Or  round  his  Leasowe's  happy  circuit  rov'd; 
On  hill  and  dale  invoking  ev^ry  Muse, 
NorTempe's  shade,  nor  Aganippe's  fount 
Envied ;  so  willingly  the  Dryads  nurs'd 
His  grroves;  so  lib'rally  their  crystal  urns 
The  Naiads  pour'd,  enchanted  with  his  spells  ; 
And  pleas'd  to  see  their  ever-flowing  streams 
Led  by  his  hand,  in  many  a  mazy  line ; 
Or,  in  the  copious  tide,  collected  large. 
Or  tumbling  from  the  rock,  in  sportive  fSetllSy 
Now,  from  the  lofty  bank,  precipitate ; 
And  now,  in  gentler  course,  with  murmurs  soft 
Soothing  the  ear;  and  now,  in  concert  joiu'd^ 
Fall  above  foil,  oblique  and  intricate. 
Among  the  twisted  roots.    Ah !  whilst  I  write. 
In  deeper  murmur  flows  the  sad'ning  stream ; 
Wither  the  groves;  and  fVom  the  beauteous  scene 
Its  soft  enchantments  fly.    No  more  for  me 
A  charm  it  wears,  since  he,  alas !  is  gone, 
Whose  genius  plann'd  it,  and  whose  spirit  grac'd. 
Ah !  hourly  does  the  fotal  doom,  prooounc'd 
Against  rebellious  sin,  some  social  band  , 

Dissolve,  and  leave  a  thousand  friends  to  weep. 
Soon  such  themselves,  as  those  they  now  lament! 
This  mournful  tribute  to  thy  mem'ry  paid ! 
The  Muse  pursues  her  solitary  way ; 
But  heavily  pursues,  tinee  thou  art  gone, 
Whose  counsel  brighten'd,  and  whose  f^iendsh^ 

shar'd. 
The  pleasing  task.    Now,  Bremicham  I  to  thee 
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And  stmnp^  with  gen'roos  deed,  its  current  worth. 
Here  many  a  men^hant  tarns  adventurer, 
Eiicourag*d,  not  disgusted.    Interest  thus, 
On  sordid  minds,  with  stronger  impulse  works, 
Than  viitue*s  heavily  flame.    Yet  Providence 
Converts  to  general  use  man*s  selfish  ends. 
Hence  are  the  hungry  fed,  the  naked  cloth'd. 
The  wintry  damps  dispelPd,  and  social  mirth 
£anilts,  and  glows  l^efbre  the  blazing  hearth. 

When  likely  signs  th'  adventrous  search  invite, 
A  cunning  artist  tries  the  latent  soil: 
And  if  bis  subtle  engine,  in  return, 
A  brittle  mass  contains  of  sable  hue. 
Straight  he  prepares  th'  obstructing  earth  to  dear, 
And  raise  the  crumbling  rock.    A  narrow  pass 
Once  made,  wide,  and  more  wide  the  gloomy  cave 
Stretches  its  vaulted  isles,  by  numerous  hands 
Hourly  extended.     Some  the  pick-axe  ply, 
looa'ning  the  quarry  from  its  native  bed. 
Some  waft  it  into  light.    Thus  the  grim  ore. 
Here  useless,  like  the  miser's  brighter  hoard, 
Is  from  its  prison  brought,  and  sent  abroad. 
The  frozen  hours  to  cheer,  to  minister 
To  needfiil  sustenance,  and  polish'd  arts. 
Meanwhile  the  subterraneoui  city  spreads 
Its  covert  streets,  and  echoes  with  the  noise 
Of  swarthy  slaves,  and  instruments  of  toil. 
They,  such  the  force  of  custom^s  powerful  laws ! 
Pursue  their  sooty  labours,  destitute 
Of  the  Snn*s  cheering  light,  and  genial  warmth. 
And  oft  a  chilKng  damp,  or  unctuous  mist, 
liOosM  from  the  crumbly  caverns,  issues  forth. 
Stopping  the  springs  of  life.     And  oft  the  flood. 
Diverted  from  its  course,  in  torrents  pours. 
Drowning  the  nether  woFld.    To  cure  these  ills 
Philoflopby  two  carious  arts  supplies. 
To  drain  th'  imprison'd  air,  and,  in  its  place. 
More  pure  convey,  or,  with  impetuous  force, 
To  raise  the  gathering  torrento  from  the  deep. 
One  fit>m  the  wind  '  its  salutary  pow>r 
Derives,  thy  charity  to  sick'ning  crowds. 
From  cheerful  haunts,  and  Nature's  balmy  draughts 
ConAu*d ;  O  friend  of  man,  illustrioas  Hales^ ! 
That,  stranger  still !  its  influence  owes  to  air  ^ 
By  cold  and  heat  alternate  now  oondens*d. 
How  rarefied  ^    Agent  I  to  vulgar  thought 
How  seeming  weak,  in  act  how  pow'rfiil  seen ! 
So  Providence,  by  instruments  despis'd. 
All  huDoan  force  and  policy  confounds. 

But  who  that  fiercer  element  can  rule  ? 
When,  in  the  nitrons  cave,  the  kindling  flame. 
By  pitchy  vapours  fed,  from  cell  to  cell. 
With  fury  spreads,  and  the  wide  fiswelPd  ei^tb, 
Around,  with  greedy  joy,  receives  the  blaze. 
By  its  own  entrails  nourished,  like  those  mounts 
Vesuvian,  or  ifitnean,  still  it  wastes. 
And  still  new  fewel  for  its  ranine  finds 


Or  treaofa*rous  earth,  subsiding  where  they  tread. 
Tremendous  passage  to  the  realms  of  death ! 

Yet  want  there  not  ev'n  here  some  lucid  qpota 
The  smoky  scene  to  cheer,  and,  by  contrast. 
More  fair.    Such  Dartmouth's  cultivated  lawns  T ! 
Hrauelf,  distinguish'd  more  with  ornament 
Of  cultur'd  manners,  and  supernal  light ! 
Such  thine,  O  Bridgman  ' !  Such — but  envious  time 
Forbids  the  Muse  to  these  fair  scenes  to  rove. 
Still  minding  her  of  her  unfinish'd  theme. 
From  russet  heaths,  and  smould'ring  furnaces, 
To  trace  the  progress  of  thy  steely  arts, 
Stueen  <if  the  sounding  tmml^!  Aston  ••theo^ 
And  Edgbaston  "  with  hospitable  shade, 
And  rural  pomp  invest    O !  warn  thy  sons; 
When  for  a  time  their  labours  they  forget, 
4^ot  to  molest  these  peaceful  sditodes. 
So  may  the  masters  of  the  beauteous  scene 
Protect  thy  commerce,  and  their  toil  reward. 

Nor  does  the  barren  soil  conceal  alone 
The  sable  rock  inflammable.    Oft-times 
More  pond*rous  ore  beneath  its  surface  lies. 
Compact,  metallic,  but  with  earthy  parts 
Incrusted.    These  the  smoky  kiln  oonsumesy 
And  to  the  famace*s  impetuous  rage 
Consigns  the  solid  ore*    In  the  fierce  heat 
The  pure  dissolves,  the  dross  remains  hehhid. 
This  push'd  aside,  the  trickling  metal  flows 
Through  secret  valves  along  the  channeled  floor. 
Where  in  the  mazy  moulds  of  figured  sand. 
Anon  it  hardens.    Now  the  busy  forge 
Reiterates  its  blows,  to  form  the  bar 
Large,  massy,  strong.    Another  art  expandf. 
Another  yet  lUvides  the  yielding  mass 
To  many  a  taper  length,  fit  to  receive 
The  artist's  will,  and  take  its  destin'd  form. 

Soon  o'er  thy  furrowM  pavement,  Bremicham ! 
Ride  the  loose  bars  obstreperous;  to  the  sons 
Of  languid  sense,  and  fkame  too  delicate 
Harsh  noise  perchance,  but  harmony  to  thine. 

Instant  innumerable  bands  prepare 
To  shape,  and  mould  the  maUeahle  ore. 
Their  heavy  sides  th'  inflated  bellows  heave. 
Tugged  by  the  puUey'd  line,  and,  with  their  blast 
Continuous,  the  sleeping  evbers  rouse. 
And  kindle  inia  life.    Straight  the  rough  mass, 
PlungM  in  the  blazing  hearth,  its  heat  contracts. 
And  glows  transparent    Now,  Cyclopean  chief  I 
Quick  on  the  anvil  lay  the  burning  bar, 
And-with  thy  lusty  fellows,  on  its  sides 
Impress  the  weighty  stroke.    See^  bow  they  strahi 
The  Swelling  nerve,  and  lift  the  sinewy  >'  arm 
In  measured  time ;  while  with  their  clatt'ring  blows. 
From  street  to  street  the  propagated  sound 
Increasing  echoes,  and,  on  ev*ry  side. 
The  tortur*d  metal  spreads  a  radiant  show*r. 

'T  is  noise,  and  hurrv  all !  The  thronced  street. 
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While  whm  mnd  ragbty  the  vmtt  sledge  deioeiids» 

In  solemn  base  responsive,  or  apart. 

Or  socially  conjoined  Id  tuneful  peal. 

The  rough  file  *i  grates;  yet  useful  is  its  touch, 

As  sharp  corroyiTes  to  the  schirrbous  flesh, 

Or,  to  the  stubborn  temper,  keen  rebuke. 

Hov  the  coarse  metal  brightens  into  fame 
Shaped  by  their  plastic  hanib!  what  ornament ! 
What  various  use !  See  there  the  glitt'ring  knife 
Of  temper'd  edge  t  The  scissars*  double  shaft. 
Useless  apart,  in  social  union  join'd. 
Each  aiding  each  !  Emblem  how  beautiful 
Of  happy  nuptial  leagues  {  The  button  round, 
Plam,  or  imbost,  or  bright  with  steely  rays  I 
Or  oblong  buckle,  on  the  Iacker*d  shoe. 
With  polished  lustre,  bending  elegant 
In  shapely  rim.     But  who  can  count  the  fdrms     « 
That  hourly  from  the  glowing  embers  rise, 
Or  shine  attractive  through  the  glittering  pane, 
And  emulmte  their  parent  fires  ?  what  art 
Can,  in  the  scanty  bounds  of  measured  verse  ^\ 
Display  the  treasure  of  a  thousand  mmes 
To  wondrous  shapes  by  stubborn  labour  wrought? 

Nor  this  alone  thy  praise.    Ot  various  grains 
Thy  sons  a  compound  form,  and  to  the  fire 
Commit  the  precious  mixture,  if  perchance 
Some  glitt*ring  mass  may  bless  their  midnight  toil. 
Or  glossy  varnish,  or  enamel  foir 
To  shame  the  pride  of  China,  or  Japan. 
Nor  wanting  is  the  graver'ft  pointed  steel. 
Nor  pencil,  wandering  o'er  the  polishM  plate. 
With  glowing  tints,  uid  mimic  life  endu*d. 
Thine  too,  oip  graceful  form,  the  lettered  type! 
The  friend  of  learning,  and  the  poet*s  pride ! 
Without  thee  what  avail  his  miended  aims, 
And  midnight  labours  ?  Painnil  drudgery! 
And  powerless  effort!  But  that  thought  of  thee 
Imprints  fresh  vigour  oo  his  panting  breast. 
As  thou  ere  long  shalt  on  his  work  impress  ; 
And,  with  immortal  fame,  his  praise  repay. 

Haili  native  British  ore !  of  thee  possess'd. 
We  envy  not  Golconda't  sparkling  mines. 
Nor  thine  PMosi !  nor  thy  kmdred  hills. 
Teeming  with  gold.    What  though  in  outward  fbnn 
Less  fisir,  not  less  thy  worth.    To  thee  we  o«^e 
More  riches  than  Peruvian  mines  OMi  yield. 
Or  Molesnma^s  crowded  magazines, 
And  palaoes  oonld  boast,  though  rooTd  with  gold. 
Splendid  barbarity !  and  rich  distress ! 
Without  the  social  arts,  and  useful  toil ; 
That  polish  life,  and  civilbe  the  mmd ! 
These  are  thy  gifts,  which  gold  can  never  buy. 

Thine  is  the  praise  to  cultivate  the  soil; 
To  bare  its  inmost  strata  to  the  Sim; 
To  break  and  meliorate  the  stiffened  clay. 
And,  fFon  its  close  confinement,  set  at  laige 


Before  the  silver  ploughshare's  glitt'ring  point. 
Or  would  your  gen'rous  horses  tread  more  safe 
On  plated  gold }  Your  wheels,  with  swifter  force 
On  golden  axles  move  ?  Then  grateful  own, 
Britannia's  squs!  Heav*n*s  providential  love. 
That  gave  you  real  wealth,  not  wealth  in  show. 
Whose  price  in  bare  imagination  lies. 
And  artificial  compact    Thankful  ply 
Your  iron  arts,  and  rule  the  vanquished  world. 

Hail,  native  ore!  without  thy  pow'rfhl  aid. 
We  still  had  liv'd  in  huts,  with  the  green  sod 
And  broken  branches  roofd.    Thme  is  the  plane. 
The  chissel  thine;   which  shape  the  well-arch*d 
The  graceful  portico,  and  sculphir^d  walls.    [d<mi^ 

Would  ye  your  coarse,  unsightly  mines  exchange 
For  Mexiconian  hills  ?  to  tread  on  gold. 
As  vulgar  sand  ?  with  naked  limbs  to  brave 
The  cold,  bleak  air  ?  to  urge  the  tedious  chase. 
By  painful  hunger  stung,  with  artless  toil. 
Through  gloomy  forests,  where  the  sounding  axe. 
To  the  Sun's  beam,  ne'er  op'd  the  cheerful  glade. 
Nor  culture's  healthful  fiice  was  ever  seen  } 
In  squalid  huts  to  lay  your  weary  limbs, 
BleMing  and  faint,  and  strangers  to  the  bliss 
Of  home-felt  ease,  which  British  swains  can  eaniy 
With  a  bare  spade ;  but  ill  alas!  could  earn. 
With  spades  of  gold  ?  Such  the  poor  Indian's  lot ! 
Who  starves  midst  gold,  like  misers  o'er  their  bags; 
Not  with  like  guilt  1  Hail,  native  British  ore  ! 
For  thine  is  trade,  that  with  its  various  stores 
Sails  round  the  world,  and  visits  ev'ry  clime. 
And  makes  the  treasures  of  each  clime  her  own. 
By  gamful  commerce  of  her  woolly  vests. 
Wrought  by  the  spiky  comb;  or  steely  wares. 
From  the  coarse  mass,  by  stubborn  toil,  refin'd. 
Such  are  thy  peaceful  gifts !  And  war  to  thee 
Its  best  support,  and  d^liest  horrour  owes. 
The  glittVing  fklchion,  and  the  thund'ring  tube ! 
At  whose  tremendous  gleam,  and  volleyed  fire. 
Barbarian  kings  fly  from  their  useless  hoards. 
And  yield  them  all  to  thy  superior  powY. 


EDGE-HILL. 
BOOK  IV.    EVENiNG. 

▲RGOIfBllT. 

Evening  walk  along  the  hill  to  the  N.  B.  point. 
Scene  from  thence.  Dasset-hilb.  Famborough. 
Wormleighton.  Shuckburg.  Leameand  Ichene. 
Places  near  those  two  rivers.  Bennones,  or  High 
Cross.     Foss  Way.    Watliog  Street      Inland 
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With  rtoid  eooffe,iiiitir'd.  Yeiynphsmndtwahii! 
Now  quit  tlte  ihade,  and,  vHh  recruited  ftrength, 
Along  the  yet  untrodden  terrace  urge 
Your  Tig'rcNis  ttepa.    With  moderated  heat. 
And  ray.ohlique,  the  Son  ehall  not  o*erpowH>» 
But  kindly  aid  year  yet  nnfiaith'd  search. 

Not  alter  tahle  night,  in  silence  htnh*d, 
More  welcoine  is  th'  approach  of  op'ning  mom,    ^ 
**  With  song  of  early  birds,**  than  the  fi^sh  hreeze 
Of  softenM  air  sueoMding  saltry  heat, 
And  the  wild  tomnlt  of  the  bossing  day. 

Nor  think,  tbongh  mnch  is  past,  that  noaght  re- 


Or  Doni^  of  boMity,  or  attractive  worth, 
Sare  what  the  morning  Son,  or  noon^tkte  ray. 
Hath,  with  his  rising  beam,  distinctly  mait'd, 
Or  more  confiis*dly,  with  meridian  blaze, 
Dnzting  display*d  imperfect    Downward  he 
Shall  other  hitb  iHamine  opposite. 
And  other,  vales  as  beauteous  as  the  past ; 
Suggesting  to  the  Muse  new  argument. 
And  fresh  instmction  for  her  closmg  lay. 

There  Dasset's  ridgy  moantain  courts  the  song. 
Soaroe  Malfem  boseCs  his  adverae  boundary 
More  gfscefhL    Like  the  tempest-^Ten  wave, 
Irregularly  great,  his  bare  tops  brave 
The  winds,  and,  on  his  sidfs,  the  fat^ning  ox 
Crops  the  rich  verdure.    When  at  Hastrogs*  field. 
The  Norman  conqueror  a  kingdom  won 
In  this  fafa*  isle,  and  to  another  race 
The  Saxon  poWr  transferred ;  an  alien  lord ',' 
Companion  of  hb  toil  I  by  sovereign  grant. 
These  airy  fields  obtained.    Now  the  tall  mount, 
By  claim  more  just,  a  nobler  master  owns  j 
To  tjnrant  Ibroe,  and  slavish  laws  a  foe. 
But  happier  lands,  near  Ouse'k  reedy  shore, 
(What  leisure  ardent  love  of  pnblie  weal 
Permits)  his  care  employ ;  where  Natare*s  obarms 
With  learned  art  oombin'd ;  the  richest  domes, 
And  fiureet  lawns,  adom'd  with  evVy  grace 
Of  beauty,  or  magnificent  design. 
By  Cobham's  eye  approved,  or  (Trmville  plann'd. 
The  villas  of  imperial  Rome  outvie; 
And  fbrm  a  scene  of  statelier  pomp— a  Stowe. 
Hisr  walb  the  living  boast,  ikete  boast  the  dead, 
Beneath  their  roof,  in  saered  dust  entomb^. 
Lie  light,  O  earth !  on  that  illustrious  dame  ", 
Who,  from  her  own  protifio  womb  deriVd, 
To  people  thy  green  orb,  successive  saw 
Sev^  times  an  hundred  births.    A  goodlier  tratn-! 
Than  that,  with  which  the  Patriarch  jonmey'd  erst 
From  Padan-Aram,  to  the  Mamrean  plains : 
Or  that  more  numerous,  which,  with  large  increase, 
At  Joseph's  call,  in  wondrous  caravans. 
Reviving  sight  I  by  HeavVs  decree  prepared, 
He  led  to  Goshen,  Egypt's  ihiitful  soil. 

Where  the  Ull  pillar  lifts  its' taper  head. 
Her  spacious  terrace,  and  surrouodhig  lawns, 
Deek*d  with  no  sparing  oost  of  planted  tufb. 
Or  ornamented  building,  Famborough  f  boasts. 
Hear  they  her  master's  call  ?  in  sdmly  troops, 
The  jocund  labourers  hie^  and,  at  his  nod, 
A  thousand  hands  or  smooth  the  slantmg  hBI, 

■  TheearlofMellent 

*  Dame  Hester  Temple,  of  whom  this  is  record- 
ed by  Filler,  in  his  aoeount  of  Buckinghamshire, 
and  who  lies  buried,  with  many  of  that  ancient 
frmily,  hi  the  parish-ehuroh  of  Borton-DMset 

^  The  teat  Df  Wilten  Hblbeeh,  esq. 


Or  scoop  new  ehamels  fbr  ^M  gntfiVhi^  taad. 
And,  in  hisr  pleasures,  find  substantial  bliss. 

Nor  shall  thy  verdant  pastures  be  unsung 
Wormleighton  4  I  erst  ih'  abode  of  Spenser's  race, 
Hieh'  title  now  1    What  >   though  in  beigbt  thou 

yield*st 
To  Dasset,  not  in  sweet  Imntrianoe 
Of  &fning  herbage,  or  of  rising  groves ; 
Beneath  whose  siMule  the  Insty  steers  lepase 
Their  cumbrous  limbs,  mix'd  with  the  woolly  trihei^ 
And  leisurely  concoct  their  grassy  meal. 

Her  wood-capt  summit  Shuckburgb  *  there  dis- 
plays; 
Nor  fears  neglect,  in  her  own  worth  secure, 
And  gloryhig  in  the  name  her  master  bears. 
Nor  will  her  scenes,  with  doser  ejre  survey'd. 
Frustrate  the  searcher's  toil,  if  sleepy  hills. 
By  frequent  chasms  disjoined,  and  glena  prdbuad. 
And  broken  precipices,  vast  and  rude. 
Delight  the  sense;  or  Nature*s  lesser  works. 
Though  lesser,  not  less  fiiir  1  or  native  stone, 
Oc  fish,  the  little  astroifs*  douhtlhl  raca^ 
For  starry  rays,  and  pencil'd  shades  adinlr'd ! 
Invite  him  to  these  fields,  thehr  airy  bed. 

Where  Leame  and  Ichene  own  a  kfaidred  liee, 
And  haste  their  Beigfab*ring  currents  to  unite,  v 
New  hiUs  arise,  new  pastures  green,  and  fields 
With  other  harvests  crown'd ;  with  other  charms 
Villas,  and  towns  with  other  arts  adom'd. 
There  Ichington  its  down^rard  stroctores  views 
In  Ichene's  passing  wave,  which,  like  the  mols^ 
Her  subterraneous  journey  long  pursoas, 
Ere  to  the  Sun  she  gives  her  lucid  stream. 
Thy  villa,  Leamingtod  7 !  her  sister  nymph 
In  her  fiUr  bosom  shows ;  while,  on  her  banks. 
As  further  she  her  liquid  course  numes. 
Amidst  surrounding  woods  his  ancient  walls 
BhrbTry  *  conceals,  and  triumphs  in  the  shade. 

Notsoehthy  lot,OBoufton9!  nor  f^nom  sight 
Retirest  thou,  but,  with  complacent  smile. 
Thy  social  aspect  courts  the  distant  eye» 
And  views  the  distant  scene  reciproeal. 
Delighting  and  delighted.    Dusky  heaths 
Succeed,  as  oft  to  mirth,  the  glooiny  hourl 
Leading  th*  unfinish'd  search  to  thy  fhm'd  seet 
BenMines>«!  where  two  mihtory  ways 
Each  other  cross,  transverse  from  see  to  see. 
The  Romans  hostilepaths !  ThereNewnhemV*  wells 
With  graceful  pride  ascend,  th*  inveited  pile 
In  her  clear  stream,  with  fiow'ry  margin  grac'd, 
Admiring.    Newbold'*  there  her  modest  eherme 
More  beshfully  unveils,  with  solemn  woods 
Aad  veidant  glades  enamour*d.    Here  her  lalms^ 
And  rising  groves  lor  future  shekel  fbrm'd, 
Phir  Coton  *J  wide  displays.    There  Addison, 
With  mind  serene,  his  moral  theme  revolv'd, 
Instmction  dress*d  in  learning's  fidrest  Ibrm-i 

4  An  estote,  an  ancient  seat,  belonging  to  the 
right  hon.  eari  Spenser, 
s  The  seat  of  sir  Ch.  ShndLhurgh,  bait. 

*  The  astroites,  or  star-stones,  found  here. 
'  Hie  seat  of  sir  William  Wheeler,  bart* 

*  The  seat  of  sir  Theophihis  Biddulph,  hart 
^  The  seet  of  John  Shuckburgh,  esq. 

'"  A  Roman  stotkm,  where  the  Foes-way  mi 
WatNngwstreet  crois  eech  other. 

■  ^  The  seat  of  the  right  hon^  the  earl  oTDsnbeigh. 
"  The  seat  of  sir  Fkmncis  Skipwitb,  bert 
'3  The  seat  of  Dizwell  Gnmes.  esq. 
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The  gravfsi  wkdom  with  the  liTeliegt  wit 
Attempered  i  or,  beoekth  thy  roof  retired, 
O  Bilton  '4 !  much  of  peace  and  liberty 
Sublimely  miu'd,  on  Britain's  weal  intent. 
Or  in^y  shade  the  coy  Pierians  woo*d. 

Another  theme  demands  the  varjriog  song. 
Lo !  where  but  late  the  iocks  and  heifers  graz'd. 
Or  yellow  harvests  wav'd,  now,  through  the  vale. 
Or  o'er  the  plain,  or  round  the  slanting  hill, 
A  glttt'ring  path  attracts  the  gazer's  eye. 
Where  sooty  barks  pursue  their  liquid  track 
Through  lawns,  and  woods,  and  villages  remote 
From  public  haunt,  which  wonder  as  they  pass. 
The  channeled  road  still  onward  moves,  and  still 
With  level  course  the  flood  attendant  leads. 
Hills,  dales  oppose  in  vain.    A  thousand  hands 
Now  through  the  mountain's  side  a  passage  ope, 
Now  with  stupendous  arches  bridge  the  vale, 
Now  over  paths  and  rivers  urge  their  way 
Aloft  in  air.    Again  the  Roman  pride 
Beneath  thy  spacious  camp  embattled  hill, 
O  Brinklow  *' !  seems  with  gentler  arts  retum'd. 
But  Britain  now  no  bold  ininider  fears. 
No  foreign  aid  invokes.    Alike  in  arts 
Of  peace,  or  war  renown'd.    Alike  in  both 
She  rivals  ancient  Rome's  immortal  fisme. 

Still  villas  fiiir,  and  populous  towns  remaior-- 
Polesworth  and  Atherstone,  and  Eaton's  walls 
'To  charity  devote !  and,  Tamworth,  thine 
To  martial  fame !  and  thine,  O  Merival ''! 
Boasting  thy  beauteous  woods,  and  lofty  scite ! 
And  Coleshill  *? !  long  for  momentary^date 
Of  human  life,  though  for  oar  wishes  short. 
Repose  of  Digby's  honourable  age ! 

Nor  may  the  Muse,  though  on  her  homeward  way 
Intent,  short  space  reftise  his  alleys  green. 
And  decent  walls  with  due  respect  to  greet 
On  Blytbe's  '*  fair  stream,  to  whose  laborious  toil 
She  many  a  lesson  owes,  bis  painftil  searob 
Eiyoying  without  pain,  and,  tt  her  ease. 
With  equal  love  of  native  soil  inspired, 
Singing  in  measur'd  phrase  her  country's  fame. 

Nor,  Arbury  '9\  may  we  thy  scenes  forget, 
Haunt  of  the  Naiads,  and  each  woodland  njrmph  ! 
Rejoicing  in  his  care^  to  whom  adom'd 
With  all  the  graces  which  her  schools  expound. 
The  gowny  sons  of  Isis  trust  thdr  own 
And  Britain's  weal.    Nor  shall  thy  splendid  walls, 
O  Packington  *^ !  allure  the  Muse  in  vain. 

U  The  seat  of  the  ri^ht  boo.  Joseph  Addison, 
esq. 

*s  The  canal  designed  for  a  communication  be> 
tween  the  cities  of  Oxford  and  O^ventry,  passes 
through  Brinklow,  where  is  a  magnificat  aque- 
duct, consisting  of  twelve  arches,  with  a  high  bank 
of  earth  at  each  end,  crossing  a  valley  beneath  the 
vestiges  of  a  Roman  camp  and  tumulus,  on  the 
Foss-way. 


The  Goths  no  longer  here  their  empire  bold* 
The  shaven  terrac'd  hill,  slope  above  slope. 
And  high  impris'nmg  walls  to  Bdgia's  coast 
Their  native  chme  retire.— In  formal  bomids 
The  long  canal  no  more  confines  the  stream 
Reluctant — Trees  no  more  their  tortur'd  liqiiha 
Lament — no  more  the  long-n^ected  fields, 
like  outlaws  banish'd  for  some  vile  offence. 
Are  hid  firom  sight — from  its  proud  reservoir 
Of  amplest  size,  and  fair  indented  form. 
Along  the  channel'd  lawn  the  oopioos  stream 
With  winding  g^ace  the  stately  current  leads. 
The  channeFd  lawn  its  bounteous  stream  repays. 
With  ever-verdant  banks,  and  cooling  shades. 
And  wand 'ring  paths,  that  emulate  its  course. 
On  ev'ry  side  spreads  wide  the  beauteous  scene. 
Assemblage  foir  of  plains,  and  hills,  abd  woods, 
AndplantsofodYous  scent— plains,  hills,  and  woods. 
And  od'rous  plants  rejoice,  and  smiling  hail 
The  reign  of  Nature,  while  attendant  Art 
Submissive  waits  to  cultivate  her  charms. 

Hail  happy  land !  which  Nature's  partial  smile 
Hath  robed  profusely  gay  !  whose  champaigns  wide 
With  plenteous  harvests  wave;  whoee  pastures  swam 
With  homed  tribes,  or  the  shea's  fleecy  rmee; 
To  the  thronged  shambles  yielding  wholesome  food. 
And  various  labour  to  man's  active  pow'r^ 
Not  less  benign  than  to  the  weary  rest. 
Nor  destitute  thy  woodland  scenes  oi  wealth. 
Or  sylvan  beauty  !  there  the  lordly  swain 
His  scantier  fields  improves;  o'er  his  own  realms 
Supreme,  at  will  to  sow  his  well-fonc'd  glebe. 
With  grain  successive ;  or  with  juicy  herbs. 
To  swell  his  milky  kine;  or  feed,  at  ease. 
His  flock  in  pastures  warm.    His  blazing  hiearth. 
With  copious  fewel  heap'd,  defies  the  oM  ; 
And  housewifiB-arts  or  tease  the  tangled  wool. 
Or,  finom  the  distaffs  hoard,  the  ductile  thread 
With  sportive  hand  entice;  while  to  the  wheel 
The  sprightly  carol  join'd,  or  plaintive  song 
Difiuse,  and  artless  sooths  th'  untutorM  ear 
With  heartfielt  strains,  and  the  slow  task  begniks. 

Nor  bath  the  Sun,  with  less  propitious  ray. 
Shone  on  the  masters  of  the  various  soene. 
Witness  the  splendid  train !  illustrious  nameSt 
That  claim  prepedeoce  on  the  lists  of  fame. 
Nor  fear  oblivious  time !  enraptur'd  bards  I 
Or  leam^  sages !  gracing,  with  their  fome. 
Their  native  yoil,  and  my  aspiring  verse. 

Say,  lyow  my  dear  companions !  foe  enongh 
Of  leisure  to  descriptive  song  is  giv'n ; 
Say,  shall  we,  ere  we  part,  with  moral  eye, 
Tlie  scene  review,  and  the  gay  prospect  cfose 
With  observation  grave,  as  sober  eve 
Hastes  now  to  wrap  in  shades  the  closing  day  } 
Perhaps  the  moral  strain  delights  you  notl 
Perhaps  you  blame  the  Muse's  quick  retreat ; 
Intent  to  wander  still  along  the  plain. 
In  coverts  pool,  Iqll'd  by  the  murm'ring  strea9i» 
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The  se«di  of  Ttrtue  in  th*  nntaiotad  beart 
So  on  its  fruit  tb'  enniflar'd  mod  thall  fesst 
Wben,  to  tbe  smiliiig  dmy,  and  mirthful  tcene 
Night's  solemo  gloooi,  oold  Winter's  chilling  blasts, 
And  pain,  and  sioknass,  and  old  age  succeed. 
Nor  slight  your  faithful  guide,  mj  gentle  train ! 
But,  with  a  curious  eye,  expatiate  free 
O'er  Nature's  moral  plan.  Though  dark  the  theme. 
Though  formidable  to  the  sensual  mind ; 
Yet  shall  the  Muse,  with  no  fictitious  aid, 
Inapir'd,  still  guide  you  with  her  friendly  voice. 
And  to  each  seeming  ill  some  greater  good 
Oppose,  and  calm  your  laboring  thoughts  to  rest 

Nature  herself  bids  us  be  serious, 
Bids  us  be  wise ;  and  all  her  works  rebuke 
The  erer-thonghtless,  ever-titt'rinjc  tribe. 
What  though  her  lovely  hills  and  valleys  smile 
To  day,  in  beauty  dressM }  yet,  ere  three  moons 
Renew  their  orb,  and  to  their  wane  decline. 
Ere  than  the  beauteous  landscape  all  will  fjkde ; 
The  genial  airs  retire ;  and  shiv'rin^  swains 
Shall,  from  the  whitened  plain  and  driving  storm, 
Avert  the  smarting  cheek  and  humid  eye. 

So  some  fanr  maid  to  time's  devouring  rage 
Her  bloom  resigns,  and,  with  a  faded  look. 
Disgusts  her  paramour ;  unlesathy  charms, 
O  Virtue !  with  more  lasting  beauty  grace 
Her  lovelier  mind,  and,  through  declhiing  age, 
Fair  deeds  of  piety,  and  modest  worth. 
Still  flourish,  and  endear  her  still  the  more. 

Nor  alwajrs  lasts  the  landscape's  gay  attirt 
Till  surly  Winter,  with  his  ruffian  blasts. 
Benumbs  her  tribes,  and  dissipates  her  charms.   . 
As  sickness  oft  the  virgin's  early  bloom 
Spoib  immature,  prevfMiting  hoary  age. 
So  blasts  and  nutdcws  oft  invade  the  fields 
In  all  Jheir  beauty,  and  their  summer's  pride. 
And  oft  the  sudden  show'r  or  sweeping  storm  ** 
O'erftowa  the  meads,  and  to  the  miry  glebe 
Lays  closa  the  matted  grain ;  with  awful  peal, 
While  the  loud  thunder  shakes  a  guilty  world, 
And  ibtkad  lightnings  cleave  the  sultry  skies. 

Nor  does  the  verdant  mead  or  bearded  field 
Alone  the  rage  of  angry  skies  sustain. 
Oft-times  their  influence  dire  tbe  bleating  flock 
Or  lowing  herd  assails,  and  mocks  the  fbm 
Of  costly  med'cine,  or  attendant  care. 
Such  late  the  wrathful  pestilence,  that  seiz'd 
In  paiitures  far  retir'd,  or  guarded  stalls. 
The  dew-lap'd  race  I  with  plaintive  lowings  they. 
And  heavy  eyes,  oonfees'd  the  pois  nous  gale. 
And  drank  infection  in  eaph  breath  they  drew. 
Quick  through  their  veins  the  burning  fever  ran. 
And  firoai  their  nostrils  stream 'd  the  putrid  rbeum 
Malignant ;  o'er  their  limbs  faint  languors  crept. 
And  stupe^ction  all  their  senses  bound. 
In  vain  their  master,  with  officious  band. 
From  the  pil'd  mow  the  sweetest  lock  presents; 
Or  anxiously  prepares  the  tepid  draught 
Balsamic ;  they  the  proffer'd  dainty  loath, 
Jkmd  Death  ducting  claims  his  destin'd  prey  >*. 

**  Ssipeetiamimmansumcsstovenitagmenaquarum, 
£t  fflstlam  glomenutt  tempe^tatem  imbribus  atris 
Colleetae  ex  aho  nubes ;  roit  arduus  tether, 
Et  pluvii  ingenti  sata  lata,  boomque  labores 
Diluit  Virg. 

a*  Uinc  Istis  vituli  vulgo  moriuntur  in  herbis. 
El  iittlees  antmat  plana  ad  pi^esepia  reddnnt 
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Nor  seldom  coughs  and  watry  riienms  affiict 
The  woolly  tribes *3,  and  on  their  vitals  seize; 
Thinning  their  folds ;  and,  with  thmr  mangled  iimbt. 
And  tatter'd  fleeces,  the  averted  eye 
Disgusting,  as  the  squeamish  traveller. 
With  long-suspended  breath,  hies  o'er  the  plain. 
And  is  their  lord,  proud  man !  more  safe  than  they  ? 
More  privileged  from  the  destro3ring  Inreath, 
That,  through  the  secret  shade,  in  darkness  walks, 
Or  smites  whdd  pastures  at  the  noon  of  day  ? 
Ah  !  no,  D^th  mark'd  him  from  his  inihnt  birtb^ 
Mark'd  for  his  own,  and,  with  envenom'd  touch, 
fiis  vital  blood  defil'd.    Through  all  bis  veins 
The  subtle  poison  creeps;  compounded  joins 
Its  kindred  mass  to  his  increasing  bulk ; 
And,  to  the  rage  of  angry  elements. 
Betrays  bis  victim,  poor,  ill-iat^  man ; 
Not  surer  bom  to  live,  than  bora  to  die  I 
In  what  a  sad  variety  of  forms ' 
Clothes  he  his  messengers?  Delirinms  wildl 
Inflated  dropsy !  slow  consuramg  cough ! 
Jaundice,  and  gout,  and  stone ;  convulsive  spasas; 
The  shaking  head,  and  the  contracted  limb ; 
And  lingering  atn^hy,  and  hoary  age; 
And  second  childhood,  slack'ning  ev'ry  ntrvv^ 
To  joy,  to  reason,  and  to  doty  dead ! 
I  know  thee,  who  thou  art,  o&pring  of  Sin, 
And  Satan  I  nnrs'd  in  Hell,  and  then  let  loose 
To  range,  with  thy  aocursed, train,  on  Earth, 
When  man,  aposUte  man !  by  Saton's  wies. 
From  life,  fVom  bKss,  from  God,  and  goodness  fell! 
Who  knows  thee  not?  who  feels  thee  not  within. 
Plucking  hia  heart-strings  ?  whom  hast  thou  not 

robb'd 
Of  parent,  wife,  or  friend,  as  thou  bast  me  ? 
Glutting  the  grave  with  ever-crowding  guests, 
And,  with  their  image,  sad'ning  ev'ry  scene. 
Less  peopled  with  the  living  than  the  d^  1 

Through  populous  streets  thcnevei^ceasing  bell 
Proclaims,  with  solemn  sound,  the  parting  breath; 
Nor  seldom  from  the  village-tow'r  is  heard 
The  mournful  knelL    Alike  the  grassy  ridge^ 
With  osiers  bound;  and  vaulted  catacomb. 
His  spoils  enclose.    Alike  the  simple  stone, 
And  mausoleum  proud,  his  pow'r  attest. 
In  wretched  doggrel,  or  elab'rate  verse. 

Perhaps  the  peasant's  humble  olMequies ; 
Tbe  flowing  sheet,  and  pall  of  rusty  hue. 
Alarm  you  not.    You  slight  the  simple  throng; 
And  for  the  nodding  plum«fs,  and  scutcheon'd  hearse. 
Your  tears  reserve.   Then  mark,  o*er  yond^  pluOy, 
The  grand  pit>oession  suited  to  your  taste; 
I  mock  you  not.    The  sable  pursuivants 
Proclaim  th*  approaching  state.     Lo !    now  the 

plumes!  [pearl 

The  nodding  plumes  and  scntcheon'd  hearse  ap- 
And  clad  in  mournful  weeds,  a  long  sad  train 
Of  slowly-moving  pomp,  that  waits  on  death  1 
Nay— yet  another  melancholy  tram ! 
Another  triumph  of  the  ghastly  fiend 
Succeeds  !  'T  is  so.    Perhaps  ye  have  not  heaid 
The  mourafiil  tale.    Perhaps  no  messenger 
Hath  warn'd  you  to  attend  the  solemn  deed ! 
Then  firaoi  the  Muse  the  piteouB  story  leara;         ^ 

»3  Non  tam  creber  agens  hyemem  ruit  sethere  turbo^ 
Quam  multe  pecudum  pcstes,  nee  singula  morbi 
Corpora  corriprunt,  sed  tota  asstiva  repents 
Spemque,  gregemque  siiQul,  cuactamque  ab 
engine  gentem,  tized  by  ^OC  Yirg. 
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And,  with  heryikk  the  graye  proccision  waif» 
That  to  their  early  tomb,  to  inould'riDg  duit 
Of  ancestors,  that  crowd  the  scanty  vanlt. 
Near  which  our  song  began,  Northampton  h  bears. 
The  gay  Northampton,  and  his  beauteous  bride  ^* ! 
Far  other  pageants  in  his  youthful  breast 
He  cherish'd,  while,  .with  delegated  trust. 
On  stately  ceremonials,  to  the  shore. 
Where  Adrians  waves  Ae  sea-girt  city  lave. 
He  went;  and,  with  him,  join*d  in  recent  love. 
His  blooming  bride,  of  Beaufort's  royal  line, 
The  charming  Somerset !  But  royal  blood. 
Nor  yonth,  rior  beauty,  nor  employment  high, 
Could  grant  {protection  from  the  rode  assault 
Of  that  barbarian.  Death  ;  who,  without  form. 
To  courts  and  cottages  unbidden  cornea  $ 
And  his  unwelcome  embassy  fulfils. 
Without  distinction,  to  the  lofty  peer. 
The  graceful  bride,  or  peasant's  homely  race. 
Ere,  from  her  native  soil,  she  saw  the  Sun 
Run  half  his  annual  course,  in  Latian  climes, 
fiVie.  breath'd  her  last ;  him,  ere  that  course  was 

done. 
Death  met  returning  on  the  Gallic  plahis, 
And  sent  to  join  her  yet  unburied  dust : 
Who,  but  this  youthful  pair's  untimely  fttte 
Must  weep,  who,  but  in  theirs,  may  read  their  own  ? 

Aaother  leason  seek  ye,  other  proof 
Of  vanity,  and  lamentable  woe 
Betiding  ma6?  Another  scene  to  grace 
With  troops  of  victims  the  terrific  king, 
And  humble  wanton  folly's  laughing  sons  } 
The  Mnse  shall  from  her  foithfUl  memory 
A  tale  select  5  a  tale  big  with  the  fate 
Of  kidgs  and  heroes- 00  this  now  lair  field 
Embattled !  but  her  song  shall  to  your  view 
Their  ranks  embody,  and,  to  future  peace. 
Their  fierce  designs  and  hostile  rage  ooovert 

Not  on  Pharsalia's  plain  9i  holder  $tr{fe 
Was  keldy  though  twice  with  Roman  blood  distain'd. 
Than  when  thy  subjects,  first  imperial  Charies ! 
Daredi  inthese  fields,  with  arms  their  cause  toplead. 
Where  once  the  Romans  pitch'd  their  hoetite  tenU*^, 
Other  Campanias  fair,  and  milder  Alps 
Exploring,  now  a  nobler  warrior  stood, 
His  country's  sovereign  liege !  Around  his  camp 
A  gallant  train  of  loftiest  rank  attend. 
By  loyalty,  and  love  of  legal  sway, 
To  mighty  deeds  impdl'd.    Meanwhile  below 
Others  no  less  intrepid  courage  boast. 
From  source  as  fair,  the  love  of  liberty  ! 
Dear  liberty  !  when  rightly  understood. 
Prime  social  bliss !  Oh!  may  no  fraud 
Usurp  thy  name,,  to  veil  their  dark  designs 


Nought  then  avail'd  thy  forats  df  guardiin  Isw^ 

The  work  of  ages,  in  a  moment  lost. 

And  ev'ry  social  tie  at  once  dissolved  ! 

For  now  no  more  sweet  peace,  and  order  fisir,- 

And  kindred  love  remained,  but  hostile  rage 

Instead,  and  mutual  jealousy,  and  hate. 

And  tumult  loud !  nor,  hadst  thou  then  been  tbere^ 

O  Talbot  >?!  could  thy  voice,  so  often  beard 

On  heav'niy  themes!  nor  his  fraternal  >*  1  skill'd 

In  social  claims,  the  limits  to  define 

Of  law  and  right,  have  calm'd  the  furious  strife. 

Or  stiird  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 

Across  the  plain,  where  the  slight  eminence 
And  scatter'd  hedge-rows  mark  a'  midway  space 
To  jTondel'  town  >9,  once  d^em'd  a  royal  court  ^ 
Now  hartxNiring  no  friends  to  royalty ! 
The  popular  troops  their  martial  lines  esctend. 
High  on  the  hill*  the  royal  banners  wave 
Their  fisithful  signals.    Ranged  along  the  steepy 
The  glitt'ring  files,  in  bunbh'd  armour  dad. 
Reflect  the  downward  Sun ;  and,  with  its  gfeam. 
The  distant  crowds  affright,  who  trembling  wait 
For  the  dire  onset,  and  the  dubious  fight. 

As  pent-up  waters,  swelPd  by  sudden  rains. 
Their  former  bounds  disdain,  and  foam  and  i«g€ 
Impatient  of  restraint^  till,  at  some  breach. 
Outward  they  burst  impetuous,  and  mock 
The  peasant's  feeble  toil,  whieh  strives  to  check 
Their  headlong  torrent ;  so  the  royal  tipops. 
With  martial  rage  hiflam'd,  impatient  wait 
The  tpampet*s  summons.    At  its  sprightly  call. 
The  airy  seat  they  leave,  and  down  the  steep. 
Rank  following  rank,  like  wave  succeeding  wave. 
Rush  on  the  hostile  wings.    Dire  was  the  shocky 
Dire  was  the  clash  of  arms  !  The  hostile  wings 
Give  way,  and  soon  in  flight  their  safety  seck^ 
They  with  augmented  force  and  growing  rage 
The  flying  foe  pursue.    But  too  secure. 
And  counting  of  cheap  conquest  quickly  gain'd 
0*er  dastard  minds,  in  wordy  quarrels  bold. 
But  slack  by  deeds  to  rindicate  their  claim. 
In  chase  and  plunder  long  they  waste  the  day. 
And  late  return,  of  order  u^igent. 
Meanwhile  the  battle  in  the  centre  rag'd 
With  different  fortune,  by  bold  Esstx  led, 
Experienc'd  chief !  and  to  the  monarch's  cauie^ 
And  youthful  race,  for  martial  deeds  wnripe. 
Menaced  destruction.    In  the  royal  bKaat 
High  passions  rose,  by  native  dignity 
Made  more  sublime,  and  urg'd  to  powerful  act 
By  strong  paternal  love  30,  and  proud  disdain 
Of  vulgar  minds,  arraigping  in  his  race 
The  rights  of  sovereignty,  from  ancient  kinga 
In  order  fair  deriv'd    Amidst  his  troops 
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Grimly  exalting  in  the  bloody  fray. 
Now  on  the  crested  helm  or  bumisbM  shield. 
He  stamps  new  horroors ;  now  the  lereird^word 
With  weightier  force  impells,  with  iron-hoof 
Now  tramples  on  th'  expiring  ranks ;  or  gores 
The  foaming  steed  against  th*  opposing  spear. 
But  chiefly  on  the  cannon's  braaen  orb  ^ 
He  sits  triumphant,  and,  with  fktal  aim,' 
lovolves  whole  squadrons  in  the  sulphurous  storm. 

Then  Lindsey  ^'  fell,  nor  from  the  sheltering  straw 
Ceas'd  he  to  plead  his  sov'reign's  slighted  cause 
Amidst  surrounding  foes;  nor  but  with, iifo 
Expir'd  his  loyalty.     His  valiant  son  ** 
Attempts  his  rescue,  but  attempts  in  Tain ! 
Then  Vemey  33  too,  with  many  a  gallant  knight 
And  fiuthfiil  courtier,  anxious  for  thy  weal, 
Unhappy  prince  !  but  mindless  of  their  own/ 
Pour'd  out  his  life  upon  the  crimson  plain. 
Then  fell  the  gallant  Stewart  H  Aubigny^s, 
And  Kingsmill  ^ !  He  whose  monumental  stone 
Protects  his  neighboring  ashes  and  his  fame. 

The  closing  day  composM  the  furious  strife : 
But  for  short  time  composM !  anon  to  wake 
With  tenfold  rage,  and  spread  a  irider  scene 
Of  terrour  and  destruction  o'er  the  land ! 

Now  mark  the  glories  of  the  great  debate ! 
Yon  grass-green  mount,  where  waves  the  planted 

pine. 
And  whispers  to  the  winds  the  mournful  tale, 
Contains  them  in  its  monumental  mould ; 
A  slaughtered  crew,  promiscuous  lodg'd  below  ! 
Still  as  the  ploughman  breaks  the  clotted  glebe, 
He  ever  and  anon  some  trophy  finds, 
The  relics  of  the  war  37 — or  rusty  spear. 
Or  cankerM  ball;  but,  from  sepulchral  soil, 
Cautious  he  turns  aside  the  shining  steel, 
Lest  haply,  at  its  touch,  uncover*d  bones 
Should  start  to  view,  and  blast  his  rural  toil. 

Such  were  the  firuits  of  passion,  froward  will. 
And  unsubmitting  pride !  Worse  storms  than  those 
That  rend  the  sky,  and  waste  our  cultur'd  fields ! 
Strangers  alike  to  man's  primeval  state. 
Ere  eril  entrance  found  to  this  fair  worid. 
Permitted,  not  ordain'd,  whaterer  pride 
May  dream  of  order  in  a  worid  of  sin. 
Or  pre-existent  soul,  and  penal  doom 
For  crimes  unknown.    More  wise,  more  happy  he ! 
Who  in  his  breast  oft  pond'ring,  and  perplex'd 
With  endless  doubt  and  learning's  fruitlew  toil, 
His  weary  mind  at  length  reposes  sure 
On  Heav'n's  attested  oracles.    To  them 
Submiss  he  bows,  convinc'd,  however  weak 
His  reason  the  mysterious  plan  to  solve, 


3*  Earl  of  Lindsey,  the  king's  general. 

3>  Lord  Willoughby,  son  to  the  earl  of  Lindsey. 

33  Sir  Edmund  Vemey,  standard-bearer  to  the 
king. 

34  Lord  Stewart 

35  Lord  Aubigny,  son  to  the  duke  of  Lenox. 
3^  Captain  ELingsmill,  buried  at  Radway. 

37  Scilicet  et  tempos  veniet,  cum  finibus  illi% 
Agricola  incnrvo  ierram  molitus  aratro, 
^cesa  inveniet  8oabr&  rubigine  pila. 
Ant  graVibus  rastris  galeas  pulsabit  inanes, 
Grandiaque  ^ffuttm  mirabitur  otsa  sepulchris. 
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That  all  He  wills  is  right,  who,  ere  the  worlds 
Were  formed,  in  his  all-comprehensive  mind. 
Saw  all  that  was,  or  is,  or  e'er  shall  be. 
Who  to  whatever  exists,  or  lives,  or  moves. 
Throughout  creation's  wide  extent,  gave  life, 
Gave  being,  powV,  and  thought  to  act,  to  move 
Impelling  or  impell'd,  to  all  ordain'd 
Their  ranks,  relations,  and  dependencies, 
And  can  direct,  suspend,  control  their  pow'rs, 
Else  were  he  not  supreme !  Who  bids  the  winds 
Be  still,  and  they  obey ;  who  to  the  sea 
Assigns  its  bounds,  and  calms  its  boisterous  waves. 
Who»  with  like  ease  can  moral  discord  rule, 
And  all  apparent  evil  turn  to  good. 

Hail  then,  ye  sons  of  Eve !  th'  unerring  guide. 
The  sovereign  grant  receive,  sin's  antidote ! 
A  cure  for  all  our  griefs !  iSo  heav'niy  Truth 
Shall  wide  display  her  captivating  charms. 
And  Peace  her  dwelling  fix  with  human  race. 
So  Love  through  ev'ry  clime  his  gentle  reign 
Shall  spread,  and  at  his  call  discordant  realms 
Shall  beat  their  swords  to  ploughshares,  and  their 

spears 
To  pruning-hoolu,  nor  more  learn  morth*rous  war. 
So  when  revolving  years,  by  Heav'n's  decree. 
Their  circling  course  hare  run,  new  firmaments. 
With  blessings  fraught,  shall  fill  the  bright  expanse. 
Of  tempests  void,  and  thunder's  angry  voice. 
New  verdure  shall  arise  to  cflothe  the  fields : 
New  Edens  t  teeming  with  immortal  fruit  I 
No  more  the  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air. 
Or  those  that  range  the  fields  or  skim  the  flood. 
Their  fierceness  shall  retain,  but  brute  with  brute. 
And  all  with  man  in  amicable  league 
Shaill  join,  and  enmity  for  ever  cease. 

Remains  there  aught  to  crown  the  rapt'rons  theme? 
T  is  this,  unfeding  joy,  beyond  the  reach 
Of  elemental  worlds,  and  short-liv'd  time. 
This  too  is  yours — firom  outward  sense  conoeal'd. 
But,  by  resemblance  of  external  things. 
Inward  displayed,  to  elevate  the  soul 
To  thoughts  sublime,  and  point  her  way  to  Heav'n. 

So,  from  the  top  of  Nebo's  lofly  mount. 
The  patriot-leader  of  Jehovah's  sons 
The  promn'd  land  survey'd ;  to  Canaan's  race 
A  splendid  theatre  of  frantic  Joys 
And  fetal  mirth,  beyond  whose  scanty  bounds 
Darkness  and  horronr  dwell !  Emblem  to  him 
Of  fairer  fields,  and  happier  seats  above ! 
Then  closed  his  eyes  to  mortal  scenes,  to  wake 
In  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 


LABOUR  AND  GENIUS: 

OR, 
THE  MIIX-9TRBAM  AND  THE  CASCADE. 

APABLB. 

Nature,  with  lib'ral  hand,  dispenses 
Her  apparatus  of  the  senses. 
In  articles  of  gep'ral  use, 
Nervoft,  sinews,  muscles,  bones  profuse. 
Distinguishing  her  fev'rite  race 
With  form  erect,  and  featur'd  fece : 
The  flowing  hair,  the  polishM  skin-» 
But,  for  the  furniture  within,    ,     ^^  ^^  ^T  ^ 
Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


308 


JAGG'S  POEMS. 


Whether  it  be  of  bnicip  or  lenl« 
What  matters  it,  lo  there  *s  a  bead  ? 
For  wisest  noddle  teldoai  goes. 
Bat  as  't  is  led  by  corp'ral  ooae. 
Kor  is  it  thinking  much,  bat  doing. 
That  keepv  oar  tenements  from  ruin. 
-And  hundreds  eat,  who  spin  or  knit. 
For  one  that  live*  by  dint  of  wit 

The  sturdy  thresher  plies  his  flail. 
And  what  to  this  doth  wit  avail  ? 
Who  learus  from  wit  to  press  the  spade? 
Or  thinks  't  would  mend  the  cobler^s  trade  ? 
The  pedlar,  with  bis  cumb'roas  pack. 
Carries  bis  brains  apon  his  back. 
Some  wear  them  in  fuU-bottom'd  wig, 
Or  hang  them  by  with  qtttme  or  pr^. 
Reduced,  till  they  return  again. 
In  dishabille,  to  common  men. 
Then  why,  my  friend,  is  wit  so  rare  } 
That  sadden  flash,  that  makes  one  stare ! 
A  meteor's  blaze,  a  dazzling  show ! 
Sav  what  it  is,  for  well  you  know. 
Or,  if  yoo  can  with  patience  hear 
A  witless  frdrfe,  lend  an  ear*. 

Betwixt  two  sloping  verdant  hills 
A  corrent  pourM  its  careless  rills. 
Which  unambitious  crept  along. 
With  weeds  and  matted  gra»  o*erfaang. 
Till  rural  Genhu,  on  a  day. 
Chancing  along  its  banks  to  stray. 
Remarked  with  penetrating  look 
The  latent  merits  of  the  brook, 
l^uch  griev'd  to  see  such  talents  hid. 
And  thus  the  dull  by-standers  chid. 

**  How  blind  is  man's  incurious  race, 
The  scope  of  Nature*s  plans  to  trace? 
How  do  ye  mangle  half  her  charms. 
And  fright  her  hourly  with  alarms  ? 
Disfigure  now  her  swelling  mounds. 
And  now  contract  her  spacioos  bounds  ? 
Fritter  her  fairest  lawns  to  alleys. 
Bare  her  green  hills,  and  hide  her  valleys? 
Confine  her  streams  with  rule  and  line. 
And  counteract  her  whole  design  ? 
Neglecting,  where  she  points  the  way. 
Her  easy  dictates  to  obey  ? 
To  bring  her  hidden  worth  to  sight ; 
And  place  her  charms  in  fairest  light  ? 

"  Alike  to  mteUectuaU  blind, 
T  is  thus  you  treat  the  youthful  mind ; 
Mistaking  gravity  for  sense. 
For  dawn  of  wit,  impertinence. 

*'  The  boy  of  genuine  parts  and  merit. 
For  some  unlucky  prank  of  spirit. 
With  frantic  rage  is  scourg'd  from  school, 
And  branded  with  the  name  of  fool. 
Because  his  active  blood  flowed  faster 
Than  the  dull  puddle  of  his  master. 
While  the  sk)w  plodder  trots  along, 


Makes  pons,  and  aaagia—  in  bot. 
And  turns  his  trees  to  beats  and  cocks. 
Esceb  in  qoaint  jette-d*ean  or  ibantaia^ 
Or  leads  bis  stream  across  avioontain. 
To  show  its  shalk>wncas  and  pride. 
In  a  broad  grin,  on  t*  other  nde. 
Perverting  all  tbe  rules  of  sense. 
Which  never  offers  violence. 
But  gently  leads  where  Nature  tends. 
Sure,  with  applause,  to  gain  its  ends. 

"  Bat  one  example  may  teach  more. 
Than  precepts  hacknejr'd  o*er  and  o'er, 
llien  mark  this  riUy  with  weeds  o'erhung, 
Unnotic'd  by  tbe  vulgar  throng  \ 
Ev*n  this,  condncied  by  my  laws. 
Shall  rise  to  fiune,  attract  applause ; 
Instruct  in  fisble  ■,  shine  in  song» 
And  be  the  theme  of  ev'ry  tongue.** 
He  said:  and,  to  his  favorite  son, 
Consigai'd  tbe  task,  and  will'd  it  done^ 
Damon  his  ooonsel  wisely  weigh'd. 
And  carefully  the  scene  survejr'd. 
And,  though  it  seems  he  said  but  tittl^ 
He  took  bcB  meaning  to  a  tittle. 
And  first,  his  purpose  to  befriend, 
A  bank  be  raised  at  tb'  upper  end : 
Compact,  and  dose  iU  outward  side. 
To  stay  and  swell  the  gath'ring  tide: 
But,  on  its  inner,  rough  and  tall, 
A  ragged  cliff,  a  rocky  wall 
The  channel  next  he  op'd  to  view. 
And,  from  its  course,  the  rubbish  drew. 
Enlarge  it  now,  and  now  with  line 
Oblique  pursued  his  fair  design. 
Preparing  here  the  maxy  way. 
And  there  the  iidi  for  qxNrtive  play. 
The  precipice  abrupt  and  steep. 
The  pebbled  road,  and  cavern  deep. 
Tbe  rooty  seat,  where  best  to  view 
The  fsiry  scene,  at  distance  due. 
He  last  invokM  tbe  Dryads  aid. 
And  fringed  the  borders  round  with  shade. 
Tapestry,  by  Nature's  fingers  wove. 
No  mimic,  but  a  real  grove : 
Part  hiding,  part  admitting  day. 
The  scene  to  grace  the  future  play. 

Damon  perceives,  i^ith  ravish'd  eyea» 
The  beautiful  enchantment  rise. 
Sees  sweetly  blended  shade  and  ligfatt 
Sees  ev^ry  part  with  each  unite. 
Sees  each,  as  he  directs,  assume 
A  livelier  dye  or  deeper  gloom. 
So,  fashion'd  by  the  painter's  skill. 
New  forms  the  glowing  canvass  fill. 
So,  to  the  summer's  Sun,  the  rose 
And  jessamin  their  Charms  disdosa. 
While,  all  intent  on  this  retreat. 
He  saw  his  fav'rite  work  complete. 
Divine  enthusiasm  seiz'd  his  breast. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LABOUR  AND  GENIUS. 


309 


For  thee  (  fly  frooi  nilgmr  eyes, 
For  thee  I  ▼ulgar  cares  despise. 
For  thee  ambition^s  charms  resign; 
Accept  a  vof  ry,  wholly  thine. 

"  Yet  stiH  let  Friendship's  joys  be  near. 
Still,  on  these  pUuas,  her  train  appear. 
By  Learning's  sons  my  haunts  he  trod, 
And  Stamf(ml*8  feet  imprint  my  sod. 
For  Stanford  oft  hath  deigned  to  stray 
Around  my  Leasow's  flow'ry  way. 
And,  where  his  1100010^4  steps  have  rov*d. 
Oft  have  his  gifts  those  scenes  improvM. 
To  him  I  *11  dedicate  my  cell, 
To  him  snspesd  the  votive  spell. 
His  name  shall  heighten  ev'ry  charm. 
His  name  protect  my  groves  from  harm. 
Protect  my  harmless  sport  from  blame. 
And  turn  obscurity  to  fame." 

He  spake.    His  hand  the  pencil  guides, 
And  Stamford '  o'er  the  scene  presides. 
The  proud  device,  with  borrow 'd  grace, 
Gonferr'd  new  lustre  on  the  place : 
As  books,  by  dint  of  dedication. 
Enjoy  their  patron's  reputation. 

Now,  lanching  fiom  its  lofty  shore. 
The  loosenM  stream  began  to  roar : 
As  headlong,  from  the  rocky  mound. 

It  rosh'd  into  the  vast  profound. 

There  checked  awhile,  again  it  flow'd 

GUtt'ring  along  the  channel'd  road  : 

From  steep  to  steep,  a  frequent  fall, 

Each  different,  and  each  natural 

Obstructing  roots  and  rocks  between, 

Diversify  th'  enchanted  scene; 

While  winding  now,  and  intricate, 

Kow  more  developed,  and  in  state, 

Th'  onited  stream,  with  rapid  fbroe. 

Pursues  amain  its  downward  course, 

mi  at  your  feet  absorbed,  it  hides 

Beneath  the  ground  its  bustling  tides. 
With  prancing  steeds,  and  lir'ried  trahas, 

Soon  daily  shone  the  bordVing  plains. 

And  distant  sounds  fbretold  th*  approach 

Of  frequent  chaise,  and  crowded  coach. 

For  SOBS  of  Taste,  and  daughters  fair. 

Hasted  the  sweet  surprise  to  share : 

While  Hagleys  wonder*d  at  their  sUy, 

And  ^lardly  brookM  the  long  delay. 
Not  distant  far  balow,  a  mill 

Was  built  upon  a  neighbMng  jill : 

Whose  pent-up  stream,  whene'er  let  loose, 

Impeird  a  wheel,  close  at  its  sluice. 

So  strongly,  that,  by  friction's  pow'r, 

T  woold  grind  the  firmest  grain  to  flow'r. 

Or,  by  a  correspondence  new, 

With  hammers,  and  their  clattering  crew, 

Would  so  bestir  her  active  jtumps. 

On  iron-blocks,  though  arrant  lumps. 

That,. in  a  trice,  she  *d  manage  matters. 

To  mnike  them  all  as  smooth  as  platters. 

Or  slit  a  bar  to  rods  quite  taper, 

With  as  much  ease,  as  you  'd  cut  paper. 

For,  though  the  lever  gave  the  blow. 

Yet  it  was  lifted  from  below ; 

*  The  scene  here  referred  to,  was  inscribed  to 
the  right  hon.  the  earl  of  Stamford;  but  since  to 
William  Shenstooe,  esq. 

i  The  seat  of  the  right  hon.  kird  Lyttelton,  dis- 
tant bvta  few  miles  from  t)M  Leasows. 


And  would  for  ever  have  lain  still, 
But  for  the  bustling  of  the  rill ; 
Who,  from  her  stately  pool  or  ocean, 
Put  all  the  wheels  and  logs  in  motion ; 
Things  in  their  nature  very  quiet, 
Though  making  all  this  noise  and  riot 

This  stream,  that  could  in  toil  excel. 
Began  with  foolish  pride  to  swell: 
Piqu'd  at  her  neighbour's  reputation. 
And  thus  expressed  her  indignation. 

**  Madam !  methinks  you  *r«  vastly  prond. 
You  was  'nt  us'd  to  talk  so  loud. 
Nor  cut  such  capers  in  your  pace. 
Marry  1  what  antics,  what  grimace ! 
For  shame  I  do  nt  give  yourself  such  airs. 
In  flaunting  down  those  hideous  stairs. 
Nor  put  yourself  hi  such  a  flutter, 
Whate'er  3WIU  do,  jrou  dirty  gutter ! 
I  'd  have  you  know,  you  upstart  minx ! 
Ere  you  were  form'd,  with  all  your  sinks, 
A  lake  I  was,  oompar'd  with  which. 
Your  stream  is  but  a  paltry  ditch: 
And  still,  on  honest  labour  bent, 
I  ne'er  a  tingie flash  misspent. 
And  yet  no  fbUn  of  high  degree 
Would  e'er  vouchsafe  to  visit  me. 
As,  in  their  coaches,  by  they  rattle. 
Forsooth  !  to  hear  your  idle  prattle. 
Though  half  the  busmess  of  my  flooding 
Is  to  provide  them  cakes  and  pudding : 
Or  furnish  stuff  for  many  a  trinket. 
Which,  though  so  fine,  you  scarce  would  think  it, 
When  Bonlton's4  skill  has  fix'd  theh-  beauty,' 
To  my  rough  toil  first  ow'd  their  duty. 
But  1  'm  plaitf  Gootfy  of  the  Mill ;  ^ 

And  you  are— Afodom  Cateadillef** 

**  Dear  coz,"  ceply*d  the  beauteous  torrent, 
"  Pray  do  not  discompose  your  currant 
lliat  we  all  fhmi  one  fountain  flow, 
Hath  been  agreed  on  long  ago. 
Varying  6ur  talents,  and  our  tides. 
As  chance  or  education  guides. 
That  I  have  either  note  or  name, 
I  owe  to  him  who  gives  me  fame. 
Who  teaches  all  our  kind  to  flow, 
Or  gaily  swift,  or  gravely  slow. 
Now  in  the  lake,  with  glassy  face. 
Now  moving  light,  with  dimpled  grace. 
Now  gleaming  finom  the  rocky  he^t. 
Now,  in  rough  eddies,  foaming  white. 
Nor  envy  me  the  gay  or  great, 
That  visit  my  obscure  retreat 
None  wonders  that  a  down  can  dig,  ^ 

But 't  is  some  art  to  dance  a  jig. 
Your  talents  are  employed  for  use. 
Mine  to  gpve  pleasare  and  amuse. 
And  though,  dear  coz,  no  folks  of  taste 
Their  idle  hours  with  yon  will  waste, 
Yet  many  a  grist  comes  to  your  mill. 
Which  helps  yonr  master's  bags  to  fill. 
While  I,  with  all  my  notes  and  trilling. 
For  Damon  never  got  a  shilltog. 
Then,  gentle  oos,  forbear  yonr  clamours, 
Enjoy  your  hoppers  and  your  hammers : 
We  gain  our  ends  by  diflPrent  ways. 
And  you  get  bread,  and  I  get— praise." 

*  An  eminent  merchant,  and  very  ingenious 
mechanic,  at  the  Soho  manafodory.  new  Bir< 
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ARVENNA. 

A  PASTORAL  ECLOOUB. 

TO  A  LAUr* 

DAMOH  AVD  LYCtDAM, 

Wbik  o'er  the  western  world  fair  Science  spread 

Her  genial  ray,  and  Gothic  darkness  fled. 

To  Britain's  isle  the  Muses  took  their  way. 

And  taught  her  list'ning  groves  the  tuneful  lay. 

'T  was  then  two  swains  the  Doric  reed  essay'd 

To  sing  the  praises  of  a  peerless  maid. 

On  Arden's  blissful  plain  her  seat  she  chose, 

And  hence  her  rural  name  Ardenna  rose. 

In  sportive  verse  alternately  they  vied, 

llius  Damon  sang,  and  Lyddas  replied. 


Here,  gentle  swain,  beneath  the  shade  reclin*d. 
Remit  thy  labours,  and  unbend  thy  mind. 
Well  with  the  shepherd's  state  our  cares  agree, 
For  Nature  prompts  to  pleasing  industry. 
T  is  this  to  all  her  gifts  fresh  beauty  yields, 
Health  to  our  flocks,  and  plenty  to  our  fields. 
Yet  bath  she  not  imposed  unceasing  toil, 
Kot  restless  ploughshares  always  vex  the  soil. 
Then,  shepherd,  take  the  blessings  Heav*n  bestows, 
Assist  the  song,  and  sveeten  our  repose. 


While  others, 'sunk  in  sleep,  or  live  in  vain, 
Or,  slaves  of  indolence,  but  wake  to  pain. 
Me  let  the  call  of  earliest  birds  invite 
To  hail  th*  appnoaches  of  returning  light ; 
To  taste  the  freshness  of  the  cheerful  mom, 
While  glist'ring  dew-drops  hang  on  ev'ry  thorn. 
Hence  all  the  bliss  that  centres  in  our  kind. 
Health  to  the  blood,  and  vigour  to  the  mind. 
Hence  ev'ry  task  its  meet  attendance  gains. 
And  leisure  hence  to  listen  to  thy  strains. 


Thrice  happy  swain,  so  fitly  form'd  to  share 
The  shepherd's  labour,  and  Ardenna's  care  \ 
To  tell  Ardenna's  praise  the  rural  train 
Inscribe  the  verse,  or  chant  it  o*er  the  plain. 
Plains,  hills,  and  woodsretuni  the  welUknownsoiind, 
And  the  smooth  beech  records  the  sportive  wound. 
Then,  Lycidas,  let  us  the  chorus  join. 
So  bright  a  theme  our  music  shall  refine. 

Escap'd  from  all  the  busy  worid  admires. 
Hither  the  philosophic  dame  retires ; 
For  in  the  busy  world,  or  poets  feign, 
Intemp'rate  vice  and  giddy  pleasures  reign ; 
Then,  when  from  crowds  the  Loves  and  Oraces  flew. 


She  winds  its  course  the  copiom  stream  to  show. 
And  she  hi  swifter  currents  bids  it  flow ; 
Now  imoothly  gliding  with  an  even  pace. 
Now  dimpling  o'er  the  stones  with  roughen'dgr«ce: 
With  glassy  surface  now  serenely  bright. 
Now  foaming  from  the  rock  all  silver  white. 

T  is  she  the  rising  bank  with  beeches  croiqis. 
Now  spreads  the  scene,  and  now  contracts  its  bounds. 
Clothes  the  bleak  hill  with  verdure  ever  gay. 
And  bids  our  feet  through  msrrtle-valleys  rtray. 
She  for  her  shepherds  rears  the  rooty  shed,* 
The  checquer'd  pavement,  and  the  straw-wove  bed. 
For  them  she  scoops  the  grotto's  cool  retreat. 
From  storms  a  shelter,  and  a  shade  in  heat 
Directs  their  hands  the  verdant  arch  to  bend. 
And  with  the  leafy  roof  its  gloom  extend. 
Shells,  flint,  and  ore  their  mingled  graces  joiOy 
And  rocky  fragments  aid  the  chaste  dengn. 


Hail,  happy  lawns!  where'er  we  turn  our  eyes. 
Fresh  beauties  bloom,  and  opening  wonders  rise. 
Whilom  these  charming  scenes  with  grief  I  view'd 
A  barren  waste,  a  dreary  solitude  1 
My  drooping  flocks  their  russet  pastures  moum'd. 
And  lowing  herds  the  plaintive  moan  retum'd. 
With  weary  feet  from  field  to  field  they  stray'd. 
Nor  found  th^r  hunger's  painful  sense  allay'd. 
But  now  no  more  a  dreary  scene  appears. 
No  more  its  prickly  boughs  the  bramble  rears. 
No  more  my  flocks  lament  th'  unfruitful  soil. 
Nor  mourn  their  ragged  fleece,  or  fruitless  toil. 

DAMOK. 

As  this  fiiir  lawn  excels  the  mshy  mead. 

As  firs  the  thorn,  and  flow'rs  the  pois'noni  weed. 

Far  as  the  warbling  sky -larks  soar  on  high. 

Above  the  clumsy  bat  or  buzzing  fly ; 

So  matchless  moves  Ardenna  o*er  the  greeo» 

In  mind  alike  excelling  as  in  mien. 


Sweet  is  the  fragrance  of  the  damask  rose. 
And  bright  the  dye  that  on  its  surface  gknrs^ 
Fair  is  the  poplar  rising  on  the  plain. 
Of  shapely  trunk,  and  lofty  branches  vain ; 
But  neither  sweet  the  rose,  nor  bright  its  dye. 
Nor  poplar  fair,  if  with  her  charms  they  vie. 


Grateful  is  sunshine  to  the  sportive  lambs. 
The  balmy  dews  delight  the  nibbling  dams ; 
But  kindlier  warmth  Ardenna's  smiles  impwt, 
A  balm  more  rich  her  lessons  to  the  heart 
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THE  SCAVENGERS. 

A  TOWN  ECLOGUE. 

Dulcis  odor  lucri  ex  re  qu&ljbet. 

^WAKB,  my  Muse,  prepare  a  loftier  theme*  • 
The  winding  valley  and  the  dimpled  ttream 
I>ei;gbt  not  all :  quit,  quit  the  verdant  field. 
And  try  what  dusty  streets  and  alleys  yield. 

Where  Avon  wider  flows,  and  gathers  fame. 
Stands  a  fair  town,  and  Warwick  is  its  name. 
Por  useful  arts  entitled  once  to  share 
The  gentle  Ethelfleda's  guardian  carcu 
^Ibr  less  for  deeds  of  chivalry  renowo*d, 
"When  her  own  Quy  was  with  her  launels  crown'd. 
Now  Syren  sloth  holds  here  her  tranquil  reign. 
And  binds  in  silken  bonds  the  feeble  train. 
Now  frowning  knights  in  uncouth  armour  lac'd. 
Seek  now  for  monsters  on  the  dreary  waste: 
In  thfse  soft  scenes  they  chase  a  gentler  prey, 
Ko  monsters !  but  as  dangerous  as  they. 
In  different  forms  as  sure  destruction  lies. 
They  teve  no  claws  't  is  true — but  they  have  eyes. 

Last  of  the  toiling  race  there  liv*d  a  pair. 
Bred  up  in  labour,  and  inur*d  to  rare  ! 
To  sweep  the  streets  their  task  from  Sun  to  Sun, 
And  seek  the  nastiness  which  others  shun. 
More  plodding  wight  or  dame  you  ne*er  shall  see. 
He  Gaflfer  Pestel  bight,  and  Gammer  she. 

As  at  their  door  they  sat  one  summer's  day. 
Old  Pestel  first  essay 'd  the  plaintive  lay: 
His  gentle  mate  the  plaintive  lay  retum*d. 
And  t^u»  alternately  their  cares^faey  jQowro'd. 

OLD  nSTKV 

Alas !  was  ever  such  fine  weather  seen. 

How  dusty  are  the  roads,  the  streets  how  clean ! 

How  long,  ye  almanacs !  will  it  be  dry  ? 

Empty  my  cart  how  long,  and  idle  I ! 

Ev'n  at  the  best  the  times  are  not  so  good. 

But  *t  is  hard  wovk  to  scrape  a  livelihood. 

The  cattle  in  the  stalls  resign  their  life, 

And  baulk  the  shambles,  and  th'  unbkody  knifo. 

While  farmers  sit  at  home  in  pensive  gloom. 

And  tun^nkei  threaten  to  complete  my  doom. 


Well  1  for  the  turnpike,  that  will  do  no  hurt, 
SoiQe  say  the  managers  are  fHends  to  dirt 
But  much  I  fear  this  marram  where  't  will  end, 
F6r  sure  the  cattle  did  our  door  befriend. 
Oft  have  I  hail'd  them,  as  they  stalkM  aloni^, 
nieir  f^  the  butchers  pleas'd,  but  me  their  dung. 

OLDPETTVL. 

See  what  a  little  dab  of  dirt  is  herel 
But  jrields  all  Warwick  more,  O  tell  me  where  ? 
Yet,  on  this  spot,  though  now  so  naked  seen. 
Heaps  upon  heaps,  and  loads  on  loads  have  been. 
Bigger,  and  bigger,  the  proud  dnnghill  grew. 
Till  my  diminished  bouse  was  hid  &om  view. 


Ah !  Gaffer  Pestel,  what  brave  days  were  those, 
When  higher  than  our  bouse  oqr  muckhill  rose ! 
The  growing  mount  I  viewed  with  joyful  eyes. 
And  mark'd  what  each  load  added  to  its  size. 


Wrapt  in  its  fragrant  steam  ^we  often  sat. 
And  to  its  praises  held  delightful  chat. 
Nor  did  I  e'er  n^lect  my  mite  to  pay. 
To  swell  the  goodly  heap  from  day  to  day. 
A  cabbage  once  I  bought;  but  small  the  cost — 
Nor  do  I  think  the  farthing  all  was  lost. 
Again  you  sold  its  well-digested  store. 
To  dung  the  garden  whei;6  it  grew  before. 

OLD  PISTIL. 

What  though  the  beaux  and  powder'd  coxoombs 

jeer*d. 
And  at  the  scavenger's  employment  sneered* 
Yet  then  at  night  content  I  told  my  gains. 
And  thought  well  paid  their  malice,  and  my  pains. 
Why  toils  the  tradesman,  but  to  swell  his  store  ? 
Why  craves  the  wealthy  landlord  still  for  more } 
Why  will  our  gentry  flatter,  fawn,  and  lie  ? 
Why  pack  the  cards,  and  what  d*  ye  call  't— the 

die? 
All,  all  the  pleasing  paths  of  gain  pursue. 
And  wade  through  thick  and  thin  as  we  folks  do. 
Sweet  is  the  scent  that  from  advantage  springs, 
And  nothing  dirty  which  good  interest  brings. 


When  goody  Dobbins  call'd  me  nafty  bear. 
And  talk'd  of  kennels  and  the  ducking-chair,       * 
With  patience  I  could  hear  the  scolding  quean. 
For  sure  't  was  dirtiness  that  kept  me  dean. 
Clean  was  my  gown  on  Sundays,  if  not  fine. 

Nor  Mrs, 's  cap  so  white  as  mine. 

A  slut  in  silk,  or  keney  is  the  same. 
Nor  sweetest  always  is  the  finest  dame. 

Thus  wail'd  they  pleasure  past,  and  present  cares. 
While  Jthe  starved  hog  joined  his  complaint  with 

theirs. 
To  still  his  grunting  diff'rent  ways  they  tend, 
To  West  Street  he,  and  she  to  Cotton  End '. 


ABSENCE. 

Wrra  leaden  foot  Time  creeps  along 

While  Delia  is  away, 
With  her,  nor  plaintive  was  the  song, 

Nor  tedious  was  the  day. 

Ah !  envious  pow*r !  reverse  my  doom. 

Now  double  thy  career, 
StUiiB  ev'ry  nerve,  stretch  ev'ry  plume^ 

And  rest  them  when  she  >s  here. 


TO  A  LADY, 

When  Nature  joins  a  beauteous  face 
With  shape,  and  air,  and  life,  and  grace. 
To  ev'ry  imperfection  blind, 
I  wpy  no  blemish  in  the  mind. 

■  Names  of  the  most  remote  and  opposite  s^uts 
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When  wit  llowi  pore  frMti  SteHa^  tongue. 
Or  animates  tbe  sprightly-  song, 
Onr  hearts  confess  'he  pow'r  dirine, 
Kor  lightly  prize  its  mortal  shrine. 

Good-nature  will  a  conquest  gain, 
Though  wit  and  beauty  sigh  in  vain. 
When  generous  thoughts  the  breast  inspire, 
I  wish  its  rank  and  fortunes  higher. 

When  Sidney's  charms  again  unite 
To  win  the  soul,  and  bless  the  sight, 
fair,  and  leam'd,  and  good,  and  great ! 
Mk  earthly  goddess  h  complete. 

But  when  I  see  a  sordid  mind 

With  aiBuence  and  ill-nature  join*d. 

And  pride  without  a  grain  of  sense, 

And  without  beauty  insolence. 

The  creature  with  contempt  I  view. 

And  sore  *t  is  like  Miss you  know  who. 


J  LADY  nVRKDfG  A  PAIR  OF  RUFPLE& 

WsiH'  means  this  useless  cost,  this  wanton  pride? 

To  purchase  fopp*ry  firom  yon  foreign  strand  1 
To  spurn  our  native  stores,  and  arts  aside. 

And  drain  the  riches  of  a  needy  land ! 

Pleas*d  I  Surrey,  fair  nymph,  your  happy  skill. 
Yet  Tiew  it  by  no  vulgar  critic's  laws : 

iTith  nobler  aim  I  draw  my  sober  quill, 
Amdous  to  list  each  art  in  virtue's  cause. 

Go  OB,  dear  maid,  your  utmost  powV  essay, 
And  if  for  fisme  your  little  bosom  heave. 

Know  patriot-Aondlr  your  merit  shall  display. 
And  amply  pay  the  graces  they  receive. 

Let  ev'ry  nymph  like  you  the  gift  prepare. 
And  banish  foreign  pomp  and  costly  show ; 

What  lover  but  would  bom  the  prize  to  wear. 
Or  blush  by  you  pronounc'd  hb  country's  foe  ? 

Your  smiles  can  win  when  patriot-speeches  fail. 
Your  frowns  central  when  jostioe  tlureats  m  vain, 

O'er  stubborn  minds  your  softness  can  prevail. 
And  placcoien  drop  the  bribe  If  you  complain. 


In  Hymen's  bands  they  both  were  tied. 

As  Cupid*s  '  archives  show  ye; 
Proud  Celia  was  Avaro^  bride, 

And  Sylvio's  gentle  Chloe. 

Like  other  nymphs,  at  church  they  swore 

To  honour  and  obey. 
Which,  with  each  learned  nymph  befoie» 

They  soon  explain'd  away. 

If  Chloe  now  would  have  her  will, 

Her  streaming  eyes  prevail'd. 
Or  if  her  swain  proved  cruel  stiU, 

HjTsterics  never  foiPd. 

But  Celia  sconi*d  tbe  piaintiv*  iikmii» 

And  heart-dissolving  showV; 
With  flashmg  eye,  and  angry  tone. 

She  best  maintain'd  her  pow*r. 

Yet  once  the  mandates  of  his  Turk 

Avaro  durst  refuse ; 
For  why  ?  important  was  his  work, 

««  To  register  old  shoes!" 

**  And  does,"  said  she,  *•  the  wretch  diipuU 

My  claim  such  clowns  to  rule  ? 
If  Celia  cannot  charm  a  brute^ 

She  can  chastise  a  fool.'* 

Then  straight  she  to  his  cloeet  flew. 

His  private  thoughts  she  tore. 
And  fnom  its  place  the  pokar  drew. 

That  fieird  him  on  the  floor. 

"  Hencdbrth,**  said  she,  '<  my  calls  regaid. 

Own  mine  the  stronger  plea. 
Nor  let  thy  vulgar  cares  retard 

The  female  rites  of  tea." 

Victorious  sex !  alike  your  «pty 

And  puissance  we  dread ; 
For  if  you  cannot  break  our  heart, 

'T  is  plahn  you  11  break  our  bead. 

Place  me,  je  gods,  beneath  tbe  tinroiie 

Which  gentle  smiles  anviron. 
And  I  'II  submission  gladly  owB| 

Without  a  rod  of  ircm. 


ON  MR.  SAMUEL  C00KB8  POEMS. 
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Yet,  for  all  thb  panide, 

You  are  bnt  a  dull  blade, 
And  your  lines  are  all  icragged  and  raw; 

And  though  you  '»e  h»ok»d,  and  have  bew^d. 

And  have  tqueez'd,  and  have  stew'd, 
Your  ibrc'd-meat  is  nt  all  worth  a  straw. 

Though  your  satire  you  V*» 

T  i«  n't  seasM'd  a  bit. 
And  your  pufis  are  as  heavy  as  lead; 

Call  each  dish  what  you  wiU> 

Boil,  roast,  hash,  or  grill. 
Yet  still  it  is  all  a  calfs-head. 

I  do  n't  mind  your  huf&ng, 

For  you  *ve  put  siich  vile  stuff  in, 
I  protest  I  *m  as  sick  as  a  dog; 

Were  yoa  leaner  or  fotter, 

I  'd  not  mince  the  matter, 
You  'le  not  fit  to  dress  ^isop  a  frog. 

Then,  good  master  Slice! 

Shot  up  ahop,  if  your  wise. 
And  tb*  unwary  no  longer  trepan  ; 

Such  advice  indeed  is  hard. 

And  may  stick  in  your  gizzard, 
But  digest  it  as  well  as  you  can. 


THE  MISTAKE. 

ON  CAPTArt  BLUFF.      1750. 


Of  powV  to  teapt  your.gantU  breast  to  share 
With  roe  the  peaceful  coC,  and  rural  fare: 
\  diflPrent  fate  should  crown  the  blest  device. 
And  change  my  desert  to  a  paradise. 


PEYTOE'8  OH08T\ 

To  Craven's  healtb,  and  sodal  joy. 

The  festive  night  was  kept, 
WMlc  mirth  and  patriot  spirit  flow'd. 

And  Dullness  only  slept. 

When  from  the  jovial  crowd  I  stole. 
And  homeward  shap'd  my  way  ; 

And  passed  along  by  Chesterton, 
All  at  the  close  of  day. 

Thy  sky  with  clouds  was  overcast. 

An  holk>w  tempest  blow'd. 
And  rains  and  foaming  cataracts 

Had  delu^'d  all  the  road ; 

When  through  the  dark  and  lonesome 
Shone  forth  a  sudden  light ; 

And  soon  distinct  au  human  form 
£qgag*d  my  wondering  sight. 

Onward  it  mov»d  with  graceful  port. 
And  soon  overtook  my  speed ; 

Then  thrice  I  lifted  up  my  hands. 
And  thrice  I  checked  my  steed. 


Sats  a  gosling,  almost  firighten*d  out  of  her  wits, 
**  Help,  mother,  or  else  I  shall  go  into  fits. 
1  have  had  ftich  a  firight,  I  shall  never  seoover, 
0 1  that  hawke,  that  you  >ve  told  us  of  over  and 

over. 
See,  there,  where  he  sits,  with  his  terrible  face, 
And  his  coat  how  it  glitters  all  over  with  lace. 
With  his  sharp  bookad  nose,  and  hit  aword  at  his 

heel. 
How  my  heart  it  goes  pit-a-pat,  pray, mother,  feel.** 
Says  the  goote,  very  gravely,  "  Pray  do  n't  talk  so 

wild. 
Those  looks  are  ae  harmless  as  mine  are,  my  child. 
And  as  fur  his  sword  there,  so  bright  and  so  nice, 
I'll  be  ftwom  *t  will  hurt  nothing  besides  frogs  and 

mice. 
Nay,  prithee  do  n*t  hang  so  about  me,  let  loose, 
I  tell  thee  he  dares  not  say— bo  to  a  goose. 
In  short  there  is  not  a  more  innocent  fowl. 
Why,  inst^  of  a  hawke,  look  ye  child,  't  is  an 


"  Who  art  thou,  passenger,"  it  ery'd, 

'*  From  yonder  mirth  retired  ? 
That  here  pursu*st  thy  cheerless  way. 

Benighted,  and  be-mir'd.'* 

**  I  am,"  said  I,  "  a  country  clerk, 

A  clerk  of  low  degree. 
And  yonder  gay  and  gallant  scene 

Suits  not  a  curacy. 

**  But  I  have  seen  such  sights  to  day» 

As  make  my  heart  full  glad. 
Although  it  is  but4ark,  't  is  true. 

And  eke— my  n»d  is  bad. 

«<  For  I  have  seen  lords,  knights,  and  'squires, 

Of  great  and  high  renown. 
To  choose  a  knight  for  »his  fair  shire. 

All  met  at  Warwick  town. 

"  A  wight  of  skill  to  ken  our  laws. 

Of  courage  to  defiend, 
Of  worth  to  serve  the  public  cause 

Before  a  private  end. 
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*  And  such  they  found,  if  nf  ht  I  guess- 

Of  gentle  blood  he  came; 
Of  morals  firm,  of  manners  mild. 
And  Craven  *  is  bis  name. 

"  Did  half  the  British  tribunes  share 
Experienced  Mordaunt's'  truth, 

Another  half,  like  Craven  boast 
A  free  unbi^M  youth ; 

*<  The  Sun  I  trow,  in  all  his  race^ 
No  happier  realms  should  find ; 

Nor  Britons  hope  for  aught  in  vain. 
From  warmth  with  prudence  join'd. 

"  Go  on,  my  country,  favoured  soil, 

Such  patriots  to  produce !'' 
**  Qo  on,  my  countrymen,"  \\€  cry*d, 

"  Such  patriots  still  to  choose." 

This  said,  the  placid  form  retir*d 

Bebmd  the  veil  of  night; 
Yet  bade  me,  for  my  country's  good, 

The  solemn  tale  redte. 


TO  A  LADY, 

FORNISHIIIG  HER  LIBRARY,  AT  *^  IN  WAR- 
WICKSHIRE. 

Whin  just  proportion  in  each  part, . 
And  colours  mix  d  with  nicest  art. 
Conspire  to  show  the  grace  and  mien 
Of  Cbloe,  or  the  Cyprian  queen : 
With  elegance  throughout  refin'd, 
That  sp^s  the  passions  of  the  mind. 
The  glowing  canvass  will  proclaim 
A  Raphael's  or  a  Titian*s  name. 

So  where  through  ev*ry  learned  page 
Each  dbtant  clime,  each  distant  age 
Display  a  rich  variety 
Of  wisdom  in  epitome ; 
Such  elegance  and  taste  will  tell 
The  hand,  that  couid  select  so  well. 
But  when  we  all  their  beauties  view, 
United  and  improved  by  you. 
We  needs  must  own  an  emblem  faint, 
T*  express  those  charms  no  art  can  paint 
Books  must,  with  such  correctness  writ. 
Refine  another's  taste  and  wit; 
T  is  to  your  merit  only  due,  , 
That  theirs  can  be  refin'd  by  yon. 


JAGO'S  POEMS. 


TO  WILLIAM  SHENSTONE,  ESQ. 


But  since  you-  carelessly  reAue, 
And  to  my  pen  the  task  assign; 

O !  let  your  genius  guide  my  Muse, 
And  every  vulgar  thought  refine. 

Teach  me  your  best,  your  best  ]ov*d  art. 
With  frugal  care  to  store  my  mind ; 

In  this  to  play  the  miser's  part. 
And  give  mean  lucre  to  the  wind: 

To  shun  the  coxcomb's  empty  noise. 
To  scorn  the  villain's  artiFiil  mask; 

Nor  trust  gay  pleasure's  fleeting  joys. 
Nor  urge  ambition's  endless  task. 

Teach  me  to  stem  youth's  boisterous  tide. 

To  regulate  its  g^dy  rage; 
By  reason's  aid  my  bark  to  guide, 

Into  the  fHendly  port  of  age: 

To  share  what  elastic  culture  yields, 
Hirough  rhetorics  painted  meads  to  roam  ; 

With  you  to  reap  historic  fields. 
And  bring  the  golden  harvest  home. 

To  taste  the  genuine  sweets  of  wit; 

To  quaff  in  humour*s  sprightly  bowl; 
The  philosophic  mean  to  hit. 

And  prize  the  dignity  of  soul. 

Teach  me  to  read  fair  Natttre's  hooV, 
Wide  opening  in  each  flow'ry  plain ; 

And  with  judicious  eye  to  look 
On  all  the  g{ories  of  her  reig^i. 

To  hail  her,  seated  on  her  throne. 
By  awful  woods  encompass'd  round. 

Or  her  divine  extnustion  own. 
Though  with  a  wreath  of  rushes  crown'd. 

Through  arched  walks,  o'er  spreadhig  lawns. 
Near  solemn  rocks,  with  A^  to  rove ; 

Or  court  her,  mid  her  gentle  fawns. 
In  mossy  cell,  or  maple  grove. 

Whether  the  prospect  strain  the  sight, 
Or  in  the  nearer  landscapes  charm. 

Where  hills,  vales,  fountains,  woods  unite. 
To  grace  your  sweet  Arcadian  fium : 

There  let  me  sit,  and  gaze  with  you. 
On  Nature's  w6rks  by  art  refin'd; 

And  own,  while  we  their  contest  view. 
Both  fiur,  but  fairest,  thus  combm'd ! 
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ON  RECEIVING  A  LITTLE  IVORY  BOX  FROM  A  LADY. 

Times  top  there  be,  when  friendly  sleepli 
Soft  charms  the  senses  bind, 

Yet  fancy  then  her  vigils  keeps. 
And  ranges  uncoofin^d. 
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Behold  his  plans  of  fotore  life. 
His  care,  his  hope,  his  love. 

Relations  dear  of  child  and  wife. 
The  dome,  the  lawn,  the  grove. 


Kow  see  within  his  active  mind. 

More  generous  passions  share, 
Priend,  neighbour,  country,  all  his  kind. 

By  turns  engage  his  care. 

Behold  him  range  with  curious  eye, 

O'er  Earth  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  through  th*  illimitahle  sky 

Explore  with  daring  souU     ' 

Yet  pass  some  twenty  fleetiug  year^ 

And  all  his  glory  flies, 
His  languid  eye  is  bath'd  in  tears. 

He  sickens,  groans,  and  dies. 

And  is  this  all  his  destinM  lot. 

This  all  his  boastixl  sway  ? 
For  ever  now  to  be  forgot, 

Amid  the  mould'ring  clay ! 

Ab,  gloomy  thought !  ah,  worse  than  death ! 

Life  sickens  at  the  sound ; 
Better  it  were  not  draw  our  breath, 

Than  run  this  empty  round. 

Hence,  cheating  Fancy,  then,  away  ; 

O  let  us  better  try. 
By  reason's  mors  enlighten'd  ray. 

What  *t  is  indeed  to  die. 

Observe  yon  mass  of  putrid  earth. 

It  holds  an  embryo-brood, 
Ev'n  now  the  reptiles  crawl  to  birth, 

iLnd  seek  their  leafy  food. 

Yet  stay  till  some  few  suns  are  past, 

Each  foniis  a  silken  tomb. 
And  seems,'  like  man,  imprison*d  fast, 

J^Hneet  his  final  doom. 


Yet  from  this  silent  mansion  too 

Anon  you  see  him  rise. 
No  more  a  craFling  worm  to  view. 

But  tenant  of  the  skies. 

>  And  what  fnrbtds  that  man  should  share, 

Some  more  auspicious  day. 

To  range  at  large  in  open  air. 

As  light  and  free  as  they  ? 

There  was  a  time  when  life  first  warmM 
-    Our  flesh  in  shades  of  night, 
^  Then  was  th'  imperfect  substance  form'd. 
And  sent  to  view  this  light. 


There  was  a  time,  when  «v*ry  i 

Id  straiter  limits  dwelt. 
Yet  each  its  task  could  then  dispense. 

We  saw,  we  heard,  we  felt 

And  times  there  are,  when  through  the 

The  blood  forgets  to  flow. 
Yet  then  a  living  pow'r  remains. 

Though  not  in  active  show. 


And  reason  holds  her  sep'ratesway, 
Though  all  the  senses  wake, 

And  forms  in  memory's  storehouse  play. 
Of  no  material  make. 

What  are  these  then,  this  eye,  this  ear. 

But  nicer  organs  found, 
A  glassy  read,  a  trump  to  hear. 

The  modes  of  ^hape,  or  sound  ? 

And  blows  may  maim,  or  time  impair 

These  instruments  of  clay. 
And  Death  may  ravish  what  they  spare, 

Completing  their  decay. 

But  are  these  then  that  living  pow'r 
That  thinks,  compares,  and  rules  ? 

Then  say  a  scaflbid  is  a  tow*r, 
A  workman  is  his  tools. 

For  aught  appears  that  Death  can  do^ 
That  still  survives  his  stroke. 

Its  workings  plac'd  beyond  our  view, 
Its  present  commerce  broke. 

But  what  connections  it  may  find. 
Boots  much  to  hope  *  and  fear. 

And  if  instruction  courts  the  mhid, 
*T  is  madness  not  to  hear. 


ON  RECEIVING  A  LITTLE  IVORY  BOX 

■   i 

FROM  A  LADYy 
CUtlOUSLT  WtOOOHT  BY  Hta  OWH  HANP^* 

LriTLB  box  of  matchless  grace  V 
Fairer  than  the  fairest  face, 
Smooth  as  was  her  parent-hand, 
That  did  thy  wondrous  form  commaodf 
Spotless  as  her  hifiuit  mind. 
As  her  riper  age  refined. 
Beauty  with  the  graces  join'd. 

Let  me  clothe  the  lovely  stranger, 
Let  me  lodge  thee  safe  from  danger. 
Let  me  g^ard  thy  soft  repose, 
Prom  giddy  fortune's  random  blows. 
From  thoughtless  mirth,  barbaric  hata, 
From  the  iron  hand  of  Fate, 
And  oppression's  deadly  weight. 

Thou  art  not  of  a  sort,  or  number, 
Fashion'd  fbr  a  poet's  lumber; 
Though  more  capacious  than  his  pone, 
Too  small  to  hold  his  store  of  verie. 
Too  delicate  for  homely  toil. 
Too  neat  for  vulgar  hands  to  soil. 
O  !  would  the  Fates  permit  the  Muse 
Thy  future  destiny  to  choose ! 
In  thy  circle's  fairy  roond. 
With  a  golden  fillet  bound : 
like  the  snow-drop  silver  white. 
Like  the  glow-worm's  htwiid  light. 
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like  the  dew  at  eariy  dawn, 
like  the  moon-light  on  the  lawn. 
Lucid  rowf  of  pearls  should  dwells 
Pleased  u  in  their  natire  shell; 
Or  the  brilliant's  sparkling  rays, 
Shou.d  emit  a  s^rry  blaze. 

And  if  the  fair,  whose  magic  skill 
Wrought  thee  passive  to  her  will. 
Deign  to  regard  thy  poet's  love, 
Nor  his  aspiring  suit  reprove. 
Her  form  should  crown  the  hit  design. 
Goddess  fit  for  such  a  shrioe ! 
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VALENTINE'S  DAY. 

Tiic  tanefiil  choir  in  amorons  strains 

Accost  their  feather'd  loves ; 
While  each  fond  mate,  with  equal  pains, 

The  tender  suit  approves. 

With  cheerful  hop  from  spray  to  spray 

They  sport  along  the  meads; 
In  social  bliss  together  stray, 

Where  love  or  foncy  leads. 

Through  spring's  gay  scenes  each  happy  pair 

Their  fluttering  joys  pursue ; 
Iti  various  charms  and  produce  share. 

For  ever  kind  and  true. 

Their  sprightly  notes  from  ev'ry  shade 

Their  mutual  loves  proclaim ; 
Till  winter's  chilling  blasts  invade, 

And  damp  th'  enlivening  flame. 

Then  all  the  jocund  suene  declines. 

Nor  woods  nor  meads  delight ; 
The  drooping  tribe  in  secret  pines. 

And  mourns  th'  unwelcome  sight 

Go,  blissful  waihlen !  timelv  wise, 

*Th'  instructive  moral  tell ! 
Nor  thou  their  meaning  lays  demise. 

My  charming  Annabelle ! 


HAMLETS  SOUUmJY, 

IMITATBD. 

To  printt  ornot  to  /rm/— that  is  the  quflstion. 

Whether  't  js  better  in  a  trunk  to  bury 

The  quirks  and  crotchets  of  outrageous  fancy. 

Or  send  a  well-wrote  copy  to  the  press. 

And  by  discloaing,  end  them  ?    To  print,  to  doubt 

No  more ;  and  by  one  act  to  say  we  end 

The  head-aph,  and  a  thousand  natural  shocks 


When  as  himself  might  his  fiuthu  make 
With  a  bare  inkhom  ?  Who  would  fardles  bear  ? 
To  g^roan  and  sweat  under  a  load  of  wit  ? 
But  that  the  tread  of  steep  Parnassus*  hill. 
That  uudiscover'd  country,  with  whose  bays 
Few  travellers  return,  puzzles  the  will. 
And  makes  us  rather  ifear  to  live  unknown. 
Than  run  the  hazard  to  be  known  and  damn'd. 
Thus  critics  do  make  cowards  of  us  all. 
And  thus  the  healthful  face  of  many  a  poem 
Is  sickly'd  o*er  with  a  pale  manuscript ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  fire  and  spirit. 
With  this  regard  from  Dodsley  turn  away. 
And  lose  the  name  of  authors* 


ROUNDELAY, 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  JUBILEE  AT  STRATFORD 
UPON  AVON, 

CBLBaaATBD  BY  MB.  OAKaiCK  IK  HONOVR  OPSOAUfBAai^ 

,  1769. 


SIT  TO  MUSIC  ST  MB.  MBniir. 

Sisters  of  the  tuneful  train. 
Attend  your  parent's  jocund  strain, 
T  is  Fancy  calls  you ;  follow  me 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

On  Avon's  banks,  where  Shakspeare's  bust 
Points  out  and  guards  his  sleeping  dust; 
The  sons  of  scenic  mirth  agree 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

Come,  daughters,  come,  and  bring  with  yo«i 
Th'  aerial  sprites  and  fairy  crew, 
And  the  sister  Graces  three^ 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

Hang  around  the  scnlptnr'd  tomb 
The  'broider'd  vest,  the  nodding  plnme. 
And  the  mask  of  comic  glee. 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

From  Bimham  wood,  and  Doswoffth  field. 
Bring  the  standard,  bring  the  shield. 
With  drums  and  martial  sjnnpbony. 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

In  moumfiil  numbers  now  relate 
Poor  Desdemona's  hapless  fate. 
With  frantic  deeds  of  jealensy. 
To  celebrate  the  jubHee. 

Nor  be  Wmdtor's  wires  forgot. 

With  their  harmless  oierry  plot. 

The  whiteping  maad,  and  haunted  tree^ 
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THE  BLACKBIRDS. 

AN  ELEGY. 

Tint  Sun  had  chasM  the  mountain  snow. 
His  beams  had  pierc'd  the  stubborn  soif^ 

The  melting  streams  began  to  flow, 

And  ploughmen  urg'd  their  annual  toil* 

T  was  then,  amidst  the  Tocal  throng, 
Whom  Nature  wak'd  to  mirth  and  love, 

A  blackbird  raised  his  am*rous  song, 
And  thus  it  echo'd  through  the  grove. 

<«  O  fiureal  of  the  feathered  train  1 
For  whom  I  smg,  for  whom  I  burn. 

Attend  with  pity  to  my  strain, 
And  grant  my  love  a  kind  retnni. 

'*  For  see,  the  wintry  storms  are  flown, 

'  And  zephyrs  gently  fan  the  air; 
Jjtt  v»  the  genial  influence  own, 
Let  us  the  vernal  pastime  share. 

**  The  raven  plumes  his  jetty  wing. 

To  please  his  croaking  paramour. 
The  larks  responsive  carols  sing. 

And  tell  their  passion  as  they  soar : 

'*  Bat  does  the  raven's  sable  wing 

Excel  the  glossy  jet  of  mine  ? 
^  Or  can  the  lark  more  sweetly  sing. 

Than  we,  who  strength  with  softness  join  ? 

**  O  let  me  then  thy  steps  attend  ! 

I  '11  point  new  treasures  to  thy  sight: 
Whether  the  grove  thy  wish  befriend. 

Or  edge-rows  green,  or  meadows  bright. 

«  I  'n  guide  thee  to  the  clearest  rill, 
Whose  streams  among  the  pebbles  stray ; 

There  will  we  sip,  and  sip  our  All, 
Or  on  the  flow'ry  margin  play. 

<«  I  m  lead  thee  to  the  thickest  brake. 
Impervious  to  the  Bchoolboy*s  eye ; 

For  thee  the  plaster*d  nest  I  'II  make. 
And  to  thy  downy  bosom  fly. 

*<  When,  prompted  by  a  mother's  care. 
Thy  warmth  shall  form  th'  imprisoo'd  young; 

The  pleasing  task  I  '11  gladly  share. 
Or  cheer  thy  labours  with  a  song. 

«<  To  bring  thee  food  I  '11  range  the  fields. 

And  cull  the  best  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Whatever  Nature's  bounty  yield^ 

And  love's  assiduous  care  can  find. 

"  And  when  my  lovely  mate  would  stray. 

To  taste  the  summer  sweets  at  large, 
I  Ml  wait  at  home  the  live-long  day, 
'  And  fondly  tend  our  little  charge. 

"  Then  prove  with  me  the  tweets  of  1x09, 

With  me  divide  the  cares  of  life. 
No  bush  shall  boast  in  all  the  grove, 
.  A  matt  so  fond,  so  blMt'd  a  wife." 


He  ceas*d  his  song — the  plumy  dame 
Heard  with  delight  the  love-sick  strain^ 

Nor  long  cooceard  the  mutual  flame, 
Nor  long  repress'd  his  anp^roos  para. 

He  led  her  to  the  nuptial  bow'r, 
And  perch'd  with  triumph  by  her  side; 

What  gilded  roof  could  boast  that  hour 
A  fonder  mate,  or  happier  bride? 

Next  mom  he  wak'd  her  with  a  song, 
"  Behold,'*  he  said,  '<  the  new-bom  day, 

The  lark  his  mattin-peal  has  rung, 
Arise,  my  love,  and  come  away." 

Together  through  the  fields  they  stray'd. 
And  to  the  murm'ring  rivMet's  side, 

Renew'd  their  vows,  and  hopp'd,  and  play'd 
With  artless  joy,  and  decent  pride. 

When,  O !  with  grief  my  Muse  relates 
What  dire  misfortune  clos'd  the  tale, 

Sent  by  an  order  from  the  Fates, 
A  gunner  met  them  hi  the  vale. 

Alarm'd,  the  lover  cried,  **  My 'dear, 
Hast^  haste  away,  from  danger  fly; 

Here,  gunner,  point  thy  thunder  here, 
O  spare  my  love,  and  let  me  die." 

At  him  the  gunner  took  his  aim. 
Too  sure  the  volley'd  thunder  flew  ! 

0  had  he  choae  some  other  game. 
Or  shot— as  he  was  wont  to  do  f 

Divided  pair!  forgive  the  wrong. 

While  I  with  tears  your  fste  rehearse^ 

1  'II  join  the  widow^s  plaintive  song. 

And  save  the  lover  in  my  verse. 


THE  GOLDFINCHES. 

AN  BLBGT. 
TO  WILLIAM  SHENSTONB,  Eft^ 

Ingennas  didicisse  fldeliter  artet 

Emollit  mores,  nee  sinit  esse  feros. 

To  you,  whose  groves  protect  the  feather*d  choir^ 

Who  lend  their  artless  notes  a  willing  ear. 
To  you,  whom  pity  moves,  and  taste  inspires, 
.  The  Doric  strain  belongs,  O  Shenstone  hear. 

T  was  gentle  spring,,  when  all  the  plumy  race. 
By  Nature  taught,  in  nuptial  leagues  combine, 

A  goldfinch  joy'd  to  meet  the  warm  embraoe. 
And  with  her  mate  in  love's  delights  to  join. 

All  in  a  garden,  on  a  currant  bush. 

With  wondrous  art  they  built  their  airy  seat; 
In  the  next  orchard  liv*d  a  friendly  thrush. 

Nor  distant  iar  a  woodlark's  soft  retreat  ^ 

Here  bless'd  with  ease,  and  in  each  other  bless'd. 
With  cariy  songs  they  wak'd  the  nuighb'ring 
groves. 

Till  time  matur'd  their  joys,  and  crown'd  their  nest 
With  iniaat  pledget  of  their  faithful  bves. 
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And  DOW  what  tiautpurt  glow'd  in  either's  eye  ? 

What  equal  fbodoea  dealt  th*  allotted  food} 
What  joy  each  other's  likenefs  to  descry, 

And  future  sonoett  in  the  chirping  brood ! 

But  ah  !  what  earthly  happiness  can  last  ? 

How  does  the  faii^t  purpose  often  ^11  ? 
A  truant  schooIboy^s  wantonness  could  blast 

Their  flattering  hopes,  and  leave  tbem  both  to  wail. 

The  most  ungentle  of  his  tribe  was  he, 
No  gen*rous  precept  ever  toucb'd  his  heart. 

With  coilcord  ialse,  and  hideous  prosody. 

He  scrawl'd  his  task,  and  bJunder'd  o*er  his  part. 

On  mischief  bent,  he  mark'd,  with  ravenous  eyes. 
Where  wrapp'd  in  down  the  callow  songsters  lay, 

Then  rushing,  rudely  seiz'd  the  glitt*ring  prize. 
And  bore  it  in  his  impious  hands  away  ! 

But  how  shall  I  describe,  in  numbers  rude, 
The  pangs  for  poor  Chrysomitris  decreed. 

When  from  her  secret  stand  aghast  she  view'd 
The  cruel  spoiler  perpetrate  the  deed  ? 

**  O  grief  of  griefs  !'*  with  shrieking  Toice  she  cried, 
**  What  silrht  is  this  that  I  have  liv*d  to  see ! 

O !  that  I  had  in  ybuth's  fair  season  died, 
Fkem  love'k  fislse  joys  and  bitter  sorrows  free. 

**  Was  it  for  this,  Alas !  with  weary  bill, 
Was  it  for  this  I  pois*d  th'  unwieldy  straw  ? 

For  thb  I  bore  the  moss  from  yonder  hill. 
Nor  shun'd  the  ponderous  stick  along  to  draw  } 

*'  Was  it  for  this  1  picked  the  wool  with  care, 
Intent  with  nicer  skill  our  work  to  crown  ? 

For  this,  with  pain,  I  bent  the  stubborn  hair, 
And  lin*d  our  cradle  with  the  tUistle>s  down  ? 

**  Was  it  for  this  my  freedom  I  resigned. 
And  ceas'd  to  rove  at  large  from  plain  to  plain  ? 

For  thb  f  sat  at  home  whole  days  confin'd. 
To  bear  the  scorching  heat,  and  peaUng  rain  ? 

**  Was  it  for  this  my  watehful  eyes  grow  dim  ? 

For  this  the  roses  on  my  cheek  turn  pale } 
Pale  is  my  golden  plumage,  once  so  trim ! 

And  all  my  wonted  mirth  and  spirits  foil ! 

«  O  plund*rer  vile  1  O  more  than  adders  fell ! 

More  murth'rous  than  the  cat,  with  prudish  foce ! 
Fiercer  than  kites  in  whom  the  furies  dwell, 

And  thievish  as  the  cuckow's  pilfering  nee ! 

**  May  juicy  plumbs  for  thee  forbear  to  grow. 
For  thee  no  flow'r  unveil  its  channing  dies; 

May  birch-trees  thrive  to  work  tliee  sharper  woe. 
And  listening  starlings  mock  thy  frantic  cries.'' 

Thus  sang  the  mournful  bird  her  piteous  tale. 
The  piteous  tale  her  mournful  mate  retum'd, 

Hien  side  by  side  they  sought  the  distant  vale, 
And  there  in  secret  sadn^  inly  moom'd. 


THE  SWALLOWS. 

AM  BLEOT. 
PART  L 


Eat  yellow  autumn  from  oar  plains  retir'd, 
And  gave  to  wintry  storms  the.  varied  year, 

The  swallow  race  with  prescient  gift  inspir'd, 
To  soutbera  climes  prepared  their  course  to  iteer. 


On  Damon*s  roof  a  large  isiembly  jate. 
His  roof  a  refuge  to  the  feathered  kind  ! 

With  serious  look  he  mark'd  the  grave  debate^ 
And  to  his  Delia  thus  address'd  his  mind. 

"  Observe  yon  twitt*riog  flock,  my  gentle  maid  ! 

Observe,  and  read  the  wondrous  ways  of  Heav^  f 
With  us  through  summer's  genial  reign  they  stay'da 

Andfood  and  sunshine  to  their  wants  were  giv*ks. 

**  But  now,  by  secret  instinct  taught,  they  knov 
The  near  approach  of  elemental  strife. 

Of  blustering  tempests  and  of  chilling  ^now. 
With  ev'ry  pang  and  scourge  of  tcaoder  lifie. 

"  Thus  wam'd  they  meditate  a  speedy  Aigbty 
For  this  evHy  now  tliey  prune  their  vigorous  wi«g^ 

For  this  each  other  to  the  toil  excite. 
And  prove  their  strength  in  many  a  sportive  raig. 

"  No  sorrow  loads  their  breast,  or  dims  their  ejre^ 
To  quit  their  wonted  haunts,  or  native  home. 

Nor  fear  they  lanching  on  the  boundless  sky. 
In  search  of  future  settlements  to  roam. 

<*  They  fed  a  pow'r,  an  impulse  all  divine. 
That  warns  them  hence ;  they  feel  it,  and  obey; 

To  this  dhnectioD  all  their  cares  resign. 

Unknown   their  destin'd  stage,  unmarkM  th«ii^ 

way. 

*'  Peace  to  your  flight !  je  mild,  domestic  race ! 

O !  for  your  wings  to  travel  with  the  Son ! 
Health  brace  your  nerves,  and  zephyrs  aid  your 
pace. 

Till  your  long  voyage  happily  be  done. 

«  See,  Delia,  on  my  roof  your  guests  to  day. 
To  morrow  on  my  roof  your  guests  no  mora* 

Ere  yet  *t  is  night  with  haste  they  wing  away. 
To  morrow  lands  them  on  some  happier  shore.*^ 

How  just  the  moral  in  this  scene  convey'd  ! 

And  what  without  a  moral  ?  would  we  read !     • 
Tlien  mark  what  Damon  tells  his  gentle  OMud, 

And  with  his  lesson  register  the  deed. 

So  3routhful  joys  fly  like  the  s^nmer's  gale^ 
So  threats  the  winter  of  inclement  ace, 

life's  busy  plot  a  short,  footastic  tale ! 
And  Nature's  changeful  scenes  the  shifting  stage ! 

And  does  no  friendly  pow'r  to  man  dispense 
llie  joyful  tidings  of  some  happier  clime  ? 

Find  we  no  guide  in  gracious  Providence 
Beyond  the  gloomy  grave,  and  8hort-liv*d  time  ? 

Yes,  yes,  the  sacred  oracles  we  hear. 
That  point  the  path  to  realms  of  endless  joy. 

That  bid  our  trembling  hearts  no  danger  fear. 
Though  clouds  surround,  and  angry  skies  annoy. 

Then  let  ns  wisdy  for  our  flight  prepare. 

Nor  count  this  stormy  worid  our  fix'd  abodct. 
Obey  the  call,  and  trust  our  leader's  care, 
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MoMf ,  by  gnml  ^v\M,  led  lumel's  bott 

Through  dreary  paths  to  Jordan's  fhiitfal  tide ; 

But  we  a  loftier  theme  thao  theirs  can  boast, 
A  better  promise,  and  a  nobler  guide. 


PART  llv 


A¥  length  the  winter's  hbwling  bittts  are  o'er; 

Array*d  in  smiles  the  lovely  spring  returns, 
Now  fueled  hearths  Attractive  blaze  no  Qiore,- 

And  er'ry  breast  with  inward  fervour  burm^ 

Agani  thei  daisies  peep,  the  violets  blow. 
Again  the  vocal  tenants  of  the  grove. 

Forgot  the  pattering  hail  or  driving  snow. 
Renew  the  lay  to  melody  and  love. 

«•  And  see,  nry  Delia,  see  o*er  yonder  stream. 
Where,  on  the  bank,  the  lambs  in  gambela  ptay, 

Alike  attracted  by  the  sunny  gleam, 

AgHin  the  swallows  take  their  wonted  way. 

**  Welcome,  ye  gentle  tribe,  your  sports  pursue, 
Welcome  again  to  Delia  and  to  me. 

Your  peaceful  councils  oo  my  roof  renew, 
Add  plan  new  settlements  fh>m-datfger  firee. 

**  Again  I  '11  listen  to  jrour  grave  debates. 
Again  1 11  hear  your  twittering  songs  unfold 

What  policy  directs  your  wand'ring  states. 
What  bounds  are  settled,  and  what  tribes  enroU'd. 

**  Again  I  '11  bear  you  tell  of  distant  lands, 
What  insect  nations  rise  from  Egypt's  mud. 

What  painted  swarms  subsist  on  Lybia's  sands. 
What  Ganges  jrields,  and  what  th'  Enphratean 
flood. 

**  Thrice  happy  race  ?  whom  Nature's  call  invites 
To  travel  o*er  her  realms  with  active  wing. 

To  taste  her  various  stores,  her  best  delights. 
The  summer's  radiance,  and  the  sweets  of  spring. 

*'  While  we  are  doom*d  to  bear  Ihe  restless  change 
Of  rarjring  seasons,  vapours  dank  and  dry. 

Forbid  like  you  in  milder  climes  to  range, 
When  wintry  storms  usurp  the  lowering  sky. 

**  Yet  know  the  period  to  yotfr  joys  assigned, 
Know  ruin  hovers  o'er  this  earthly  ball. 

As  lofty  tow*rs  stoop  prostrate  to  the  wind. 
Its  secret  props  of  adamant  shall  fkll. 

**  But  when  yoo  radiant  Sun  shall  shine  no  more, 
The  spirit,  freed  from  sin's  tjrrannic  sway. 

On  lighuy  pmions  borne  than  yours,  shall  soar 
To  faiivr  realms,  beneath  a  brighter  ray. 

**  To  plants  ethereal,  and  celestial  bow'rs, 
WkiMe  wintry  storms  no  rude  access  obtain. 

Where  blasts  no  lightning,  and  no  tempest  low'rs, 
Bht  cvtr-emiUnf  spring  and  pleasure  reign." 


ADAM: 


oa, 
THE  FATAL  DISOBEDIENCE* 

AN  ORATORIO. 

coMftLBo  noM  Trfi  pAiaobe  lost  op  miltov, 

AMD  ADAPtBD  TO  MDSIC. 


ABtKRTItBMBKT. 

Tui  CoBfttS,  Allagro,  n  Penseroso,  Lycidas,  ttad 
Samson  Agonistet  of  Milton,  have  each  of  them  had 
the  good  nMTtune  to  be  made  choice  of  as  proper 
subjects  for  musical  composition ;  but  no  one  ap- 
pears hitherto  to  have  entertained  any  thoughts  of 
adapting  any  part  of  Pwirm^  Lost  to  the  same  use, 
though  confessedly  the  most  capital  of  all  his  works> 
and  containing  the  greatest  variety  both  of  senti- 
ment, and  language  susceptible  of  the  graces  of  that 
harmonionsart'.  Indeed  the  planlbr  this  purpose 
was  not  so  obvioui.  The  others  were  in  a  great 
measure  ready  prepared  to  the  composer's  bands; 
here  Ibe  case  was  difierent  The  several  bcmuti^l 
passages  contained  in  this  poem  lay  scattered 
through  a  wide  compass,  and  it  appeared  difficult  to 
assemble,  and  unite  them  into  any  regular  and 
compendious  form  adapted  to  public  representation. 
This  the  compiler  has  attempted  by  confining  him- 
self to  those  passages  which  have  amore  immediate 
reference  to  the  principal  story,  and  omitting  what 
was  more  remote,  aiAl  digtesshre.  In  executing  this 
design  he  has  varied  as  little  as  was  possible  from  the 
order  of  time  and  language  of  Milton,  and  en- 
deavoured not  to  offend  the  judgment,  at  the  same 
time  that  he  consulted  the  entertainment  of  the 
public. 

He  will  not  say  that  he  hscs  omitted  no  particular 
beauties  of  this  poem,  for  not  to  do  this  would  be 
to  transcribe  the  whole;  but  he  can  truly  say  that 
he  has  taken  some  ptfins  to  include  as  many  as  could 
with  any  propriety  be  brought  within  the  compass 
of  his  midertaking,  and  that  it  will  be  no  small  plea^ 
sure  to  him  to  be  the  occasion  of  making  then^  mora 
universally  admired,  by  means  of  an  alliance  with 
that  sister-art,  whose  expressive  strains  are  the 
only  additional  ornament  of  which  they  were  ca- 
pable. 

So  fhr  was  written  after  the  following  piece  was 
entif^y  finished,  and  at  a  time  when  the  compiler 
thought  that  no  one  had  engaged  in  the  same 
design.  In  this  however  he  finds  he  was  mistakei^ 
and  can  truly  say,  that  had  he  been  so  much  con- 
versant in  the  musical  world  ai  to  have  known  more 

1  What  Dr.  Gregory  says  of  religioB  in  gieoeral 
as  a  subject  for  musical  composition,  may  be  ap* 
plied  with  the  strictest  propriety  to  this  work  in 
particular,  viz.  that  it  afibrds  almost  all  the  variety 
of  subjects  which  music  can  express ;  the  sublime^ 
the  joyous,  the  cheerful,  the  serene,  the  devout,  the 
plaintive,  the  melancholy. 

Comparative  View  of  the  State  and 
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emrly  that  a  person  of  Mr.  Stillingfleet's  merit  and 
abilities  had  undertaken  this  work,  he  would  cer- 
tainly have  de<*lined  it :  but  having  spent  some  time 
in  it,  and  finding  that  this  gentJeman*8  plan  does  not 
entirely  coincide  with  his,  he  hopes  he  may  be  ex- 
cused for  presenting  it  to  the  world  after  him. 

He  win  no  further  detain  the  reader  than  to  say, 
that  his  aim  was  to  furnish  the  composer  with 
Milton^s  own  beaut*es,  so  adapted  as  that  the  capital 
lines  and  most  striking  sentiments  might  naturally 
offer  themselves  to  musical  distinc  ion,  rather  than 
form  words  for  that  purpose,  as  he  thought  had  been 
done  in  other  compositions  of  a  like  nature,  in  a 
manner  very  forced  and  unnatural ;  and  where, 
though  the  ear  is  gratified,  the  understanding  is 
generally  disgusted. 


ADAM: 
AN  ORATORIO. 


The  ptrtont  here  represented  art 

Adam,  and 

Eve;  with  the 

Guardian  Angels  of  Paradise,  and  others. 

The  scene  is  Paradue, 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 


RECrrAllVB. 


Uimea  a  tuft  of  shade,  that,  on  a  green. 
Stood  whifp'ring  soft,  on  Eden*s  blissful  plain. 
Sat  the  firat  human  pair.     (Not  that  fair  field 
Of  Enna,  where  Proserpine,  gathering  fiow'rs, 
.  Herself,  a  fairer  flow'r,  by  gloomy  Dis 
Was  gather'd;  nor  that  sweet  Elyrian  grove 
Of  Daphne  by  Orontes,  and  th'  inspired 
CasUlian  spring,  miglit  with  this  Paradise 
Of  Eden  strive:  nor  that  Nysean  isle. 
Girt  with  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham, 
Whom  Gentiles  Ammon  call,  and  Lybian  Jove, 
Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  son. 
Young  Bacchus  from  his  step-dame  Rhea!s  eye — 
Nor  wh«re  Abassine  kings  their  issue  guard. 
Mount  Amara !  enclos'd  with  shining  rock, 
A  whole  day's  journey  high.)    Around  them  grew 
All  trees  of  noblest  kind  for  sight,  smell,  taste, 
And  all  amid  them  grew  the  tree  of  life. 
High  eminent,  blooming  ambrosial  fruit 
Of  vegetable  gold ;  and  next  to  Life, 
Our  death  !  the  tree  of  knowledge  grew  fast  by. 


That  to  the  frhsged  bank,  with  myrtle  erown'd. 
Her  crystal  mirror  holds,  unite  their  streama. 
The  birds  their  quire  apply — airs,  vernal  airs 
Breathing  the  smell  of  field,  or  grove  attune 
The  trembling  leaves,  and  whisper  whence  they  stole 
Their  balmy  spoils.    About  them  frisking  pla3r*d 
All  beasts  of  th'  earth,  since  wild,  and  of  all  chase 
In  wood,  or  wilderness,  forest,  or  den. 
Sporting  the  lion  ramp'd,  and,  in  his  paw. 
Dandled  the  kid.     Bcultb,  tigers,  ounces,  pards 
Gambol'd  before  them.    Th'  unwieldly  elephant. 
To  make  them  mirth,  os'd  all  his  migb^  and 

wreathed 
His  lithe  proboscis.    Close  the  serpent  sly. 
Insinuating  wove,  with  Gordiaa  twine. 
His  braided  train,  and  of  his  fatal  guile 
Gave  proof  unheeded.    They  superior  sat 
As  lords  of  all,  of  godlike  shape  erect !    . 
For  valour  he,  and  contemplation  form*d. 
For  softness  she,  and  sweet  attractive  grace ! 


...lliey  superior  sat. 

As  lords  of  all,  of  godlike  shape  erect! 
For  vaiour  he,  and  contemplation  form'd. 
For  softness  she,  and  sweet  attractive  grace  ! 


SCENE   II. 


SECrrATITl. 


On  the  soft  downy  bank,  damask'd  with  Bam^ 
Reclin'd  they  sat,  when  Adam  first  of  men 
To  first  of  women  Eve  thus  smiling  spake. 

ADAM. 

Sole  partner,  and  sole  part  of  all  these  joys^ 
Dearer  thyself  than  all !  needs  must  the  PowV, 
That  made  us,  and,  for  us,  this  ample  worid. 
Be  infinitely  good,  and,  of  his  good 
As  liberal,  and  free  as  infinite; 
Who  rais'd  us  from  the  dust,  and  plac'd  as  herc^ 
In  all  this  happiness;  %ho  yet  requires 
From  us  no  other  service,  than  to  keep 
This  one,  this  easy  charge — Of  all  the  tress 
In  Paradise,  that  bear  delicious  firuit 
So  various,  not  to  taste  that  only  tree 
Of  knowledge,  planted  by  the  tree  of  life. 


Then  let  us  ever  praise  him,  and  extol 

His  bounty,  following  our  delightful  task. 

To  prune  these  growing  plants,  and  tend  Ibese 

flow'rs. 
Which,  were  it  tonsGiiie,.yet  with  thee  weH  sweet 

RSCrTATIVS. 
RVE. 

O  thou!  for  whom 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ADAM;  AN  ORATORIO. 


3^^ 


And  what  I  was,  whence  thither  brought;  and  how. 
Nor  distant  far  from  thence,  a  murm*ring  sound 
Of  waters  issoed  ftxxn  ^  cave,  and  spread 
Into  a  liquid  plain,  then  stood  unmof  d 
Pure  as  th'  expanse  of  Heav*n.     I  thither  went, 
With  unexperienc'd  thought,  and  laid  me  down 
On  the  green  bank  to  look  into  the  clear, 
Smooth  lake,  that  to  me  seem'd  another  sky. 
Ab  1  bent  down  to  look,  just  opposite, 
A  shape  within  the  watry  gleam  ap^r*d, 
Bending  to  look  on  me.     IsUrtedba^k, 
It  started  back.    But,  pleasM,  I  soon  retum'd, 
Pleas'd  it  retum'd  as  toon,  with  answering  looks 
Of  sympathy  and  love.    There  I  had  /bc*d 
Mine  eyes  till  now,  and  pin'd  with  vain  desire, 
Hadnotayoicethuswam'dme.  *<  What  thou  see'st, 
What  there  thou  see'st,  fair  creature !  is  thyseK 
With  thee  it  came,  and  goes.    But  follow  me, 
And  I  will  bring  thee  where  no  shadow  stays 
Thy  coming,  and  thy  soft  embraces— He ! 
Whose  image  thou  art — him  thou  shalt  ei^y 
Inseparably  thine,  to  him  shalt  bear 
Multitudes  like  thyself,  and  thence  be  call'd 
Mother  ci  human  race."    What  could  I  do. 
But  follow  straight,  invisibly  thus  led) 
Till  I  espied  th^  foir,  indeed,  and  tall, 
Under  a  platan.    Yet  methought  less  foir^ 
I^ss  whmhig  soft,  less  amiably  mild, 
Than  that  smooth  watry  image.    Back  I  tumU 
Thou  following  cry*dst  aloud ; 


* •  Return,  fair  Ere! 

Whom  fly*st  tbou  ?  whom  thou  fly*st,  of  him  thou 

art. 
His  flesh,  his  bone!  To  give  thee  being  I  lent 
Out  of  my  side  to  thee,  nearest  my  heart. 
Substantial  life,  to  hare  thee  by  my  side, 
Benceforth  an  individual  solace  dear. 
I^of  my  so«d€  seek  thee,  and  thee  clahn 
My  other  half.'     With  that  thy  genUe  hand 
Seized  mme;  I  jrielded— and  from  that  time  see 
How  beauty  is  exodl'd  by  manly  grace. 
And  wisdom,  which  alone  is  truly  fair. 

IBCn-ATIVB. 

So  spake  our  gen'ral  mother,  and  with  eyea 
^conjugal  affection,  unreprov*d. 
And  meek  surrender,  half  embracing  leaned 
On  our  first  father.    Half  her  swelling  breast 
Naked  met  bis,  under  the  flowing  gold 
Of  her  loose  tresses  hid.    He,  in  delight 
1^  of  her  beauty  and  submissive  charms, 
SmiFd  with  superior  love,  and  press'd  her  lip 
With  kisses  put*.    Thus  they  in  amYons  qxvt, 
As  well  beseems  fair  couple,  link'd  as  they, 
™^^ppy  nuptial  league,  their  minutes  pass'd, 
«wtfd  with  subUmc  delight    The  loveliest  pair 


SCENE  III. 


RECrTATIVE. 


Now  came  still  ev*ning  on,  and  twilight  grey 
Had,  in  her  sober  liv*ry  all  things  clad. 
Silence  accompanied:  for  beast,  and  bird. 
They  to  their  grassy  couch,  these  to  their  nests 
Were  slunk :  all  but  the  wakeful  nightingale ! 
She  all  night  long  her  am'roos  descant  sung. 
Silence  was  pleas'd.    Now  glow*d  the  firmament 
With  living  sapphires.    Uespems,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  rode  brightest,  till  the  Moon» 
Rising  in  clouded  majesty,  at  length. 
Apparent  queen !  unveiPd  her  peerless  light» 
And  o*er  the  dark  her  silver  mantle  threw. 
When  Adam  thus  to  Eve. 

ADAM. 

Fair  consort!  th*hour 

Of  night,  and  all  things  now  retir'd  to  rest. 
Mind  us  of  like  repose :  since  God  hath  set 
Labour  and  rest,  as  day  and  pight,  to  men 
Successive;  and  the  timely  dew  of  sleep, 
Now  falling  with  soft  slumb'rous  weight,  Ipclines ' 
Our  eye-lids.    Ere  fresh  morning  streak  the  east 
With  first  approach  of  light,  we  must  be  ris^n. 
And  at  our  pleasant  labour  to  reform 
Yon  flow'ry  arbours,  yonder  allejrs  gi^en. 
Our  walk  at  noon,  with  branches  overgrown^ 
Meanwhile,  as  Nature  wills,  night  bidff  us  rest 

EyB. 

My  author  and  disposer,  what  thon  bid'st 
Unargued  I  obey,  so  God  ordains. 
God  is  thy  law,  thou  nune.    To  knofw  no  more 
Is  woman*s  happiest  knowledge,  and  her  praise. 


"  With  tbee  conversing,  I  forget  all  time. 
All  seasons,  and  their  change,  all  please  alike. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  mom,  her  rising  sweet. 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds !  Pleasant  the  Sun ! 
When  first  on  thb  delightful  land  he  spreads 
His  orient  beams  on  herb,  tree,  fhiit,  and  flow'r, 
Glist'ring  with  dew :  fragrant  the  fertile  Earth, 
Afi^r  soft  show'rs  !  and  sweet  the  coming  on 
Of  grateful  evening  mild;  the  silent  Night, 
With  this  her  solenm  bird  ;  and  this  fair  Moon, 
And  those  the  gems  of  Heav'n,  her  starry  train ! 
But  neither  breath  of  Mom,  when  she  ascends, 
With  charm  of  earliest  birdis,  nor  rising  Sun 
On  this  delightful  land,  nor  herb,  ihiit,  flowV, 
Glist'ring  with  dew,  nor  ftvgrance  after  show*n, 
Nor  grateful  evening  mild,  nor  silent  Night, 
With  this  her  solemn  bird,  nor  walk  by  Moon, 
Or  glitt*ring  star-light  without  thee  is  sweet'* 
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Mosaic ;  ander  foot  the  violet. 
Crocus,  and  hyacinth,  with  rich  failay, 
Broider'd  the  ground,  more  colourM  than  with  stone 
Of  costliest  emblem.    Other  creature  here 
Beast,  bird,  insect,  or  worm,  durst  enter  nona. 
Such  was  their  awe  of  man.    In  shady  bow*r, 
More  sacred  and  sequestered,  though  but  foign'd« 
Pan  or  Sytvanus  never  slept,  nor  N]rmpb, 
Or  Faunns  haunted.    Herie,  in  close  recess. 
With  flow'rs,  and  garlands,  and  iweet  smelling  herbs, 
Espoused  Eve  deck'd  first  her  nuptial  bed. 
And  heav*nly  quires  the  Hymeosan  sung. 

Thus  at  their  shady  lodge  arrived,  both  ttood,i 
•Both  tum*d,  and,  under  open  sky,  ador'd 
The  God  that  made  both  sky,  air.  Earth,  and 

Heav'n, 
Which  they  beheld,  the  Moon's  retplendeol  gk»b«, 
And  starry  polc> 

BvutiMo  ■rail* 

,.,„ "  Thou  also  mad'st  the  night, 

Maker  omnipotent!  and  thou  the  day. 
Which  we,  in  our  i^ppointed  work  employed, 
Have  finish*d,  happy  in  our  mutual  help,^ 
And  mutual  love,  the  crown  of  all  our  bliss, 
Oidain*d  by  thee,  and  this  delicious  place. 
For  us  too  large,  where  thy  abundance  wants 
Partakers,  and  uncropM  falls  to  the  ground. 
But  thou  Kast  promised  from  us  two  a  race. 
To -fill  the  Earth,  who  shall,  with  us,  extol 
Thy  goodness  infinite,  both  when  we  wake. 
And  when  we  seek,  as  now,  thy  gift  of  sleep." 


ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 


KECITATIVB. 


0 1  roft  that  warning  voice,  which  he,  who  saw 
Th*  Apocal3rpse,  heard  cry  in  Heav'n  aloud, 
Then  when  the  Dragon,  put  to  second  rout. 
Came  furious  down,  to  be  reveng*d  on  men. 
Woe  to  the  inhabitanU  qf  th*  Earth!  that  now 
While  time  wai,  our  first  parents  had  been  wara*d 
The  coming  of  their  secret  foe,  and  'scap'd. 
Haply  so  'scap'd  his  mortal  snare;  for  now 
Satan,  now  first  inflam'd  with  rage,  came  down. 
The  tempter,  ere  th*  accuser  of  mankind. 


He,  who  sits  enthroned  on  high. 
Above  the  circle  of  the  sky. 
Sees  his  rage,  and  mocks  his  toil. 
Which  on  himself  shall  soon  recoil : 
In  the  snare,  with  malice,  wrought 
For  others,  shall  his  fieet  be  caught. 

.     SCENE   IL 

EBCrrATIVI. 

Now  Mom  her  rosy  steps  in  th*  eastern  clime 
Advancing,  sow'd  the  earth  with  orient  pearl. 
When  Adam  wak'd,  so  customed,  for  his  sleep 
Was  airy  light,  from  pure  digestion  bred. 
And  temperate  vapours  bland,  which  th'  only  sound 
Of  leaves,  and  fuming  rills,  Aurora's  fan, 
lightly  dispers'd,  and  the  shrill  matin  song 
Of  birds  on  ev'ry  bough.    Unwaken'd  Eve 


Ck»e  at  his  side,  in  nakad  beauty  lay, 
Beauty!  which,  whether  waking,  or  asleep^ 
Shot  forth  peculiar  charms.    He,  ob  his  mda. 
Leaning,  half  rais'd,  .with  kwks  of  ootdial  kfvo 
Hung  over  her  enamour'd :  then,  with  voio^ 
Mild  as  when  Zephyrus  on  Flora  breathes. 
Her  hand  sofi-touehing,  wbisper'd  thus. 

SOMS. 

^ ..."  Awake! 

My  foirost,  my  espous'd,  my  latest  fcnnd, 
Ueav'n's  last,  best  gift,  my  ever  new  deligbt* 
Awake !  the  morning  shines,  and  the  fresh  field 
Calbus;  we  tose  the  prime,  to  mark  haw  wptw^ 
Our  tended  plants,  bow  blows  the  citnm  grore. 
What  drops  the  myrrh,  and  what  thebafa»y  vetd} 
How  Nature  paints  her  ook>urs;  how  the  bee 
Sits  on  the  bloon,  extracting  liquid  sweets.** 

lEOTATIVB. 
BTK. 

Adam  1  w^l  may  we  labour  still  to  dress 
This  garden,  still  to  tend  heib,  plant,  and  iov¥. 
Our  pleasant  task  eiOoin'd;  but  till  more  heads 
Aid  us,  the  work  under  our  labour  grows 
Luxurious  by  restraint.    Let  us  divide 
Our  labours  then,  for  while  together  thup 
Our  task  we  choose,  what  woi^  if  so  near 
Looks  intervene,  and  smiles^  or  object  new 
Casual  discourse  draw  on,  which  intermits 
Our  day'n  woit,  brought  to  little,  though  b^im 
Early,  and  th'  hour  of  supper  comes  uneara'd. 

These  paths  and  bow'is  doubt  not  but  our  jeiet 

hands 
Will  keep  from  wilderness  with  ease  as  wide 
As  we  need  walk,  UU  younger  bands  ere  long 
Assist  us.    But  if  much  coeverse  perhaps 
Thee  satiate,  to  short  absence  I  could  yield» 
For  solitude  sometimes  is  best  sodely. 
And  short  retirement  urges  sweet  return. 
But  other  doubt  poasesses  me,  lest  harm 
Befall  thee  severed  from  me;  for  thou  know'st 
What  hath  been  wam^  ns,  what  malicious  ibe. 
Envying  our  happiness,  and  of  bb  owe 
Despairing,  sedu  to  worii  us  woe,  and  sbaaM* 
By  slyassault;  and  somewhere,  nigh  at  hand. 
Watches  no  doubt,  with  greedv  hope,  to  And 
His  wish,  and  best  advantage!  us  asunder; 
Hopeless  to  circumveot  us  join'd,  where  eec^ 
To  other  speedy  aid  might  lend  at  need. 
Then  leave  not,  I  advise,  the  fisithful  side 
Which  gave  thee  being,  shades  thee,  and  proteeH. 

««  The  wifo,  where  danger  or  dbhonour  \mk% 
Safest,  and  seemliest  near  her  husband  stays, 
Who  guaids  her,  or  with  her  the  wont  eadures." 


UCfTATIfa. 
BTB. 

Oflbpringof  Heaven  and  Earth,  andallEarth'sbrdl 

That  such  an  enemy  we  have,  who  seeks* 

Our  ruin,  oft  informed  by  thee^  I  learn. 

But  that  thou  should*st  my  finuness  therefore  doubt. 

To  God,  or  thee,  because  we  have  a  foe 

May  tempt  it,  I  expected  not  to  hear. 
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ADAM. 


IDftughter  of  God  and  man,  immortal  Ere ! 

For  such  thou  art,  from  sin  and  blame  entire : 

Kor  diffident  of  thee,  do  I  disniade 

Thy  absence  from  my  sight,  but  to  avoid 

Th*  attempt,  which  thou  thyself  with  virtuoas  scorn 

And  anger  wou1d*8t  resent     Misdeem  not  then, 

If  such  aflront  I  labour  to  avert 

From  thee  alone,  which  on  us  both  at  once 

The  enemy,  though  bold,  will  hardly  dare. 

Or  daring,  first  on  me  th'  assault  shall  light 

Nor  thou  his  malice  and  fitlse  guile  contemn. 

Subtle  he  needs  must  be,  who  could  seduce 

Angels ;  nor  think  superfluous  others'  Aid. 

•*  I,  from  the  influence  of  thy  looks,  receive 

Access  in  ev*ry  virtue ;  m  thy  sight. 

More  wise,  more  watchful,  stronger,  if  need  were. 

Of  outward  strength ;  while  shame,  thou  looking  on. 

Shame  to  be  overcome,  or  over-reach'd ! 

Would  utmost  vigour  raise,  and  raised  unite." 

Why  should'st  not  thou  like  sense  within  thee  feel. 

When  I  am  present,  and  thy  trial  choose 

With  me,  h^  witness  of  thy  virtue  tried  ? 

If  this  be  our  condition,  thus  to  dwell 
In  narrow  circuit  straiten'd  by  a  foe. 
Subtle,  or  violent,  we  not  endued. 
Single,  with  like  defence,  wherever  met, 
How  are  we  happy,  still  in  fJear  of  arm  ? 


**  Frail  is  our  happiness,  if  this  be  so. 
And  Eden  were  no  Eden  thus  exposU" 

ftfcrrATtvi. 

ADAM. 

O,  woman  !  best  are  all  things  as  the  will 
Of  God  ordainM  them.    His  creating  hand 
Nothing  imperfect  or  deficient  left 
Of  all  that  he  created,  much  less  man. 
Or  aught  that  might  his  happy  state  secure : 
Secure  from  outward  force.    Within  himself 
The  danger  lies,  yet  lies  within  his  pow'r. 
Against  his  will  he  can  receive  no  harm ; 
But  God  left  free  the  will,  for  what  obeys 
Reason  is  free,  and  reason  he  made  rights 
And  bid  her  still  beware,  and  still  erect. 
Lest  by  some  fiur,  appearing  good  surprised. 
She  dictate  false,  and  misinform  the  will 
To  do  what  God  expressly  hath  forbid. 
Not  then  mistrust,  but  tender  love  enjoins 
That  I  should  mind  thee  oft,  and  mind  thou  me, 
Firm  we  subsist,  yet  possible  to  swerve. 


i 


"  But  if  thou  tbmk'st  trial  unsought  may  find 

Us  both  secnrtr  than  thus  wam'd  thou  seem*st, 

Go !  for  thy  sUy,  not  free,  absents  thee  more. 

Go  in  thy  native  innocence.    Rely 

On  what  thou  hast  of  virtue :  summon  all. 

For  God  towards  thea  hath  done  his  part,  do  thine." 

SCENE    III. 

KECrrATIVB. 

So  haste  they  to  the  field,  their  pleasing  task  ! 
But  first,  firom  under  shady,  arti'roaf  roof^ 


Soon  as  they  forth  were  camt  to  open  sight 

Of  day-spring,  and  the  Sun,  who  scarce-upris'n. 

With  wheels  yet  hov'ring  oer  the  ocean  brim, 

Shot  parallel  to  the  Earth  his  dewy  ray, 

Discov*ring,  in  wide  circuit,  all  the  bounds 

Of  Paradise  and  Eden*s  happy  plains, 

Lowly  they  bow'd  adoring,  and  began 

Their  orisons,  each  morning  duly  paid. 

In  various  style :  for  neither  various  style 

Nor  holy  rapture  wanted  they  to  praise 

Tlieir  Maker  in  fit  strains,  pronounced,  or  sung. 

Unmeditated ;  such  prompt  eloquence 

Flow'd  from  their  lips,  in  prose,  or  num*rous  verae, 

More  tuneable  than  needed  lute,  or  harp 

To  add  more  sweetness :  and  they  thus  bc|;an. 

MOaMIIfO  HYMK. 

**  These  ajre  thy  glorious  works,  parent  of  good, 

Almighty !  thine  this  universal  frame ! 

Thus  wondrous  fair !  thyself  how  wondrous  then ! 

Unspeakable !  who  sit'st  above  these  H^v'ns, 

To  us  invisible  $  or  dimly  seen 

In  these  thy  lowest  works  :  yet  these  declare 

Thy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  pow'r  divine. 

"  Speak  ye,  who  best  can  tell,  ye  sons  of  light! 
Angels,  for  ye  behold  him,  and,  with  songs, 
And  choral  symphonies,  day  without  night. 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing;  ye  in  Heav'n, 
On  Earth  join  all  ye  creatures  to  extol 
Him  first,  him  last,  him  midst,  and  without  end. 

'*  Fairest  of  stars,  last  hi  the  train  of  night. 
If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn. 
Sure  pledge  of  day !  that  crowu*st  the  smiling  mom 
With  thy  bright  circlet,  praise  him  in  thy  sphere. 
While  d«y  arises,  that  sweet  hour  of  prime. 

*'  Thou  Sun,  both  eye  and  soul  of  this  great  world ! 
Acknowledge  him  thy  g^reater,  sound  his  praise 
In  thy  eternal  course,  both  when  thou  climb*st. 
And  when  high  noon  hast  gain 'd,  and  when  hast  fall'n. 
'*  Moon !  that  now  meet*8t  the  orient  Sun,  now  fly^st 
With  the  fix'd  stars,  fix'd  in  their  orb  that  flies. 
And  ye  five  other  wand'ring  fires,  that  move 
In  mystic  dance,  not  without  song,  resound 
His  praise,  who  out  of  darkness  call*d  up  light 

"  Air  !  and  ye  elements,  th*  eldest  birth 
^Nature^s  womb,  that,  in  quaternion,  run 
l^e^tual  circle  multiform,  and  mix. 
And  nourish  all  things,  let  your  ceaseless  changy^ 
Vafty  to  your  great  Maker  still  new  praise. 
'vYe  mists  and  exhalations  that  now  rise 
From  MU,  or  steaming  lake,  dusky,  or  grey. 
Till  tW  Sun  paint  yoiM"  fieacy  skirts  with  gold; 
In  honlur  to.  the  world's  great  Maker  rise, 
Whetl^  to  deck  with  clouds  th*  uncolour'd  sky. 
Or  wet  the  thirsty  earth  with  falling  show>rs, 
Rising,  or  felling,  still  advance  his  praise,      [blow^ 
"  His  praise,  ye  winds,  that  fh>m  four  quarters 
Breathe  soft,  or  loud  i  and  wave  your  tops,  ye  pines. 
With  ev*ry  plant,  in  sign  of  hooour  wave. 

**  Fountains  !  and  ye  fhat  warble,  as  ye  flo#. 

Melodious  mumturs,  warbling  tune  his  praise. 

*'  Join  voices,  all  ye  living  souls !   ye  birds ! 

That  singing  up  to  Heav'n's  bright  gates  ascend, 

Bear  on  your  wings,  and  in  your  notes  his  praise. 

**  Ye  that  in  waters  glide,  and  ye  that  walk 
7*he  earth ;  and  stately  tread,  or  lowly  creep, 
Witness  if  I  be  silent  mom,  or  ev*n. 
To  hill,  or  valley,  fountain,  or  fresh  shade 
Made  vocal  by  my  soog,  apd  tki 
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**  Hail,  universal  Lord !  he  boonteous  still 
To  give  us  only  good ;  and,  if  the  night 
Have  gather*d  aught  of  evil,  or  conceaVd, 
Disperse  it,  as  now  light  dispels  the  dark/' 


So  pray'd  they  innocent ;  then  to  their  task 

They  diff 'rent  ways  repair — he,  where  hb  choice 

Leads  hioi,  or  where  most  needs,  whether  to  wind 

The  woodbine  round  his  arbour,  or  direct 

The  clasping  ivy  where  to  twine  ;  while  she 

In  yonder  spring  of  roses,  intermix'd 

With  myrtle,  seeks  what  to  redress  til!  noon. 

Her  long,  with  ardent  look,  his  eye  pursu*d 

Delightecl,  but  desiring  more  her  stay. 

She,  like  a  wood-nymph  light  of  Delia's  train. 

Betook  her  to  the  groves,  but  Delia's  self 

In  gait  surpassed,  and  goddess-like  deport 

Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  Heav*n  in  her  eye ; 

In  ev'ry  gesture  dignity  and  love. 


"  Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  Heav*n  in  her  eye; 
In  ev'ry  gesture  dignity  and  love.*' 


ACT  III.     SCENE  L 


THE  GUARDIAN  ANGELS. 


Ou|i  charge,  though  unsuccessful,  is  fulfilled. 
The  tempter  hath  prevaird,  and  man  is  falPn. 
Earth  felt  the  wound,  and  Nature,  from  her  seat 
Sighing  through  all  her  works,  gave  signs  of  woe. 
That  all  was  lost.     The  fatal  omens  reachM 
Our  glittering  files,  and  through  th'  angelic  guard 
Spread  sadness,  mix'd  with  pity,  not  with  guilt, 
€>r  conscious  negligence.     After  short  pause, 
Eartb  trembled  from  her  entrails,  as  again 
In  pangs,  and  Nature  gave  a  second  groan  ^ 
Skylower'd,  and,  mutt*ringthunder,  some  sad  drops 
Wept  at  completing  of  the  mortal  sin. 
Now  up  to  Heav'n  we  haste,  before  th^  throne 
Supreme,  t*  approve  our  faithful  vigilance. 

CHORDS. 

Righteous  art  thou,  O  Lord !  aii4  just  are  thy 


judgments. 


Hallelujah ! 


ucrrATivE. 


But  see !  with  visage  discomposed,  and  dim'd 
With  passions  foul,  like  this  late  azure  clime 
With  clouds  and  storms  o'ercast,  the  human  pair 
Bend  hitherward  their  steps  disconsolate. 


Both  good  and  evil,  good  lost,  and  evil  got. 
Bad  fruit  of  knowledge ! 


•«  How  shall  I  behold 

Henceforth  or  God,  or  angel,  erst  with  joy. 
And  rapture  oft  beheld  ?   O !  might  I  here 
In  M)litude  live  savage,  in  some  glade 
Obscur'd,  where  highest  woods,  impenetrable 
To  star  or  sun-light,  spread  their  umbrage  broad. 
And  brown  as  evening.     Cover  me,  ye  pines, 
Ye  c^ars,  with  innumerable  boughs 
Hide  me,  where  I  may  never  see  them  more.^ 

KBCrrATIVB. 

Would  thou  had'st  hearken'd  to  my  words,  and  stay'd 

With  me,  as  I  besought  thee,  when  that  strange 

Desire  of  wand'ring,  this  unhappy  mom, 

I  know  not  whence  possess'd  thee!  we  had  thea 

Remained  still  happy  ',  not  a«  now  despoiPd 

Of  all  our  good,  shamed,  naked,  mb'rable ! 


**  Let  none  henceforth,  seek  needless  cause  t*  ap^ 

prove 
The  faith  they  owe;  when  earnestly  they  seek 
Such  proof,  conclude  they  then  begin  to  Cul.** 

EVB. 

Imput'st  thou  that  to  my  desire,  or  will 
Of  wand'ring,  as  thou  call'st  it,  which  who  knows 
But  might  as  ill  have  happen'd  thou  being  by. 
Or  to  thyself  perhaps,  had'st  thou  been  there  ? 
**  Was  1 1'  have  never  parted  from  thy  side. 
As  good  have  g^wn  there  still  a  lifeless  rib. 
Being  as  I  am,  why  did*st  not  thou,  the  head. 
Command  me  absolutely  not  to  go. 
Going  into  such  danger  as  thou  said'st." 
Too  focil  then,  thou  did*st  not  much  gainsay. 
Nay,  didst  permit,  approve,  and  fair  dismiss. 
Had^st  thou  been  firm,  and  fix'd  in  thy  dissent. 
Neither  had  I  transg^ress'd,  nor  thou  with  me. 

ADAM. 


"  Thus  it  shall  bcfiill 

Him,  who  to  worth  in  woman  overtrustmg. 
Lets  her  will  rule ;  restraint  she  will  not  brook. 
And  left  t'  herself,  if  evil  thence  ensue. 
She  first  his  weak  indulgence  will  accuse.** 

SCENE   HL 

RBCfTATlVB. 
ADAM. 

O  miserable  of  happy !  Is  this  the  end 

Of  «-hi«  flw^vr  irlnriniift  wnrld.  and  me  SO  late 
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^eavy  1  though  in  their  place  ?    O  fleeting  jovi 
Of  Paradise,  dear  bought  with  lastmg  woe ! 
"  Did  I  request  thee,  Maker  !  from  my  day. 
To  mould  me  man  ?  Did  I  solicit  thee 
From  darkness  to  promote  me,  or  to  place 
In  this  delicious  ^rden  ?  As  my  will 
ConcorrM  not  to  my  being,  't  were  but  right 
And  equal  to  reduce  me  to  my  dust, 
]>esirous  to  resign,  and  render  back 
All  I  leceiv'd.'* 
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Each  other,  blam'd  enough  elsewhere,  but  strive 
In  offices  of  love,  bow  we  may  lighten 
Each  other's  burthen  in  our  share  of  woe. 
Then  to  the  place  repairing,  where  our  judge 
Prunounc'd  our  doom,  there  let  us  both  confess 
Humbly  our  faults,  and  pardon  beg,  with  tears 
Wat'ring  the  ground,  and  with  our  sighs  the  air 
Frequenting,  sent  from  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
Of  sorrow  unfeign'd,  and  humiliation  meek. 


BVB. 

0  Adam!  can  I  thus  behold  thee  wretched. 
Thus  miserable  through  my  default,  nor  strive 
To  soothe  thy  grief,  and  soften  thy  distress  ? 

ADAM. 

Oirt  of  my  »ight,  thou  serpent !  that  name  best 
Befits  thee,  wiUi  him  leagu»d,  thyself  as  false. 

And  hateful 

;••••• But  for  thee, 

1  had  continued  happy,  had  not  thy  pride,. 
And  wandVing  vanity,  when  least  was  safe, 
Rejected  my  forewarning,  and  disdaiu'd 
Not  to  be  trusted ;  longing  to  be  seen, 
Though  by  the  Devil  himself. 

AIR. 

••••"  v; ••  O!  why  did  God. 

Creator  wise  1  that  peopled  highest  Heav'n 
With  sptnts  masculine,  create  at  last 
This  novelty  on  Earth,  this  fair  defect 
Of  Nature !  and  not  fill  the  world  at  once 
With  men,  as  angels  without  feminine?*' 

EVE. 

^rsake  me  not  thus,  Adam  !  Witness  Heav'n  I 

What  love  sincere,  and  rev'rence  in  my  heart 

1  bear  thee,  and  unweeting  have  offended. 

Unhappily  deceived  !  Thy  supplicant 

Ibcg,  and  clasp  thy  knees ;  «  bereave  me  not. 

Whereon  I  live,  thy  gentle  looks— thy  aid— 

Thy  counsel  in  this  uttermost  distress : 

My  only  strength,  and  stoy !  Forlorn  of  thee. 

Whither  shall  I  beUke  me,  where  subsist  ?" 

While  yet  we  live,  scarce  one  short  hour  perhaps. 

Between  us  two  let  there  be  peace,  both  joining. 

As  join  d  m  iiyuries,  one  enmity 

Against  a  foe,  by  doom  express  assign'd  us, 

Th*t  cruel  serpent.    On  me  exercise  not 

Thy  hatred  for  this  misery  befallen. 

On  me  already  lost,  me  than  thyself 

More  miserable:  both^ave  sinnM,  but  thou 

A^^mst  God  only,  I  against  God  and  thee: 

And  to  the  place  of  judgment  will  return. 

There  with  my  cries  importune  Heav'n,  that  all 

Oie  sentence,  from  thy  head  remov'd,  may  light 

On  me,  sole  cause  to  thee  of  all  this  woe. 

Me.  me!  just  otject  only  of  his  ire. 

ADAM. 

Alas !  ill  able  ait  thou  to  sustain 

His  full  wrath,  whose  thou  feel'st  as  yet  least  part. 

And  my  displeasure  bear'st  so  ill.     If  pray'rs 

^Id  alter  high  decrees,  I  to  that  place 

Would  speed  before  thee,  and  be  louder  heard. 

That  on  my  head  all  might  be  visited. 

Thy  frailty,  and  infirmer  sex  forgiv'n. 

To  me  committed,  and  by  me  expos'd. 

Jlut  nsc— let  us  no  more  contend,  and  blame 


ascrrxTiva  AccoMPAKim. 
So  spake  our  father  penitent,  nor  Eve  , 

Felt  less  remorse.     They  forthwith  to  the  place 
Repairing,  where  he  judg'd  them,  prostrate  fell 
Before  him  reverent,  and  both  confess'd 
Humbly  their  faults,  and  pardon  beg*d,  with  tears 
Warring  the  ground,  and  with  their  sighs  the  air 
Frequenting,  sent  from  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
Of  sorrow  unfeignM,  and  humiliation  meek. 

SCENE    IV. 

RBCrrATIVC 
EVE. 

What  tidings  bring*st  thou,  Adam !  from  this  new 
Angelical,  so  late  arriv'd  ?  Alas !    ,  [guest 

My  trembling  heart  forebodes  some  further  ill ; 
For  far  less  mild  me  thought  his  aspect  seem'd 
Than  KaphaePs,  social  spirit !  who  wont  so  oft 
To  sit  indulgent  with  us,  and  partake 
Rural  repafit,  permitting  us  the  while 
Venial  discourse  unblam'd.    What  tidings  ?^say. 


Our  pray'rs  are  heard  in  Heav*n,  and  death  our  due 

By  sentence  then,  when  first  we  did  transgress, 

Is  of  his  prey  defeated  many  days 

Giv*n  us  of  grace,  wherein  we  may  repent. 

So  God  appeased,  from  his  rapacious  claim 

Will  quite  redeem  us,  and  to  life  restore. 

But  longer  in  this  Paradise  to  dwell. 

As  not  befitting  creatures  stain*d  with  sin. 

He  suffen  not,  but  sendaus  forth  to  till 

The  ground  from  whence  he  took  us,  fitter  soil  I 

EVE. 

Alt.      APFBTUOSO. 

"  O !  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  death  ! 
Must  I  then  leave  thee,  Paradise,  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil !  these  happy  walks,  and  shades. 
Fit  haunt  of  gods !  where  I  had  hope  to  spend 
Quiet,  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day. 
That  must  be  mortal  to  us  both.    O  flow'rs ! 
That  never  will  in  other  climate  grow. 
My  early  visitation,  and  my  last 
At  ev'n,  which  I  bred  up  with  tender  hand. 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  you  names, 
Wfio  now  shall  rear  you  to  the  Sun,  and  rank 
Your  tribes,  and  water  from  th'  ambrosial  fount } 
Thee  lastly,  nuptial  bowV !  by  me  adom*d 
With  what  to  sight  or  smell  was  sweet;  from  thee 
How  shall  ^  part,  and  whither  wander  down 
Into  a  lower  world,  to  this  obscure, 
And  wild ;  how  shall  we  breathe  in  other  air 
Less  pure,  accustomed  to  immortal  firuits  ?" 

ADAM. 


Lament  not.  Eve !  but  patiently  resign 
What  justly  we  have  lost,  nor  set  t|^iK^ 
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Thos  oTerfbod  on  thst  which  if  noi  ours. 

Thy  going  is  not  loaely— »I  will  guard 

Thy  fteps  fnHn  harm,  and  all  thy  wants  wppky. 


Adam !  I  (ee\  within  new  life,  new  hopes 

By  Heav*n  and  thee  iospir'd.    Then  now  lead  on. 

In  me  is  no  deby.     '*  With  thee  to  go, 

Is  to  stay  here.     Without  thee  here  to  stay. 

Is  to  go  hence  unwilling.    Thou  to  me 

Art  all  things  under  Heav'n,  all  places  thou! 

Who  for  my  wilful  crime  art  banished  hence." 

This  further  consolation  yet  secure 

I  carry  hence—though  all  by  me  is  lost. 

Such  favour  I  unworthy  am  vouchsaTd, 

By  me  the  promised  seed  shall  all  restore. 

So  spake  our  mother  Eve.    And  Adam  heard 
Well  pleas'd,  but  answered  not.    For  now  too  nigfa 
The  cherubim  advanc'd  ;  and  in  their  front 
The  brandish*d  sword  of  God  before  them  blazed. 
Fierce  as  a  comet,  which,  with  torrid  heat. 
Smote  on  that  clime  so  late  tikeir  blessM  ^bode ! 
Some  natural  tears  they  drop*d,  but  wip'd  them  soon : 
The  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  theur  guide. 

CBOaUS.      ALLEORO. 

<*  The  world  was  aU  before  them,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rert,  and  Provideinoe  their  guide." 


TO  THE  COMPOSER. 

Thk  form  of  this  pieoe  IS  an  historical  dsaiM,  for  this 
reason  amongst  others,  vis.  the  better  to  preserve 
the  very  words  and  manner  of  Milton,  which  must 
have  been  frequently  altered,  and  in  many  in- 
stances greatly  iioiired,  by  any  other  method.  The 
recitative  conseqoently  is  ef  two  kinds»  manaike 
mod'interkeuioiy.  Again,  the  nafrM6o€  is  ather 
deicriptive,  as  in  Act  I.  Seei«B  I.  and  other  plaoes, 
or  else  introduetont  to  the  dialogne,  as  Scene  IL 
and  elsewhere.  The  composer  will  do  well  to  have 
an  eye  to  these  distinctions,  as  mere  dgscripHen, 


or  the  mtrodud^fry  narratwe^  will  admitoTadHlBRgt 
kind  of  recitative  from  the  cewusrsaltsa^arf;  tbs 
one  being  like  pmn^  in  ttiU  life,  the  ether  re 
sembling  the  porirmis  of  Imng  mam»ers. 

Perhaps  he  will  wirii  that  tbe  dialogue  cootaiMd 
less  of  the  recitative,  and  more  oif  ,the  air  and  dw- 
rus.  The  compiler,  however,  is  of  opinioa  tbat 
there  is  a  doe  proportion  of  eaeh«  And  if  there  is 
less  opportunity  Ibr  flourisbes  and  repetitioas,  that 
is  more  room  for  !^irite(i^«nd  sensible  expresKOS, 
to  assist  the  effect  of  thai  dialogue  upon  the  pas- 
sions of  the  hearers,  by  lAeans  of  an  animated  aiid 
pathetic  recitative,  as  well  as  by  a  foil  exertioi 
of  the  force  of  musical  language  in  the  airs,  wbeit 
the  length  of  the  performance  will  but  seldom  ad- 
rait  of  dwelling  for  a  long  time  together  m  s  dis- 
play of  the  minute  excellencies  of  this  art 

If  the  compdeer  should  think  that  in  some  places 
the  recitative  is  continued  too  long  without  the  id* 
tervention  of  «frf,  in  this  case  he  wiH  find  fit  places 
for  airs,  besides  what  his  own  judgment  will  soggeA 
to  him,  marked  hi  this- manner,  page  323,  kc 

**  I,  from  theiflrihienee  of  thy  looh^  receire." 

Again,  if  he  should  think  tke  psfts  asognsd  for 
musical  airs  too  prolix,  in  some  plaoes  they  maybe 
shortened,  as  in  the  Morning  Hymn,  firom 

Fairest  of  stnri^  last  m  the  tenia  of  night, 
to 
Made  voc^  by  my  song,  and  taught  his  praisi. 

The  compiler  is  sensible  thsft  he  ought  to  make 
an  apology  to  a  composer,  for  presuming  to  iDter* 
fore  so  much  in  his  province,  and  he  hopes  the 
true  reason  will  be  accepted  as  such,  vix.  that 
having  bestowed  more  attention  upon  this  wori^ 
than  it  was  likely  any  other  person  would,  he 
thought  himself  capable  of  pointing  out  the  dJn- 
sion  of  it  into  its  several  parts  of  act,  scene,  reci- 
tative, ahr,  song,  chorus,  and  the  Kkc;  and  ofsog- 
gesting  some  few  hints  concerning  the  "*"**2ifK 
pression  m  general,  though  he  confesses  himw 
incapable,  at  the  same  time,  of  eaecutmg  the  Dtft 
minute  article  of  it. 
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LIFE  OF  HENRY  BROOKE,  ESQ. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


X  HIS  amiable  and  fogenious  writer  was  a  native  of  Ireland,  where  he  was  bom  in  th« 
year  1706.  Hb  hthtt,  the  rev.  W.  Brooke  of  Rantavan,  rector  of  the  parishes  of  Kil- 
lidkare,  Mullou^,  Mybullough,  and  Licowie,  is  said  to  have  been  a  man  of  great  talents 
and  worth :  his  mother  s  name  was  Digby.  Our  poet's  education  appears  to  have  been 
precipitated  in  a  manner  not  very  usual ;  after  being  for  some  time  the  piipil  of  Dr. 
Sheridan,  he  was  sent  to  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  and  from  thence  remove^  when  only 
seventeen  years  old,  to  study  law  in  the  Temple.  Dr.  Sheridan  was  probably  the  means 
of  his  being  introduced  in  I^ndon  to  Swift  and  Pope,  who  regarded  him  as  a  young 
man  of  very  promising  talents.  How  long  he  remained  in  London  we  are  not  told ;  but 
on  his  return  to  Ireland  he  pracltised  for  some  time  as  a  chamber  counsel,  when  an  inci- 
dent occurred  which  interrupted  his  more  regular  pursuits,  and  prematurely  involved 
him  in  the  cares  of  a  family.  ^ 

An  aunt,  who  died  at  Westmeath  about  the  time  of  his  arrival  in  Ireland,  committed 
to  him  the  guardianship  of  her  daughter,  a  lively  and  beautiful  girl  between  eleven  and 
twelve  years  old.  Brooke,  pleased  with  the  trust,  conducted  her  to  Dublin,  and  placed 
her  at  a  boarding-school,  where  during  his  frequent  visits  he  gradually  changed  tht 
guardian  for  the  lovei^  and  at  length  prevailed  on  her  to  consent  to  a  private  marriage. 
In  the  life  prefixed  to  his  works,  this  b  said  to  have  taken  place  before  she  had  reached 
her  fourteenth  year ;  another  account,  which  it  is  neither  easy  nor  pleasant  to  believe, 
informs  us  that  she  was  a  mother  before  she  had  completed  that  year.  When  the  marriage 
was  discovered,  the  teremony  was  again  performed  in  the  presence  of  his  family. 

For  some  time  this  happy  pair  had  no  cares  but  to  please  each  other,  and  it  was  not 
until  after  the  birth  of  their  ibkd  child,  that  Brooke  could  be  mduced  to  think  seriously 
how  such  a  family  was  to  be  provided  for.  The  law  had  long  been  given  up,  and  he 
had  little  inclination  to  resume  a  profession  which  excluded  so  many  of  the  pleasures  of 
imaginatkm,  and  appeared  mconsistent  with  the  feelings  of  a  mind  tender,  benevolent, 
and  somewhat  romantic.  Another  journey  to  London,  however,  promised  the  advan- 
tages of  literary  society,  and  the  execution  of  literary  schemes  by  which  he  might  m- 
dulge  his  genius,  and  be  rewarded  by  fame  and  wealth.    Accordingly,  soon  after  bis 
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arrival,  be  renewed  hb  acquaiotance  with  his  former  friends,  and  pabGshed  his  philom- 
phical  poem,  entitled  Universal  Beauty.  Thb  had  been  submitted  to  Pope,  who  pro- 
bably contributed  his  assistance,  and  whose  manner  at  least  b  certainly  followed.  At 
what  time  this  occurred  is  uncertain.  The  second  part  was  published  in  1735,  and  the 
remainder  about  a  year  after.  What  fame  or  advantage  he  derived  from  it  we  know 
not,  as  no  mention  is  made  of  him  hi  the  extensive  correspondence  of  Pope  or  Swift. 
He  was,  however,  obhged  to  return  to  Ireland,  where  for  a  short  time  he  resumed  his 
legal  profession. 

In  \7S7f  he  went  a  third  time  to  London,  where  he  was  introduced  to  Lyttekon  and 
others,  the  political  and  literaiy  adherents  of  the  prince  of  Wales,  ''  who,"  it  is  said, 
**  caressed  him  with  uncommon  familiarity,  and  presented  bun  vrith  many  el^;ant  and 
valuable  tokens  of  his  friendship."  Amidst  such  society,  he  had  every  thing  to  point  his 
ambition  to  fame  and  independence,  and  readily  caught  that  fervour  of  patriotic  enthu- 
siasm which  was  the  bond  of  union  and  the  ground  of  hope  m  the  prince's  court. 

In  1738,  he  pubhsbed  a  Translation  of  the  First  Three  Books  of  Tasso,  of  which  it  is 
sufficient  praise  that  Hoole  says,  *'  It  is  at  once  so  harmonious  and  so  spirited,  that  I 
thmk  an  entire  translation  of  Tasso  by  liim  would  not  only  have  rendered  my  task  unne- 
cessary, but  have  discouraged  those  from  the  attempt  whose  poetical  abilities  are  much 
superior  to  mine." 

He  was,  however,  diverted  from  completing  bis  translation  by  his  political  fneada^ 
who,  among  other  plans  of  hostility  against  the  minister  of  the  day,  endeavoured  to  tun 
all  the  weapons  of  literature  against  him.  Their  prose  writers  were  numerous,  but  prin« 
cipally  essayists  and  pamphleteers ;  from  their  poets  they  had  greater  expectations ;  Pdal 
Whitehead  wrote  satires ;  Fielding  comedies  and  fiurces;  Glover,  an  epic  poem ;  and  now 
Brooke  was 'encouraged  to  introduce  Walpole  in  a  tragedy.  This  was  entitled  Gustavns 
Vasa,  the  Deliverer  of  his  Country,  and  was  accepted  by  Drury  Lane  theatre  and  almost 
quite  ready  for  performance,  when  an  order  came  frx>m  the  lord  chamberlain  to  pnrfiihk 
it  That  it  contains  a  considerable  portion  of  party-spirit  cannot  be  denied,  and  tfa« 
character  of  Trolho,  the  Swedish  minister,  however  unjustly,  was  certamly  intended  for 
sur  Robert  Walpole ;  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  this  minister  gabed  modi  by 
prohibiting  tlie  actmg  of  a  play  which  he  had  not  the  courage  to  suppress  when  pnb- 
lished,  and  when  the  sentiments,  considered  deliberately  in  the  doset,  might  be  nearfy 
as  ii\jurious  as  when  delivered  by  a  mouthing  actor.  The  press,  however,  remained 
open,  and  the  prohibition  having  excited  an  uncommon  degree  of  curiosity,  the  author 
Was  more  richly  rewarded  than  he  could  have  been  by  tlie  profits  of  the  stage*  Aboi^  u 
thousand  copies  were  subscribed  for  at  five  shillings  each,  and  by  the  sale  of  the  sab^e- 
quent  editions  the  author  is  said  to  have  cleared  neariy  a  thousand  ppunds.  The  editor 
of  the  Biographia  Dramatica  says  that  it  was  acted,  in  1742,  vrith  some  alterations^  on 
the  Irish  stage,  by  the  title  of  The  Patriot.  Dr.  Johnson,  who  at  thk  tine  imked 
among  the  discontented,  wrote  a  very  ingenious  satirical  pamphlet,  in  ftwunr  of  1^ 
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after  having  almost  despaired  of  his  li£c,  advised  hhn,  as  a  hst  resource,  to  try  hb  native 
air ;  with  this  be  complied,  and  obtained  a  complete  recovery.  It  was  then  expected 
that  he  should  return  to  London  ;  and  snob  was  certamly  his  intention  ;  but  to  the  sur- 
prise of  his  friends  he  determined  to  remain  in  Ireland.  For  a  conduct  so  apparently  in- 
consistent, not  only  with  his  interest  but  his  inch'nation,  he  was  long  unwilling  to  account. 
It  appeared  afterwards,  that  Mrs.  Brooke  ^as  alarmed  at  the  zeal  with  which  he  espoused 
the  cause  of  tlie  opposition,  and  dreaded  the  consequences  with  which  hb  next  intem- 
perate publicatioB  might  be  followed.  She  persuaded  him  therefore  to  remain  in  Ireland ; 
and  for  so  singular  a  measure,  at  this  favourable  crisis  in  his  history,  he  could  assign  no 
adequate  reason,  without  exposing  her  to  the  imputation  of  caprice,  and  himself  to  that 
o(  a  too  yielding  temper. 

During  his  residence  in  Irebad^  he  kept  up  a  literary  correspondence  with  his  London 
fnends ;  but  all  their  letters  were  consumed  by  an  accidental  fire.  Two  from  Pope,  we 
are  told,  are  particularly  to  be  lamented,  as^  in  one  of  these,  he  professed  himself  m 
heart  a  protestant,  but  apologised  for  not  publicly  conforming,  by  alleging  that  it  would 
render  the  eve  of  his  mother's  life  unhappy.  Pope's  filial  affection  is  the  moat  amiable 
feature  in  his  character ;  but  this  story  ik  bis  declining  to  conform  because  it  would  give 
uneasineM  to  his  mother,  fiills  to  the  ground  when  the  reader  is  told  that  his  mother  had 
been  dead  six  or  seven  years  before  Brooke  went  to  Ireland.  In  another  letter  he  is  said, 
with  mor«  appearance  of  truth,  to  have  advised  Brooke  to  take  orders,  ''  as  being  a  pro- 
fession  better  suited  to  his  principles,  his  disposition,  and  his  genius,  than  that  of  the  \aw, 
and  also  less  injurious  to  his  health."  Why  be  did  not  comply  with  this  advke  cannot 
now  be  known ;  but  before  this  time  he  appears  to  have  been  of  a  rel%ious  turn,  although 
it  is  not  easy  to  reconcile  his  principles,  which  were  those  of  the  strictest  kind,  with  hit 
continual  amytion  to  shine  as  a  dramatic  writer* 

For  sone  years  after  his  arrival  in  Irehmd  little  is  known  of  his  life,  except  that  lord 
Cbester^d,  when  yiceroy,  conferred  upon  bin  the  office  of  barrack-master.  His  pen, 
however,  was  not  idle.  In  1/41,  he  contributed  to  Ogle's  version  of  Chaucer,  Con* 
itantia,  or  the  Man  of  Law^  Tale ;  and  in  1745,  accorduig  to  one  account,  hb  tragedy 
of  The  £arl  of  Westmoreland  was  performed,  on  the  Dublin  stage ;  but  the  editor  of  the 
Biographia  Dramatica  informs  us  that  it  was  first  acted  at  Dublin  in  1741,  undertbe  title 
of  The  Betrayer  of  hb  Country ;  and  again  m  1:754,  under  that  of  Iiyured  Honour.  Its 
feme,  however,  was  confined  to  Ireland ;  nor  was  it  known  in  Enghmd  until  the  publi- 
cation of  hb  poetkal  works  in  1778.  A  more  important  publication  was  hb  Farmer^s 
Letters,  written  in  1745,  on.  the  plan  of  Swift's  Drapier's  Letters,  and  with  a  view  to 
rouse  the  spirit  of  freedom  among  the  Irisli,  threatened  as  they  were,  in  common  with 
theur  feUow^ubjects,  by  rebellion  and  mvasion.  On  thb  occasion  Garrick  addressed  the 
foUowmg  tines  to  him : 
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Let  not  rank  weeds  corrupt,  or  hramblet  choke. 
And  shake  the  venmn  from  the  British  oak; 
Prom  northern  hlastt  protect  the  vernal  bloom, 
And  guard  our  pastures  from  the  voolvei  qf  Rome  ; 
On  Britain's  liberty  engrejt  thy  name. 
And  reap  the  harvest  of  immortal  fiune ! 

In  1746,  lie  wrote  an  Epilogue  on  the  birth-day  of  the  duke  of  Cumberland,  spoken 
by  Mr.  Garrick  in  Dublin,  and  a  Prologue  to  Othello,  which  are  now  added  to  his 
works.  In  1747,  he  contributed  to  Moore's  volume  of  Fables  four  of  great  poeticai 
tnerit,  viz.  The  Temple  of  Hyroen,The  Sparrow  and  Dove,  The  Female  Seducer,  and  Love 
and  Vanity.  In  1748,  he  wrote  a  Prologue  to  The  Foundling,  which  is  now  added  to 
this  edition,  and  a  dramatic  opera,  entitled  Little  John  and  the  Giants.  This  was  acted 
only  one  night  m  Dublin,  bemg  then  prohibited  on  account  of  certam  political  allusions. 
On  this  occasion,  lie  wrote  The  Last  Speech  of  John  Good,  aUas,  Jack  the  Giant  Queller, 
H  satirical  eflusion,  not  very  pointed,  and  mixed  with  political  allegory,  and  a  profusioii 
of  quotations  from  scripture  against  tyrants  and  tyranny.  In  1749>  his  Earl  of  Essex,  a 
tragedy,  was  performed  at  Dublin,  and  afterwards,  in  1760,  at  Drury  Lane  theatre,  with 
80  much  success  as  to  be  preferred  to  the  rival  plays  on  the  same  subject,  by  Banks  and 
Jones.  At  what  tune  his  other  dramatic  pieces  were  written,  or  acted,  if  acted  at  all,  is 
uncertain '. 

His  biographer  informs  us,  that  "  wearied,  at  length,  with  fruitless  efforts  to  roosc 
the  slumbering  genius  of  his  country — disgusted  with  her  ingratitude — and  sick  of  her 
venality,  he  withdrew  to  his  paternal  seat,  and  there,  in  the  society  of  the  Muses,  and  the 
peaceful  bosom  of  domestic  love,  consoled  himself  for  lost  advantages  and  disappointed 
hopes.  An  only  brother,  whom  he  tenderly  loved,  accompanied  his  retirement,  with  a 
fiumily  almost  as  numerous  as  his  own ;  and  there,  for  many  years,  they  lived  together 
with  uninterrupted  harmony  and  affection :  the  nephew  was  as  dear  as  the  son — the  uncle 
as  revered  as  the  father — and  the  sister-in-law  almost  as  beloved  as  the  wife." 

In  1762,  he  published  a  pamphlet  entitled  The  Trial  of  the  Roman  Catholics ;  the 
object  of  which  was  to  remove  the  political  restraints  on  that  class,  and  to  prove  tint 
this  may  be  done  with  safety.  In  this  attempt,  however,  his  zeal  led  him  so  far  as  to 
question  incontrovertible  (acts,  and  eveii  to  assert  that  the  history  of  the  Irish  massacre 
in  1641  is  nothing  but  an  old  wife's  fable ;  and  upon  the  whole,  he  leans  more  to  the 
principles  of  the  Roman  Catholic  rehgion  than  an  argument  professedly  potitical,  or  a 
mere  question  of  extended  toleration^  seemed  to  require. 

His  next  work  excited  more  attention  in  England.  In  1766,  appeared  the  first  volome 
of  The  Fool  of  Quality,  or  the  History  of  the  Earl  of  Moreland,  a  novel  leplete  with 
knowledge  of  human  Ufe  and  manners,  and  in  which  there  are  many  admirable  traits  of 
moral  feeling  and  propriety,  but  mixed,  as  the  author  advances  towards  the  dose,  with 
io  much  of  religious  discussion,  and  mysterious  stories  and  opinions,  as  to  leave  it  doubt- 
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ful  wbether  be  inclined  most  to  Behmenisni  or  Popery.  It  became,  bowever,  y/hen 
completed  in  five  volumes,  1770,  a  very  popular  novel,  and  has  often  been  reprinted 
since. 

In  1772,  he  published  Redemption,  a  poem,  in  which  that  great  mystery  of  our 
religion  is  explained  and  amplified  by  bolder  figures  than  are  usually  hazarded.  His 
taste  was,  indeed,  evidently  on  the  decline ;  and  in  this,  as  well  as  all  his  later  perform- 
an<;es,  he  seems  to  have  yielded  to  the  enthusiasm  of  the  moment,  without  any  reserve 
in  finrour  of  his  better  judgment.  In  this  poem  too  he  appears  to  have  left  his  pronun- 
ciation of  the  English  so  far  as  to  introduce  rh>mes  which  must  be  read  according  to  the 
vulgar  Irish.  His  la^  work  was  Juliet  Grenville,  a  novel  in  three,  volumes,  which 
appeared  in  1774.  This  is  very  justly  entitled  The  History  of  the  Human  Heart,  the 
secret  movements  of  which  few  novelists  have  better  understood ;  but  there  is  such  a 
mixture  of  the  most  sacred  doctrines  of  religion  with  the  common  incidents  and  chit-chat 
of  the  modem  romance,  that  his  best  friends  could  with  difficulty  discover  among  these 
ruins  some  fragments  which  indicated  what  his  genius  had  once  been. 

In  this  year  (1774)  we  are  told  that  Garrick  pressed  him  eariiestly  to  write  for  the 
stage,  and  offered  to  enter  into  articles  with  him,  at  the  rate  of  a  shilling  per  line  for  all 
be  should  write  during  life,  provided  that  he  wrote  for  him  alone.  **  This  Garrick,'^ 
says  his  biographer,  *^  looked  upon  as  an  extraordinary  compliment  to  Mr.  Brooke's 
abilities ;  but  he  could  not,  however,  bring  him  over  to  his  opinion,  nor  prevail  with  him 
to  accept  of  liis  ofier  ;  on  the  contrary,  he  rejected  it  with  some  degree  of  haughtiness — 
for  which  Garrick  never  forgave  him.  He  was  then  in  the  full  and  flattering  career  to 
fortune  and  to  fame,  and  would  have  thought  it  a  disgrace  to  hire  out  his  talents,  and  tie 
himself  down  to  necessity." 

In  this  story  there  is  enough  to  induce  us  to  reject  it.  Brooke  was  so  far  from  beuig, 
at  tlus  time,  in  the  full  and  flattering  career  to  fortune  and  to  fame,  that  he  had  outlived 
both.  And,  supposing  that  there  may  be  some  mbtake  in  the  date  of  Garrick's  propa» 
sal,  and  that  for  1774  we  should  read  176*4,  or  even  1754,  the  proposal  itself  is  too 
ridiculous  to  bear  examination. 

Our  author  8  tenderness  of  heart,  and  unsuspecting  temper,  mvolved  him  in  pecuniaiy 
difficulties.  He  was  ever  prone  to  give  relief  to  the  distressed,  although  the  immediate 
consequence  of  his  tiberality  was  that  he  wanted  relief  himself;  and  at  length  was  com- 
peUed  to  dispose  of  his  property,  and  remove  to  Kildare.  After  living  some  time  here, 
he  took  a  farm  near  his  former  residence.  Where  this  residence  was,  his  biogr^hers 
have  not  mentioned ;  but  soon  after  his  return,  they  mform  us  that  he  lost  his  wife,  to 
whom  he  had  been  happily  united  for  nearly  fifty  years.  The  shock  which  this  calamity 
gave  to  a  mind  never,  I  suspect,  very  firm,  and  the  wreck  of  a  family  of  seventeen  chil- 
dren now  reduced  to  two,  was  followed  by  a  state  of  mental  imbecility  from  which  he 
never  recovered.  The  confusion  of  hb  ideas,  indeed,  had  been  visible  in  most  of  hb  latter 
writings ;  and  the  infirmities  of  age  completed  what  hb  family  losses  and  personal  dis- 
appointments had  begmi.  Hb  last  days,  however,  were  cheered  by  the  hopes  of  religion, 
which  became  brighter  as  he  approached  the  hour  in  which  they  were  to  be  fulfilled. 
He  died,  October  10,  1783%  leaving  a  son,  smce  dead,  and  a  daughter,  the  child  of 
hb  old  age. 

'  He  was  in  poiteifioD  of  the  pUce  of  barrack-mmster  of  MuUingar  at  bis  death     C 
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His  poetical  works  were  collected  in  1778,  in  four  volumes  octavo,  (Minted  very  incor- 
fectly,  and  with  the  addition  of  some  pieces  which  were  not  his.  In  179^  another 
edition  was  published  at  Dublin,  by  his  daughter,  who  procured  some  memoirs  of  her 
£itber  prefixed  to  the  first  volume.  In  this  she  informs  us  she  found  nuiny  difficulties. 
He  had  lived  to  so  advanced  an  age  tliat  most  of  his  contemporaries  departed  before 
him,  and  this  young  lady  remembered  nothing  of  him  previous  to  his  retirement  from  the 
world.  Such  an  apology  cannot  be  refused^  while  we  must  yet  r^;ret  that  Miss  Brooke 
was  not  able  to  collect  information  more  to  be  depended  on,  and  arranged  with  more 
attention  to  dates.    The  narrative,  as  we  find  it,  is  confused  and  contradictory. 

From  all,  however,  that  can  now  be  learned,  Brooke  was  a  man  of  a  most  amiable 
character  and  ingrauous  temper,  and  perhaps  few  men  have  produced  writings  of  the 
same  variety,  the  tendency  of  all  which  is  so  uniformly  in  favour  of  religious  and  monl 
princ^^e.  Yet  even  in  this  there  are  inconsistencies  which  we  know  not  how  to  explain, 
unless  we  attribute  them  to  an  extraordinary  defect  in  judgment.  During  a  great  part 
of  his  life,  his  religious  opinions  approached  to  what  are  now  termed  niethodisticaJ,  and 
one  d^culty,  in  cootemf^ting  hb  character,  is  to  reconcile  this  with  his  support  of  tbe 
stage,  and  his  writmg  those  trifling  farces  we  find  among  his  works.  Peihaps  it  may  be 
said  that  the  necessities  of  his  family  made  hhn  listen  to  the  importunity  of  those  friendf 
who  considered  the  stage  as  a  profitable  resource,  but  by  taking  such  advice  he  was  cer- 
tamly  no  great  gainer.  Except  in  the  case  of  his  Oustavus  and  Earl  of  Elssex,  there  is  do 
reason  to  think  that  he  was  successful,  and  the  greater  part  of  his  dramas  were  never  per- 
formed at  all,  or  printed,  until  1778,  when  he  could  derive  very  little  advantage 
from  them.  Nor  can  we  impute  it  to  any  caose,  except  a  total  want  of  judgmeot 
and  an  ignorance  of  the  public  taste,  that  he  intermixed  the  most  awful  doctrines  of 
religion  and  the  lighter  incidents  and  humorous  sketches  of  vulgar  or  fashionable  lik,  in 
kis  novels. 

He  lived,  however,  we  are  toM,  more  consistently  than  he  wrote.  No  day  passed  m 
which  he  did  not  collect  his  family  to  prayer,  and  read  and  expounded  the  scriptures  to 
tliem^.  Among  his  tenants  and  humble  friends  he  Was  the  benevolent  and  generoitf 
character  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  depict  in  his  works,  and  while  he  had  the 
means,  he  literally  went  about  doing  good. 

As  a  poet,  he  delights  his  readers  principally  by  occasional  flights  of  a  vivki  imagioa- 
tion,  but  has  in  no  instance  given  us  a  poem  to  which  criticism  may  not  suggest  osoj 
reasonable  objections.  The  greater  part  of  his  life,  he  lived  remote  from  the  friends  of 
whose  judgment  be  might  have  availed  himself,  and  by  whose  taste  his  own  might  iisve 

i  The  IbUowing  anecdote  is  given  by  bis  biognpber,  with  some  regret  that  he  had  not  been  edoctted 
lor  tbe  ehurch.  «  One  Sunday,  while  tbe  congregation  were  aMembM  in  the  rami  church  of  tbeptf**^ 
in  which  he  lived,  they  waited  a  long  time  tbe  arrival  of  their  clergyman.  At  last,  finding  he  •»»  lOt 
likely  to  come  that  day,  they  judged  that  some  accident  bad  deUined  him;  and  bemg  loth  to  depart 
entirely  without  their  errand,  they  with  one  accord  requested  that  Mr.  Brooke  would  perform  the  service 
for  them,  and  expound  a  part  of  the  scriptarcs.~He  consented,  and  the  previous  prayers  being  oter,  ^ 
opened  the  BibU,  and  preached  extempore  on  the  first  text  that  struck  his  eye.  In  the  m'Me  of  bis 
discourse,  the  clergyman  entered,  and  found  the  whole  congregation  in  tears.  He  entreated  Mr.  Bnol^ 
to  proceed ;  but  this  he  modestly  refused;  and  the  other  as  modestly  declared,  that  after  the  tcstinwoy 
of  superior  abilities,  which  he  perceived  in  the  moist  eyes  of  all  present,  he  would  think  it  presumptio? 
and  folly  to  hazard  any  thing  of  his  own.  Accordingly,  the  concluding  prayers  alone  were  said,  w»d  ^ 
congregation  dismiiiad  for  tbe  day."    C. 
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been  regulated.  His  first  productioo,  Universal  Beauty,  has  a  noble  dnplay  of 
many  parts.  It  is  not  improbable  that  Pope,  to  whom  he  submitted  it,  gave  h 
assistance,  and  he  certainly  rqMud  his  instructor  by  adopting  his  manner, 
has  avoided  Pope's  monotony,  and  would  have  done  this  witli  more  effect,  if  wi 
perceive  a  mechanical  lengthening  of  certain  hues,  rather  than  a  natural  variety  < 
ment.  On  the  other  hand,  the  sublimity  of  the  subject,  by  which  be  was  inspi 
which  he  hoped  to  communicate,  sometimes  betrays  him  into  a  species  of  turgid  < 
tion.  Harmony  appears  to  be  consulted,  and  epithets  multiplied,  to  please  the  e 
expense  of  meaning. 

The  three  books  of  Tasso  have  already  been  noticed,  and  the  reader  of  the 
collection  may  have  an  opportunity  of  comparing  them  with  Hoole's  traoslatio 
Man  of  Law's  Tale,  from  Chaucer,  will  incline  every  reader  to  wish  that 
contributed  more  to  Ogle's  translation.  Of  all  his  original  poems,  the  most  co 
the  four  fables,  first  published  in  Moore's  collection.  They  are  perhaps  too 
fables,  but  as  moral  taks  we  have  few  that  exceed  them  in  poetical  spirit,  and  i 
turns  of  thought.  The  Fox  Chase  and  his  lesser  ]»ece8,  if  we  except  some  of  1 
composed  for  his  dramas,  will  add  but  hiconsiderably  to  his  £une. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


POEMS 


ow 


HENRY  BROOKE. 


UNIVERSAL  BEAUTY: 

A  PBILOtOPUICAL  POIM , 
in  MX  BOOKt.      • 

Ilorrtt  U  iurA  tyhtTT  luii  x*^f  ^^*^  Jylvw  WJ  w,  $ 
ytyovfV*  ^ 

Ka2  TO  ^  ^  <ni  TxoT^  foivii}  xai  4  vhoTm  iMi  i  xa7iXabrv. 


BOOK  I. 


Tbe  avthor  btroduees  his  work  with  a  general  tur- 
rey  of  the  whole,  in  tiature  of  tbe  plan  or  argu- 
meat;  and  then  commences  a^new  with  a  de- 
monstration, a  prioriy  of  the  being  and  attributes 
of  God.  Thence  proceeds  to  creation,  in  which 
he  endeaTonrs  at  an  opinion  of  the  manner,  as 
near  as  possible  be  may;  as  also  of  the  nature 
and  difference  of  the  substances  of  spirit  and 
matter;  the  economy  of  the  universe ;  the  as- 
tronomic system,  physics,  anatomy,  and  most 
branches  of  natural  philosophy ;  in  which  the 
technical  terms  are  as  few,  mnd  the  whole  ex- 
plained and  made  as  easy  and  obvious  as  pos- 
sible. The  connection,  dependence,  use,  and 
beauty,  of  the  whole.  Man  considered ;  the  na- 
ture elf  his  being ;  the  manner  of  bis  attaining 
knowledge;  the  analysis  of  the  mind,  faculties, 
aflbctions,  and  passions;  how  they  consist  in 
each  individual,  and  in  the  species.  The  nature 
of  freedom  ;  that  it  is  not  in  the  will ;  what  it 
is,  and  wherein  it  consists,  demonstrated.  Of 
vice,  misery,  virtue,  and  happiness;  their  na- 
ture and  final  tendency.  The  whole  being 
wrought  into  one  natural  and  connected  scheme, 
the  author  rises  whence  he  began,  and  ends  with 
a  poetical  rhapsody  in  the  contemplation  of  the 
beauty  of  the  whole. 

VOL  XVIL 


UNIVERSAL  BEAUTY. 

'TIUTONIA !  goddess  of  the  new-bom  skies,' 
A    Birth-day  of  Heav'n,  wise  daughter  of  th'  AIN 

wise; 
When  from  Jove*8  head  in  perfect  sapience  bom. 
Of  Heaven  jrou  rose  the  first  empyreal  mora. 

As  erst  descend 

To  mortals  thy  immortal  charms  display. 
And  in  our  lake  thy  heavenly  foma  survey ! 

Or  rather  thou,  whom  ancient  prophet  styles 
Venus  Urania !  bom  the  babe  of  smiles, 
When  from  the  deep  thy  bright  emergence  sprmfg. 
And  Nature  on  thy  form  divinely  hung ;  1 1 

Whose  steps,  by  Loves  and  Graces  kiss'd,  advance. 
And  laughing  Hours  lead  on  the  sprightly  dance; 
While  Time,  within  eternal  durance  bonnd, 
Harmonious  moves  on  golden  hinges  round — 
Such,  goddess !  as  when  Silence  wondering  gas'd, 
And  even  thyself  beheld  thyself  amaz*d ; 
Such  haply  by  that  Cdon  artist  known. 
Seated  apparent  queen  on  Fancy's  throne; 


Ver.  1.  THAntMi.]  Minerva,  the  goddess  of  wis- 
dom, is  fabled  to  have  sprung  from  the  head  of 
Jupiter;  and,  coming  down  on  Earth,  to  have 
viewed  Ler  own  perfections  in  the  lake  Trjton  in 
Africa,  from  whence  she  was  caUed  Tritonia.  She 
is  here  addressed  as  the  idea  of  tbe  self-existent 
author  of  all  things,  as  first  contaming  in  i^lf  the 
beauty  of  all  created  things ;  and,  after,  surveying 
that  beauty  by  ^reflection  f^m  the  things  so  ere- 


Ver.  9.  Verms  Urcnua,^  This  Venus,  whom  the 
ancients  styled  Urania,  or  heavenly,  is  addressed 
as  representing  nature,  or  the  creation,  rising  oat 
of  chaos  in  the  perfsetion  of  beauty. 

Ver.  18.  Cnon  artitt,}  Apdlea,  boi:ii  in  the 
island  Cos  or  Cdotf. 
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From  thence  thy  shape  hit  happy  camrass  Uesi'd, 
And  coknin  dipt  hi  Heaveo  thy  beavcoly  form 

coqfess'd SI 

Sacb,  goddess!  thiough  this  virgin  foliage  shine; 
Let  kindliDg  beauties  glow  through  every  line, 
Aud  every  eye  confess  the  work  divine. 

O  say,  while  yet,  nor  time,  nor  place  was  found. 
And  space  immense  m  its  own  depth  was  dnnm*d; 
If  nothing  was,  or  something  yet  was  not. 
Or  though  to  be,  e'crwhile  was  ttnbegot; 
■  If  caos'd,  then  how  ? — if  causeless,  why  effect? 
(No  hand  to  form,  nor  model  to  direct)  30 

Why  ever  made?— so  soon?— or  why  so  late? 
What  chance,  what  will,  what  freedom,  or  what 

fate? 

Matter,  and  spirit,  fire,  air,  ocean,  earth ; 

All  Nature  born,  nor  conscious  of  its  birth !— — 

Alike  unconscious  did  tKe  womb  disctose. 

And  nothing  wonder'dwhencethis  something  rose^ 

Then,  by  what  power  ?~ or  what  such  power  conld 

move? 
Wisdom,  or  chance  ? — necessity,  or  love  ?  38 

O,  from  what  root  could  such  high  plenty  grow  ? 
From  what  deep  fount  such  boundless  oceans  flow? 
What  fund  could  such  unwearied  wealth  afibrd? 
Subjects  unhumber'd !  where,  O  where^  your  lord  ? 
Whence  are  your  attributes  of  time  and  place 
Won  from  eternity  and  boundless  space? 
Motion  from  rest?  just  order  from  misrule ? 
A  worid  from  nought?— ill  empty,  now  all  full! 
From  silence  harmony  ?  from  darimess  light  ? 
And  beamy  day  from  everlasting  night  ? 
Light,  matter,  motion,  mugic,  order,  laws! 
And  silent  dark  nonentity  the  cause  ?  50 

But  chance,  you  '11  say— I  ask  you,  chance  of  what. 
If  nothing  was? — *t  is  answer'd,  chance  of  nought 
Alike  from  matter  mov'd,  could  Beauty  rise, 
The  florid  planets,  and  gay  ambient  skies ; 
Or  painted  skies,  and  rolling  or^s,  dispense 
Perception,  life,  thought,  reason,  judgment,  sense. 
Mysterious  Thought !  swift  angel  of  the  mind ! 
By  space  unbound^,  though  to  space  coofin'd. 
How  dost  thou  glow  with  just  disdain,  bow  scorn, 
That  thought  could  ever  think  thee  earthly  bom  ? 
Thou  who  canst  distance  motkin  in  thy  flight,    61 
Wmg  with  aspiring  plume  the  wondrous  height. 
Swifter  than  light  outspeed  the  flame  of  day. 
Pierce  through  the  dark  profoond,  and  shame  the 

darting  ray ; 
Throughout  the  universal  system  range, 
New  form  old  systems,  and  new  systems  change; 
Through  nature  traffic  on,  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  stamp  new  worlds  on  thy  dilated  soul; 
(By  Ume  unlimited,  unbound  by  space) 


Whose  age  blooois  ever  in  eternal  youth. 

His  substance,  beauty,  and  essential  truAb,        80 

Essential  truth !  and  beauty*s  charm !  incoone. 

Of  boundless  love  the  ever  boundless  source ! 

Of  boundless  love,  which  would  not,  could  not  buss, 

To  be  the  boundless  source  of  boundleBe  bliss  !— 

Beatitude,  njectmg  all  access ! 

Repletion,  never  to  be  more,  nor  less ! 

Why  this  tneflable,  this  tncjipiess^d. 

This  fahiesB  in  himsdf,  past  utterance  bktt'd. 

Spontaneous  pour*d  these  wondrous  worlds  aromid, 

And  fill'd  with  blessings  this  immense  profound  ? 

Swift  roll'd  the  spheres  to  their  appointed  place, 
Jocund  through  Heaven  to  run  the  various  race; 
Orb  within  oib  in  living  circlets  turn,  93 

And  central  suns  through  every  system  bum; 
Revolving  planets  on  their  gods  attend. 
And  tow*krdB  each  sun  with  awful  reverence  bend; 
Still  -iow^ids  the  k>v*d  enliv'ning  beam  they  whed, 
And  pant,  and  tremble,  like  the  amoious  steel 
They  spring,  they  revel  in  the  blaze  of  day,  [riy; 
Bathe  in  the  golden  stream,  and  drmk  the  oriest 
Their  blithe  satellites  with  lively  glance,  lOi 

Celestial  equipage,  around  them  dance ; 
All,  distance  due,  and  beauteous  order  keep, 
And  q>innmg  soft,  upon  their  centres  sleep: 
The  eternal  clue  the  mazy  labyrinth  guides, 
While  each  iu  his  appointed  movement  glides; 
Transverse,  elliptic,  oblique,  round  they  ran; 
Like  atoms  wanton  in  tbe  momini^  Son ; 
The  seeming  vagrants  joy  to  cheat  the  view,    109 
These  turn,  these  change,  these  fly,  and  these  pur- 
Th'  implicit  discipline  to  order  tends,  [sue; 

And  still  in  regular  confusion  ends — 
Each  to  his  native  vortex  is  assign'd. 
And  magic  circles  every  system  bind ; 
A  deeper  charm  each  individual  holds. 
And  firm  within  its  atmosphere  enfolds ; 
The  secret  spell,  through  every  pa<t,  and  whole, 
Distinct,  entire,  invades  it  like  a  soul ; 
Its  atoms  at  the  amorous  touch  cohere. 
And  knit,  in  universal  wedU^k  share.  1^ 

All-teeming  wedlock !  on  the  genial  boar. 
Space  f^tmislfd  out  one  boundless  nuptial  bov'r; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  worlds,  profbsdy  gay. 
The  pomp  of  brid&l  omameitt  diq|»lay— 
How  modified,  here  needless  to  be  told ; 
Whether  terrene,  or  of  etkereoos  mould ; 
Gross,  porons,  firm,  opaque,  condense,  or  iwe; 
Or  argent,  with  celestial'  rettipek-ing  clear  ; 
Pellueid,  to  iinblbe  the  streaming  light ; 
Or  dnn,  hot  ivHh  reflected  mdiance  bright;     130 
Or  dazzlmg  iliritae,  or  of  corporeal  leaven, 
Terrestrial,  that  onfbM  an  earthly  Heaven 
~    Ki*  I  *«wa*  i-.^-^.*....^  u:ii   ««;!  Aml» 
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BeYightfol  Enl»s,  md  Hesperkn  isles. 
And  romid,  and  round  tbrooghout,  Elysium  ttniles— 
Consummate  joy,  peace,  pleajure  without  end, 
Throagh  mansiaDs  numberless  their  guests  attend, 
Nor  long  inanimate — As  when  some  cloud 
TbrowS'On  the  beamy  noon  her  sable  shroud,    150 
Wide  o'er  the  green  a  dusk  and  stilhiess  creep, 
And  glittering  swarms  beneath  the  verdure  sleep ', 
Quick,  and  at  once,  the  drowsy  shade  gives  way; 
At  once  breaks  forth  the  bright  enlivening  ray  $ 
At  once,  the  gay^  the  quiclseniBg  insects  rise, 
And  gilded  squadrom  strike  our  wond'ring  eyes; 
Music  flies  wanton  from  ten  thousand  wings, 
And  life  and  joy  through  every  regkm  rings — 
Or  when  glad  news  some  sudden  transport  start. 
The  flood  swells  instant  in  the  labouring  heart ; 
The  limbs  its  lively  energy  attest,  161 

And  catch  contagion  iVom  th'  exultiff^  breast ; 
Tumultuous,  thiough  our  little  worTd  it  flies, 
Smiles  in  the  dimpling  cheek,  and  lightens  from 

the  eyes — 
Or  so— or  yet  beyond  compare-^  as  wide 
As  spaces  endless  from  some  point  divide. 
Sudden  the  universal  worid  conceives; 
As  sudden.  Nature  with  her  burden  heavas ; 
Quick  pulses  through  each  throbbing  art*ry  beat. 
And  aU  the  matron  glows  with  geniat  heat ;      170 
At  once  reveals  her  ofliipring  to  the  sight ; 
Up  spring  the  numbers  numberiess,  to  light ! 
The  one,  the  various;  blessed,  gld^ious  birth. 
Of  every  world,  Heaven,  ocean,  air,  and  «arth-^ 
Diverse,  throughout  their  infinite  abodes ; 
Their  essence,  nature,  virtues,  forms,  and  modes 
Ineflkble  !  ibat  mock  where  ftincy  soars. 
Or  what  the  deep  of  deepest  thought  explores, 
By  visionary  semblance,  quaint  device. 
By  gloss,  trope,  type  abstruse,  or  emblem  nice — 
Ideal,  how  untoward  to  convey,  181 

Or  reach  conception  by  the  dark  assay. 
All  perfect,  yet  alike  not  perfect  found. 
With  difiering  virtues,  differing  glories  crown'd ; 
The  prime  pre-emment,  and  heavenly  iKMm, 
Whom  splendours  next  to  deHy  adorn, 
LightBRigs  divine,  endued  with  native  righf 
OtregtA  sceptre  and  transcending  might. 
Such,  whom  eternal  Prescience  might  invest 
Far  blazing,  with  monarchal  titles  grac'd ;        190 
Of  bright,  the  brightest ;  pure,  the  most  refln*d ; 
All  intellect,  quintessence  of  the  mind ; 
Cherubic  harmonies,  semphic  flames, 
Empyreal  natures  with  empyreal  names. 
Natives  of  Heaven ! — ^Nor  want  the  lucid  spheres, 
Of  blessM  inheritauce  the  blissful  heirs ; 
Angelic  shapes  that  wmg  tb*  ethereal  space. 
And  scarce  mferior  to  the  heavenly  race ; 
An  hicomponhded  radiant  form  they  claim. 
Nor  spirit  all— nor  yet  corporeal  frame ;         «00 
Hian  one,  more  dense—  than  t'other,  more  reihi'd ; 
If  spirit,  organiz'd — if  matter,  mind : 
Itieir  essence  one,  imperishable,  bright, 
Vital  throughout,  aH  heart,  ear,  sense,  and  sight 
Through  various  worlds  still  varying  species 
range. 
While  order  knits,  and  beautifies  by  change; 
While  from  th'  Unchangeable,  the  One,  the  Wise 
Still  changing  andless  emanations  rise. 
Of  substance  duplicate,  or  triple,  mix'd, 
Single,  ambiguous,  of  flree,  or  fix*d ;  810 

Fh>m  those  arrey'd  in  Heaven's  resplendent  tobes. 
To  the  brute  essence  on  terreitrial  globes; 


Nor  sncJi  inelegant,  nor  less  demand 
The  curious  texture  of  th'  Almighty  hand: 
Thrice  happy  all,  and  lords  of  wide  domains. 
Celestial  vales  and  elemental  plains ! 
One  is  the  flood  which  univenal  flows ; 
And  h«ac«  the  reptile,  hence  the  seraph  glows : 
Still  equal,  though  inequai,  that  and  this ;        219 
Since.mlness  bounds,  and  all  are  fill'd  with  bliss. 

Now  had  the  Eternal  Architect  supreme, 
In  amplitude  stretch'd  <mt  this  wondrous  frame, 
EquipM  magnificent  the  house  of  God,       [abode ! 
Through  height,  and  depth,  his  boundless,  blest 
One  house,  one  worid,  one  universe  divine. 
Where  countless  orbs  through  countless  systenra 

shine; 
Systems,  which,  view*d  throughout  the  circuit  wide, 
Ghr  lost,  or  scarce  the  pointed  sight  abide, 
(Through  space  immense  with  diminution  seen) 
Yet  boundless  to  those  worids  that  roll  withm ;  )230 
Each  world  as  boundless  to  its  native  race. 
That  rang^  and  wanton  through  its  ample  space, 
Frequent,  through  fields,  through  clouds  of  fhi- 

graace  stray. 
Or  skinrthe  wat'ry  dr  ethereal  way : 
For  now,  with  vivid  action,  nature  swarms. 
And  life's  dear  stream  the  purpling  conduit  warms ; 
The  continent,  blithe  aik-,  and  floating  seas. 
The  smiling  IsJces,  swift  floods,  and  winding  bays. 
The  nooks,  the  orannieB,  nurse  a  numerous  brood, 
And  aptly  yield  their  alimentat  food,  240 

Adjust^  to  the  trunk's  nn#i«ldy  size, 
As  nice  proboscis  of  luxurious  flies. 
Or  azure  tribes  that  o*er  the  damson  bloom. 
And  paint  the  regions  of  the  ripening  plum. 

From  every  root,  the  lavish  plenty  grows ; 
In  every  stream,  perpetual  pleasure  £»ws ; 
Each  ravished  sense  with  endless  bounty  feast. 
The  soul,  and  ear,  and  eye,  and  smell,  and  touch, 
add  taste.  [queath ; 

Their  sweets,  the  blossoms  plants  and  ftmrers  be* 
Elixirs  from  the  steaming  vapours  breathe ;     250 
In  balm  imbosom*d  every  region  lies. 
Of  ambient  ether  and  infolding  skies ; 
As  the  greai  Mover  wrepM  each  wheeling  sphere 
In  the  soft  down  of  elemental  air 
Transparent,  to  Imbibe  the  golden  beam. 
And  wide  around  spun  out  th'  ethereal  stream. 
Where  worlds  in  endless  revolutions  move. 
And  swim  on  the  abyss  of  endless  Love. 

Urania !  Nature !  from  thv  heights  descend. 
And  low  to  Eartli  thy  bright  ir radiance  bend ;  260 
Dispell  the  clouds  that  round  our  fiincy  stray. 
The  mist  that  damps  our  intellectual  ray ; 
And  show  what  power  all  height  of  power  transcends. 
And  in  one  act  performs  ten  thousand  ends. 

Say,  why  this  giobe  has  its  appointed  place, 
And  why  not  vagrant  through  the  boundless  space  ? 
Why  here  prefwr^d,  sagacious  to  refuse 
What  thwarts  propriety,  convenience,  use } 
Why  not  more  neighbour  to  the  burning  ray, 
Or  more  remote  fi^  the  declining  day  }         270 
Or  here,  not  sedentary  ffac'd  and  still, 
Admonish'd  by  no  voice,  obsequious  to  no  wiH^ 
Or  moving,  why  in  circling  eddies  round. 
And  not  progressive  through  th*  immense  profound  } 


Ver.  265.  Saiftwhythitglobe,^  The  advantage  of 

the  Earth's  situation 

V«r.  271.  Orher^.}  ofitamotioM     ■■ 
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Or  endless  while  the  <lizzy  dniclkard  reels, 

And  round  the  Son  its  annual  motkm  wheels. 

Whence  that  innate  and  delegated  pow'r. 

Central  to  spin  the  swift  diurnal  tour  ? 

Not  self-revolv'd,  throughout  its  airy  race^ 

It  might  expose  one  constant  sultry  face,  280 

Damn  its  antipodes  with  endless  night,  ^ 

And  curse  with  fire  the  restless  sons  of  light ; 

lliese  ne'er  to  slumber  on  the  dewy  lawn, 

Nor  those  to  rise  and  bless  the  golden  dawn. 

Or  though  rotation  duplicate  endears 

Sweet  change  of  days  and  nighu  and  rolling  years  $ 

What  new  vicissitudes  of  motion  bring 

The  seasons,  circling,  to  the  vernal  spring  ? 

Whether  through  Heavhi  thewinding  compass  steers, 

0)r  pendulous  by  mutual  balance  veers  ?  890 

What  Secret  Hand  the  trepidation  weighs. 

Or  through  the  zodiac  guides  the  spiral  pace  ? 

Wliat  magic  wand  the  Soating  orb  confines 

With  polar  circles  and  the  tropic  lines  ? 

Or  does  some  Voice  the  potent  charm  command  ? 

Too  potent  for  wiwieldy  worlds  to  stand ! — 

**  Here,  nor  elsewhere,  thou  Earth,  thy  station  keep; 

Here,  roll  thy  progress  through  the  boundless  deep ! 

My  word  's  the  bias,  and  my  will 's  the  way,  899 

That  wheels  thy  circlet  round  the  lord  of  day; 

That  round  thy  axis  spins  thy  cumbrous  frame ; 

That  cheers  thee  with  the  still-returning  beam ; 

That  whirls  thy  wondrous  motions,  one  in  three. 

Where  time  and  place,  still  varying,  still  agree.'' 

Omniscience  here  no  lower  mean  admits ; 
Ode  slipr  had  maim*d  ten  thousand  thousand  hits, 
Where  to  one  point  unnnmber'd  causes  tend. 
Concurring  to  effect  one  destined  end. 
Which  once  attained  pours  forth  ten  thousand  more ; 
A  blessed  sea,  that  never  knows  a  shore !  310 

"  Ye  leam'd !  who  wisely  can  deny  your  Ood, 
And  banish  Omnipresenee  with  a  nod; 
In  shrewd  contempt,  at  final  causes  sneer; 
In  wilful  deafness  shut  the  tortuous  ear. 
Nor  think  it  suited  to  the  sounds  ye  hear; 
Who,  in  your  wisdoms,  negatively  spy 
How  vam  's  the  texture  of  the  useless  eye ; 
While  fondly  thus  prime  reasoners  you  'd  oommence, 
By  literally  exploding  common  sense. 
And  plead  for  one  concession  (only  due)  <580 

That  Nature  must  have  err'd^n  forming  3rou — 
Approach,  ye  sages,  to  your  parent  £arth, 
Much  wiser  than  the  clods  on  whom  she  lavish'd 
birth!*' 

With  deepest  art,  her  skilful  plan  she  lays; 
With  eqnal  scale,  the  least  advantage  weighs; 
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How  apt  for  tttte,  place,  cireumitaifee,  tnd  ns^ 
She  culls  all  means,  that  to  all  ends  cooduoe ! 
Nice  to  a  point,  each  benefit  selects; 
Am  prudent,  every  mischief  she  rqecta ; 
In  due  proportions,  time  and  motion,  metes,    330 
Advailces  to  a  hair,  and  to  a  hair  retreats : 
Constant  to  good,  for  that  alone  she  veers, 
And  with  the  varying  beam  her  oftpriog  dieers; 
Cools  all  beneath  her  equinoctial  line. 
And  gives  the  day  throughout  the  world  to  riiine; 
The  nitre  from  the  froeen  pole  unseals. 
And  to  the  tropic  speeds  the  pr^pnant  gales; 
Here,  leaves  th'  exhausted  (allow  to  recroit; 
Here,  plumps  and  burnishes  the  ripenmg  fruit; 
Superfluous  hence  withdraws  the  sultry  beam,  340 
Here  drinks  anew  the  vivifying  flame ; 
Returns,  still  foithful  to  the  labouring  steei^* 
Wide  waves  the  harvest  of  the  golden  year  ; 
Trades  universal  on  from  pole  to  pole. 
Inspires,  revives,  and  cultivates  the  whole ; 
Frugal,  where  lack,  supplies  with  what  redounds, 
And  here  bestows  what  noxious  there  abounds; 
This  with  the  gilt,  and  that  with  giving,  blessed. 
Alike  throughout,  of  every  wish  poteess'd. 
Wrap*d  in  her  airy  car  the  matron  glides. 
And  o'er  the  firmament  ascending  ndes ; 
The  subtile  mass  its  copious  mantle  spreads, 
Its  mantle  wove  of  elemental  threads  ; 
Th'  elastic  flue  of  fluctuating  air, 
Transfus'd  invisible,  enfolds  the  q>here  ; 
With  poinance  ddicate  peryades  the  whole, 
Its  ear,  eye,  breath,  and  animating  soul; 
Active,  serene,  compress'd,  rare,  cool'd,  or  warm'd, 
For    life,    health,    comfort,    pleasure,   businos, 

fonrm'd; 
Useful  around,  throughout,  above,  beneath  I    360 
By  this,  the  quadrupeds,  the  reptiles  breath ; 
This  gives  the  bkM>m  of  vegetative  life ; 
Corrects  the  seeds  of  elemental  strife; 


for  the  life,  light,  and  comfort  of  the  whole,  and 
through  that  whole  of  every  part  of  this  our  gk)be! 
of  infinitely  possible  inconveniences,  no  one  avoid* 
able  inconvenience  being  admitted ;  as  of  iafioite 
advantages  attainable,  there  is  not  one^  consistent 
with  the  nature  of  this  Earth,  left  out 

Ver.  350.  IFrv^'cimAtfr  airy  car.]  The  wondeifil 
texture  of  the  air  or  atmosphere. 

Vei\  356.  ffithpohumce  d€lieat0.'\  its  surprising 
subtlety,  penetimting  even  deep  below  the  surfrce 
of  the  Earth 

Ver.  357.  Its  ear.^  by  which  it  is  as  It  were  oas 
universal  sense  to  this  our  globe 

Vm>  *\KH     AMi,^    MfMM  1  k*  ifwwIiAmiiiAn.  ad- 
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Br«odt  o'er  tie  eggt,  in  miry  cavenis  laid, 
Winn'd  in  the  down  of  their  ethereal  bed  ; 
Gives  motion  to  the  twimmen  of  the  flood ; 
Giyea  mnsic  to  the  warblers  of  the  wood ; 
Reboonds  in  echo  from  the  dotiblmg  vale. 
And  wafts  to  Heaven  th'  undulating  gale: 
Here  hush'd,  translucidsmiles  the gentlecalm ;  370 
And  here  impearl*d,  sheds  meek  the  show'ry  balm ; 
Salubrious  here,  a  lively  rapture  claims, 
And  winnows  pure  the  pestilential  steams; 
Here  buojrs  the  bird  high  on  the  crystal  wave. 
Whose  level  plumes  the  azure  concave  shave; ' 
Here  sits  voluptuous  in  the  swelling  sail, 
The  vessel  dancing  to  the  sprightly  gale! 
Its  varied  power  to  various  uses  tsnds, 
And  qualities  occult  achieve  oontrarious  ends ; 
With  genentite  warmth  fomenting  breed,        380 
Or  alimental  with  nutrition  feed ; 
'  la  opposition  reconoal'd  to  good, 
Alike  the  menstruum,  as  sustaining  food: 
Or  hare  restorative,  destructive  bene ; 
Here  Nature's  cradle,  here  her  fun'ral  bier; 
With  keen  dispatch  on  all  corruptioo  preys, 
And  grateful  from  our  aching  sense  conveys ; 
Retnms  the  bane  into  its  native  earth, 
And  there  revives  it  to  a  second  birth, 
Renew'd  and  brighten'd  like  the  minted  ore,    390 
To  shoot  again  to  life,  mots  goi^eons  than  before! 


UNIVERSAL  BEAUTY, 
BOOK  Ih 

This,  and  the  two  ensuing  books,  contain  and  finish 
the  general  survey  or  epitome  of  the  whole,  be- 
ing a  piece  in  itself  distinct  and  complete.  The 
author  then  commences  de  novo,  and  proposes  to 
answer  every  doubt,  and  illustrate  at  full  ^ery 
part  of  tiie  foregoing  abridgment. 

Thus  does  the  maz'd  inexplicable  round, 
The  aspiring  bard  and  all  his  flights  confound ; 
Ambitious  through  his  airy  tour  to  sing, 
High  bom  above  the  soar  of  Pegasean  wing ; 

Ver.  364.  Broodt  o*er  ike  eggs.']  afibrding  a  com- 
modious receptacles  or  nursery  for  the  eggs  of 
numbcriess  animalcules 

Ver.  366.  Gioes  moHon,]  conveying  the  watery 
inhabitants  in  their  element  by  the  assistance  of 
the  swimming  bladder-—— 

Ver.  367.  Ghet  maifc]  modulating  and  com- 
poaing  as  it  were  one  universal  organ  for  sound 
and  music,  so  as  the  atmosphere  becomes  an  en- 
tire harmony— — 

Ver.  370.  Here  huth'd.]  aflbrding  the  pleasure 
and  sweetness  of  serenity— — 

Ver.  371.  And  here  tmpearVdA  the  nourishment 
of  dews 

Ver.  373.  SaluMtmt  here.]  and  the  health  of 
windSy  or  ventilations,  that  purge  the  noxious  va- 
pours and  preserve  nature  frash  and  vigorous 

Ver.  374.  Here  hvoj/s  the  bird.]  wafting  the 
winged  tribes  in  their  airy  voyages 

Ver.  376.  Here  site  vohfimms.]  and,  by  a  speedy 
navigation,  spreading  commerce  and  society 
^ronghoat  the  globe. 

Ver.  378.  XCi  w/ritdpovm*]  The  various  influence 


Or  raisM  sublime  m  prospect,  while  he  turns. 
Views  nature  round,  and  still  with  rapture  bums  c 
Now  in  this  light  the  charmer  he  surveys. 
This  light  he  hopes  her  ev*iy  charm  displays; 
But  here  unthoughi-of  charms  disoover'd  lie. 
And  flash  new  wonders  on  th*  admiring  eye ;       10 
While  Beauty,  changing  with  alternate  grace. 
Varies  the  Heaven  of  her  all-lovely  foce. 
Bewilder'd  thus,  from  scheme  to  scheme  he 's  toss'd. 
And  in  inextricable  windings  lost ; 
Where  to  begin,  proceed,  or  how  conclude. 
This  part  omit,  or  hopeless  that  elude, 
Doubtful.    Aga'm  elated  in  his  theme, 
A  daring  unexampl'd  task  he  'd  dalm, 
And  wide  unfold  the  universal  frame ; 
In  mortal  draught  immortal  Beauty  snai^        ^ 
And  stamp  this  leaf  as  Nature^s  volume  foir. 
High  argument!  nor  hopeless  to  prevail. 
Though  for  the  flight  Dedalian  plumage  foil ; 
Though  e^rst  of  that  ambitious  youth  we  read. 
Dismounted  from  the  Muse's  fabled  steed. 
And  story  with  alhiding  caution  tell, 
How  from  the  Sun's  bright  oar  the  headlong  driver 
Nature,  unerring  tutoress,  shall  preside,         [fell  t 

And  through  her  endless  revolutions  guide; 

Her  various  maze  its  windings  shall  unbraid,       30 

Her  doublings  trace  themselves,  while  self  betrayed 

Her  complications  to  connection  lead. 
For  while  the  circumambient  air  we  amg, 

Its  springy  tension  and  elastic  spring ; 

The  quick  vibration  of  the  3rielding  mass; 

How  objects  through  its  lucid  medium  pass ; 

For  Nature  how  the  smiling  glass  expands ; 

Narcissus-like,  how  beauteous  Nature  stands,    ! 

Self-k)vM  within  the  splendid  miriror  shines, 

But  8elf-ei\)oyM,  nor  like  Narcissus  pines;  40 

How,  as  a  talisman  of  magic  frame. 

This  atmosphere  conveys  th'  enlightening  beam. 


of  the  air  on  all  bodies,  animate  or  inanimate :  first, 
in  the  generation  of  particular  beings ;  then,  in 
their  nutrition ;  thirdly,  affording  a  healing  bal- 
sam to  the  hurts  or  wounds  of  all  creatures,  when 
recoverable ;  but  if  past  remedy,  fourthly,  hasten- 
ing their  dissolution,  to  rid  the  world  of  the  nuisance, 
by  reiitoring  the  matter  to  its  original  principle  of 
nativity;  fifthly,  to  send  again  the  new-modelled 
being  blooming  afresh  in  animal  lifo,  or  vegetation. 

For  the  use  of  the  atmosphere  as  a  m^ium  and 
murror,  vide  book  iL  line  33,  Sec 

Ver.  23.  Dedalian  phmagefatL]  Icaras, 

Ver.  24.  jfoaM  we  read.]  Bellerophon. 

Ver.  27.  drherfell]  Phaeton. 

Ver.  33.  Fbr  while  the  drctmamhUnt  oar.]  The 
advantage  of  the  atmosphere's  elastic  texture;  by 
which  it  yields  to,  and  closes  imperceptibly  upon, 
all  moving  bodies 

Ver.  36.  How  object*,]  the  surprising  trsnspa* 
renoy,  continuity,  and  coherence  of  its  parts,  form- 
ing an  uninterrupted  medium  for  the  conveyance 
of  all  objects  to  the  eye 

Ver.  37.  For  Natwre.]  by  which  it  is,  as  it  were, 
an  universal  looking-glass,  wherein  all  Nature  be<r 
holds,  admires,  and  enjoys  her  own  complete  per- 
fections—— 

Ver.  41.  ffov,  at  a  taliman.]  Its  ^ious  dispo- 
sitkm  for  the  conveyance  of  light ;  which  would  be 
of  no  ilse  in  vacuo,  as  it  is  only  perceptible  itselfi 
by  rendering  other  objects  visible. . 
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Reflects,  infleciB,  refracts  the  orient  rayj 
Aoticipatiug  sheds  the  rising  day — 
High  from  bis  seat  the  solar  glory  heaves, 
(Whose  image  6res  the  horizontal  waves) 
Abridging,  shears  the  sable  robe  of  night. 
And  through  the  globe  protracts  the  cheerful  light; 
With  sweet  preambling  twilight  blends  the  shade. 
And  gently  lets  our  evening  beam  recede.  50 

Thus,  borne  on  airy  wings,  the  radiance  flies. 
Quickening  the  vision  of  poetic  eyes; 
Whence  we  may  pierce  into  the  deep  profband. 
And,  searching,  view  the  wondrous  system  round: 
For  wide  as  universal  Nature  spreads, 
Light's  sacred  fount  its  streaming  lustre  sheds; 
Still  orient,  to  the  parting  beam  succeeds; 
Through  azure  climes  a  sumless journey  speeds; 
Its  resUess  longitude  tbe  glory  darts, 
Nor  less  a  boundless  latitude  imparts;  60 

Where  matter  borders  on  retiring  space. 
Impulsive  urges  the  perpetual  race  ; 
Stupendous  length,  illimited  by  aught 
Of  numbers  sunmi'd  or  roultiply'd  by  thought ! 
But  whence  the  light's  invigorating  force. 
Its  active  energy,  or  secret  source. 
Must  be  ascrib'd  to  that  Eternal  Spring, 
Whom  first,  and  last,  and  ever  bless*d,  we  sing'^ 
Who  only  could  bis  effluent  angel  send ; 
Athwart  the  gulf  the  radiant  blaze  extend ;         70 

Ver.  43.  Reflects,  inflects,}  Its  still  more  won- 
derful quality,  in  not  only  reflecting,  but  refracting, 
and  inflecting  the  morning  and  evening  beam ;  in 
appearance,  lifting  the  Sun  about  four  degrees 
above  his  station,  and  refractmg  the  light  to  us 
when  tbe  Sun  is  about,  eighteen  degrees  below 
the  horizon ;  by  which  means  our  day  is  prolonged 
about  two  hoursk  and  the  tedious  nig^t  in  the  fri- 
gid sones  shortened  annually  about  thirty* two 
days 

Ver.  49.  With  sxveet preambling.}  by  refraction  of 
tbe  rays  creating  the  oawn  and  gradual  twilight ; 
without  which  we  should  be  suddenly  immersed 
in  an  intolerable  flood  of  day,  and  vrithout  a  mo- 
ment's warning  shut  up  in  immediate  darkness. 

Ver.  51.  Thus,  ^am  on  airy  wings,}  The  use  of 
light  must  be  apparent  to  as  many  as  have  eyes  to 
enjoy  its  benefit;  but  much  more  to  those  who,  the 
further  they  pry  into  Nature,  by  the  assistance  of 
this  element,  will  still  more  aiid  more  discover  an 
inexhaustible  fund  for  delight  and  admiration—— 

Ver.  55.  For  wide  as  universal  Nature,}  What  can 
be  more  amazing  than  the  expansion  and  extension 
of  light,  which,  though  a  bedy,  propagated  from 
body,  and  ponderous  in  its  nature,  is  so  thin  and ' 
subtile,  as  to  •  reach  and  dilate  thiough  an  incon- 
ceivable compass  of  space,  before  the  whole  con- 
tent would  amount  to  one  drachm  of  weight 

Ver.  61.  IVhere  matter  borders,}  The  swiftnen 
and  length  of  its  progress  b  no  less  admirable,  ex- 
tending possibly  ad  infinitum,  and  moviojr  in  one 


Kindle  the  mass  to  nicorporeal  speed ; 

The  flame  with  never-dying  splendonn  feed; 

With  beat  the  universal  page  unseal ; 

With  light  the  untvenal  chain  reveal ; 

In  prospect  wide  th'  illustrious  work  display. 

And  gem  the  pavement  of  the  millty  way  ; 

Make  grace  from  use,  and  use  from  beauty  flow ; 

With  florid  pencil  shside  the  ja^r  bow; 

The  warring  elements  in  wedlock  bind. 

Water  and  fire,  dull  earth  and  active  wind ;       80 

Knit  by  Almighty  order  they  cohere. 

And  in  their  ever-varying  oftprings  ritarek 

First  to  the  deep  he  speeds  his  eldest  bom. 
Whose  rosy  progress  paints  the  purpling  mom ; 
The  mingling  glories  o'er  the  surfooe  play. 
And  ocean  dances  to  the  trembliiig  ray. 

Wide  to  the  beam  his  ample  sea  be  spreads. 
And  deep  beneath  subside  the  briny  beds; 
The  spacious  beds  the  liquid  realms  contain ; 
The  seasoning  tinctures  purge  the  foamy  main;  90 
But,  pois'd  by  balance  of  eternal  weight. 
The  salts  perpetual  bold  their  wat^  scat. 
Nor  in  the  tepid  exhalations  mount. 
To  fire  the  crystal  of  the  cooling  fount. 
Th'  Almighty  Fiat  bade  the  deep  concttive. 
And  finn'd  with  dustring  tribes  the  vital  wave. 
From  huge  leviathan's  enormous  frame. 
To  those  who  tincturing  paint  the-crimaonatream; 
With  wat'ry  wings  they  skim  the  yielding  seas; 
Their  central  poise  Hs  gravitation  weighs,         100 
Adjusted,  steady  to  their  varying  size. 
By  geometric  rule,  and  calculation  nice : 
Hiese  have  their  palaces  and  coral  groves. 
Their  latent  grots,  and  peariy  bright  alcoves ; 
Wide  is  the  copious  hand  of  Bounty  spread. 
And  myriads  at  the  plenteous  feast  are  fed. 

and  support  this  hu  winged  messenger,  on  his  uni- 
versal errand  to  Nature—* — 

Ver.  73.  tVitk  keoL}  giving  power  to  bim  only 
of  unsealing  her  treasures,  and  unfolding  her  beau- 
ties; whereby  the.world's  glorions  and  harmonioas 
S3rstem  becomes  obvious,  and  the  whole  evidently 
as  elegant  as  it  is  useful. 

Ver.  79.  The  warring  elements,}  Is  it  not  wonder- 
ful, that  even  Almighty  power,  out  of  one  principle 
of  matter,  should  constitute  fbur;  and  by  an  end- 
less compounding,  modifying,  and  changing  tboie 
four,  should  produce  that  infinite  variety  which  is 
visible  in  the  universe  ? 

Ver.  83.  eldest  bom,}  light.    Beside  the 

two  elements  of  air  and  light,  already  treated  s< 
what  a  spacious  field  do  the  waters,  and  first  the 
ocean,  3n€ld  for  oontemplatkn  and  praise ! 

Ver.  87.  fVideto  tkebeam,}  In  the  expannon  cf 
its  suptrflcies,  without  which  it  wonld  never  aifcid 
a  sufficient  quantity  of  vapours,  to  supply  the 
thirsty  land     — 

Ver.  88.  And  deep  beneath,}  tbe  methods  by 
which  its  waters  are  preserved   pure  firom  cor- 
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Kor  less  tbe  gratefbl  ligbt  Mlntes  tbdr  eje. 
And  solar  glorivt  gild  &e  nether  sky; 
Thetr  ocean  bhithes  with  the  lord  of  day. 
And  nightly  glitten  at  the  twinkling  ray.  110 

The  Moon,  attained  by  her  starry  train, 
Reflects  reflection  to  the  floating  plain, 
Ita  murm'ring  flux  with  pale  dominion  guides. 
And  swells  the  pride  of  its  retnrning  tides; 
The  deep  those  wholesome  agkations  purge. 
And  drire  stagnation  from  the  rolling  surge ; 
Their  rage-  the  Sovereign  Moderator  cools. 
And  riding,  as  a  steed  the  bounding  billow  rules; 
WlieDce  rising  floods  their  stated  empire  know, 
Nor  wasteful  o^er  the  neighbouring  regions  flow.    1 20 

Low  as  the  sea's  capacious  bann  sinks. 
The  thirsty  soil  th'  incumbent  ocean  drinks; 
Whence  through  the  globe  diluting  Ik^uors  pass, 
And  circulate,  as  in  our  smaller  mass ; 
Tbe  salts  with  curious  percolatkxi  strain, 
And  kindly  through  the  porous  strata  drain. 
Attracted,  in  a  maze  of  tubes  exhale ; 
(A  stiffening  clay  cements  the  spacious  vale) 
From  whence  opposed,  the  mountain's  height  they 

claim, 
And  thence  perpetual  pour  the  winding  stream;  130 
Or  lower,  in  pereooial  fountains  rise. 
Nor  dread  tbe  star  that  fires  autumnal  skies. 

While  ocean  thus  the  latent  store  bequeaths, 
Above  its  humid  ezhalatton  breathes; 

Ver.  107.  Aar  lts*.'\  their  ocean  being  a  medium 
and  atmosphere  to  them,  as  our  atmosphere  is  to 
ns;  and  equally  suited  to  their  natures,  for  respi- 
ration, as  the  conveyance  of  light  from  the  hea- 
yenly  luminaries 

Ver.  113.  Its  murm'ring  Jhut.'i  How  admirably 
is  the  Moon's  influence  on  tides  (which  preserves 
the  great  body  of  waters  from  stagnation)  regu- 
lated, to  tbe  very  point  that  can  alone  conduce  to 
order  and  advantage :  ware  she  nearer,  or  larg^; 
further  off,  or  less ;  or  were  there  more  moons,  so 
as  on  any  hand  the  influence  should  be  in  tbe  least 
altered;  the  whole  Earth  would  be  rendered  unin- 
habitable, by  being  poisoned  with  stagnated  va- 
pours, or  perpetually  overflowed  with  deluges 

Ver.  133.  Wkenee  throitgh  the  gloU.'l  as  there  is 
no  point  from  whence  the  riches  of  Nature  do  not 
flow  in  upon  us ;  so  there  are  two  (though  seem- 
ingly most  opposite)  methods  of  supplying  us  with 
sweet  and  renreshing  waters ;  one  perennial,  and  from 
beneath,  being  thence  attracted  through  our  globe, 
as  any  liquid  ^en  touched  by  a  piece  of  sugar ; 
which  cannot  be  ascribed  to  the  prenure  of  our  at- 
mosphere, as  it  is  readier  performed  in  vacuo ;  the 
salts  being  separated  by  filtration  through  the 
strata,  and  the  rising  waters  being  opposed  by  a 
dayey  substance  that  generally  lies  near  the  sur- 
hee  of  the  lower  lands,  they  proceed  to  the  moun- 
tains, from  whence,  by  tbe  advantage  of  a  descent, 
they  spread  wealth  and  pleasure  round  all  the 


Ver.  133.  While  ocean  thus.}  The  other  method 
being  by  exhalation,  the  manner  as  above  describ- 
ed; for  heat  being  the  most  subtile,  light,  and 
agile  of  all  bodies  (if  it  may  be  called  more  than  a 
quality  of  body)  by  its  subtilty  penetrates,  and  by 
its  levity  rarifiesthe  humid  parts  of  matter;  and 
then,  by  its  agility,  breaking  loose,  carries  off  the 
parts  so  rarifled;  which  being  by  that  means  ren- 
dered lighter  than  the  ahr,  mount  till  they  rest  or 


Its  bosom  pants  beneath  the  vigorous  heat. 

And  eager  beams  th'  expanding  surface  beat; 

Insinuating,  form  the  lucid  cell ; 

To  bladders  the  circumfluous  moisture  swell ; 

Th'  inflated  viqwun  spurn  the  oether  tide. 

And  mounted  on  the  weightier  ether  ride:         140 

As  though  in  scorn  of  gravitating  power. 

Sublime  the  cloudy  congregations  tower; 

CVer  torrid  climes  collect  their  sable  train, 

And  form  umbtdlas  for  the  panting  swain ; 

Or  figur'd  wanton  in  romantic  mould. 

Careering  knights  and  airy  ramparts  hold, 

(Emblazoning  beams  the  flitting  chanjpions  gild. 

And  various  paint  the  visionary  field) ; 

Sudden  the  loose  enchanted  squadrons  fly, 

And  sweep  delusion  from  the  wond'ring  eye ;     150 

Thence  on  the  floating  atmosphere  they  sail. 

And  steer  precarious  with  the  varying  gale ; 

Or  hovering,  with  suspended  wing  delay. 

And  in  disdain  the  kindred  flood  survey : 

When  lo  !  the  aflBiating  ether  checks  their  pride. 

Compressing  chilb  the  vain  dilated  tide ; 

Their  shivering  essence  to  its  centre  shrinks. 

And  a  cold  nuptual  their  coherence  links; 

With  artful  touch  the  curious  meteor  forms. 

Parent  prolific  of  salubrious  storms ;  1 6Q 

When  from  on  high  the  rapid  tempest 's  hurl'd. 

Enlivening  as  a  sneeze  to  man*s  inforior  world : 

The  frigid  chymist  culls  the  mineral  store,^ 

Tbe  glossy  spherules  of  metallic  ore ; 

Sublimes  with  nitre  the  sulphureous  foam. 

And  hoards  contagion  in  Heaven's  ample  dome. 

Where  Nature*s  magazine  fermenting  lies, 

Till  the  bright  ray  athwart  the  welkin  flies ;      ' 

High  rage  Uie  small  incendiary  inspires, 

Whose  kindling  touch  the  dread  artillery  fires ;  176 

Quick,  with  effusion  wide,  the  lightnings  glare ; 

Disploding  bolts  the  cloudy  entrails  tear;      [room. 

The  cleansing  flames  sweep  through  th'  ethereal 

And  swift  the  gross  infectious  steam  consume : 

Our  vital  element  the  blaze  refines. 

While  man,  ingrateful,  at  his  health  repines. 


float  in  that  part  of  the  atmosphere  that  bears  a 
specific   or    proportionable    gravity;   and  hence 

Ver.  144.  And  form  umhrellas,'\  the  use,  beauty, 
and  variety  of  our  meteors ;  for  as  the  chief  ope- 
rator in  raising  tbe  vapours  is  heat,  so  on  the  other 
hand 

Ver.  155.  fVhenh!]  the  chief  artist  in  forming 
the  several  meteors  out  of  those  vapours,  is  cold ; 

Ver.  157.  Their  shivering  essence.^  first  rain,  by 
expulsion  of  the  rarifying  heat ;  upon  which  the 
little  bladders  or  vesicles,  knocking  against  each 
other,  conglobe  in  the  contact,  and  growing  heavier 
than  the  atmosphere,  foil  down  in  larger  or  smaller 
drops,  according  as  the  constituent  parts  of  the 
cloud  were  more  or  less  contiguous— 

Ver.  161.  When  from  on  AtgA.]  frequently  caus- 
ing storms  of  wind,  by  condenshig,  and  thereby  de- 
stroying the  equilibrium  of  the  atmosphere;  the 
parts  so  condensed,  pressing  upon  the  parts  more 
rare,  and  dilated,  by  warmth ;  which  pressure  pro- 
duces the  wind,  which  is  no  other  than  a  current 
of  air 

Ver.  163.    7^  frigd  chymist,]   thunder  and 
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With  Tariovs  ridll  the  ehilliBg  artist  works, 

And  operator  chksf  in  every  meteor  lurks : 

Oft,  where  the  zenith's  lofty  realms  extend. 

Ere  mists,  conglobing,  by  their  weight  descend,    1 80 

With  sudden  nitre  captivates  the  cloud, 

And  o'er  the  vapour  throws  a  whitening  shroud ; 

Soft  from  the  concave  hovering  fleeces  fall. 

Whose  flaky  texture  clothes  our  silver  ball. 

Or  when  the  shower  forsakes  the  sable  skies. 

Haply  the  cold  in  secret  ambush  lies, 

Couching  awaits  in  some  inferior  space. 

And  chills  the  tempest  with  a  quick  embrace ; 

The  crystal  pellets  at  the  touch  congeal, 

And  from  the  ground  rebounds  the  rattling  baiL  190 

Or  constant  where  this  artificer  dwells, 

And  alg.d  from  his  heights  the  mist  repels. 

The  Almighty  Alchsrmist  his  limbeck  rears. 

His  lordly  Taurus,  or  his  Alpine  peers; 

Suspend idg  fogs  around  the  summit  spread. 

And  gloomy  columns  crown  each  haughty  head. 

Obstructed  drench  the  oonstiptfting  hill, 

And  soaking  through  the  porous  grit  dirtill: 

Collected  fi^  a  thousand  thousand  cells, 

The  subterraneous  flood  impatient  swells ;         200 

Whence  issuing  torrents  burst  the  mountain's  side, 

And  hence  impetuous  pour  their  headlong  tide. 

Still  central  from  the  wide  circumfluous  waves^ 
(Whose  briny  daat  each  bounded  region  laves) 


Ver.  181.  mthntddennitre.^  Snow. 

Ver.  188.  And  chills  the  iempett.'\  Hail. 

Ver.  191.  Or  con/ton/.]  Or  where  the  cold  is  a 
constant  inhabitant  in  the  upper  regions,  which, 
|>y  reason  of  their  distance  from  the  £arth,  are  but 
little  affected  by  the  reflection  of  the  sun-beams, 
which  reflection  chiefly  promotes  the  intenseneas 
of  heat ;  there  the  rising  vapours  are  repelled,  be- 
cause, meeting  with  the  cold,  they,  in  a  great 
measure,  lose  that  active  principle  of  heat,  which 
was  the  chief  motive  of  their  ascension ;  and  float- 
ing as  the  gale  veers,  are  obstructed  in  their  march 
liy  the  mountains,  or  higher  lands ;  and  more  va- 
poor*  ftill  gathering  as  they  are  obstructed,  their 
|»arts,  or  little  spherules,  become  more  neighbourly, 
or  contiguous,  than  when  they  had  a  fireedom  of 
ranging  wide  frQm  each  other ;  and  so  jostling,  run 
l^to^  or  incorpojTfite  one  with  the  other ;  and  de- 
scending by  t^e  laws  of  gravity 

Ver.  198r  And soqking.'\  soak  into  the  hills,  that 
fre  generally  of  a  gravelly,  mineral,  or  lax  sub- 
stance, through  which  the  moisture  distills;  till 
finding,  or  making  a  vent  to  issue  at,  by  the  ad- 
wantage  of  a  descent,  they  pour  their  fertile  and 
delicious  streams  over  all  the  Earth 

Ver.  203.  Still  central  from  tht  wide,^  and  this 
advantage  of  a  descent  is  the  more  wonderful  and 
happy,  inasmuch  as  without  it  we  should  have  no 
rivers,  and  comequently  be  pQ«soned  and  oferflowed 
with  the  standing  and  stagnating  waters:  for  who. 


The  soil  still  rising  from  the  deep  rwtiim, 
And  mediate  to  the  neighbVing  Heaven  aspiies. 
Hence,  where  the  spring  its  surging  effluence  boil% 
The  stream  ne'er  refluent  on  the  fount  recoils, 
But  trips  progressive,  with  descending  pace. 
And  tunes,  through  many  a  league,  its  waibliag 
maze;  £10 

Here  blended  swells  wiUi  interfering  rills  ; 
And  here  the  lake's  capacious  cistern  fills; 
Or,  wantou,  here  a  snaky  labyrinth  roams  ; 
Impervious  here  with  indignation  foams ; 
Or  here  with  rapture  shouts  the  nether  glade» 
And  whit'ning  nlvers  in  the  steep  cascade; 
Or  slack'ning  here,  its  length  of  labour  sooths  ; 
And  slumbVing  soft  its  sleepy  surface  smooths; 
Wide,  deep,  and  slow  the  doubtful  current  glides, 
And  o'er  the  flux  the  tilting  vessel  rides.  220 

Th^  embroider'd  banks  their  gaudy  fnngf»  dip, 
And  pendent  flowers  the  smiling  liquors  sip  ; 
Or  gently  where  the  humid  mirrors  pass. 
The  forest  rises  to  the  wafry  glass ; 
Self-worshipping  the  stately  shade  admires. 
And  to  a  d<yuble  Heaven  its  height  aspires. 
The  social  stream  a  winding  motion  steers, 
And  mindful  of  the  neighboring  region  veers; 
With  traverse  or  inverted  circuit  bendsy 
Nor  leaves  unvisited  remotest  friends ;  S90 

With  genial  bounty  spreads  the  verdant  wealth. 
And  pours  large  draughts  of  ever-blooiningl|ealth : 
Delight  diffusive  down  the  current  flows. 
And  pleasure  on  the  flow'ry  margin  grows,  [reign* 
llirough  many  a  realm,  where  mighty  moaaichs 
The  sUtely  fl^  protracts  its  floating  train ; 
Revolving  suns  the  wondrous  length  porsue. 
Nor  in  one  day  the  liquid  wanderer  view ; 
Its  fiscil  maze  the  varying  seasons  wind. 
And  crjrstal  flakes  the  struggling  fountain  bind. 
Which  distant  glows  beneath  the  fervid  beam,  S41 
And  into  ocean  pours  the  copious  stream. 

Thus  beauty  flows  in  one  perpetual  ring. 
And  uses  curding  from  our  oceans  spring; 
Beneath,  attracted,  through  the  strata  rise; 
Above,  exhal'd,  usurp  the  ambient  skies ; 
Meet  in  the  limpid  source,  or  purihag  rill. 
And  bathe  the  '^e,  or  sweep  the  shelving  bill: 
From  hence  their  tributary  floods  repay. 
And  grateful  nourish  the  recruited  sea ;  830 

The  sea  replenish'd  traffics  as  before, 
And  back  to  earth  returns  the  fhiitfiil  store. 
To  earth !  for  here,  concentring,  air,  and  fira^ 
And  flood,  in  mutual  triple  league  cooqiire: 
Since  he,  on  whom  the  mighty  fabric  leans, 
The  Eternal,  from  eternity  ordains 
Variety,  which  union  must  produce ; 
And  order  knit  consummate,  into  use ; 


Ver.  242.  And  into  ocean  pourt,'\  and  disem- 
boguing their  floods  into  the  sea,  there  finish"- 

Ver.  243.  Thus  beauty  /(wm.]  only  still  to  re- 
peat and  continue  the  eternal  circle  and  order  in 
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t  D^y  tbraogfacMtt  the  worM  may  sbine, 
1  Nalure'i  birth  caahn  her  Sire  Divine.       860 
Nature,  bright  efflaenoe  of  the  One  Sapceme  t 
)  how  coonecled  it  thy  woodrooi  frame  1 
~by  grand  machine,  through  many  a  wanton  maze, 
r'd  where  it  winds,  and  itratt*ning  where  it 

etmyi, 
i  moft  dirw^t  where  seeming  most  inflex'd, 
;  regular  when  seemingly  most  perplea'd, 
I  though  perfection  on  disorder  hung, 
1  perfect  order  from  incaution  sprung) 
'  Btill,  endless  as  thy  beauteous  scenes  arise, 
Still,  endless  multiplies  our  deep  surprise.        S70 
'Say,  does  each  mote  know  its  peculiar  plaee. 
All  conscious,  through  the  gulf  of  boundless  qpace  ? 


Ver.  271.  Siqr,  does  each  moteJ^  The  reason  why 
I  represent,  as  above,  the  various  opinions  of  athe- 
ists, in  one  ridiculous  light  (when  they  may  be 
supposed  to  differ  much  in  their  notions,  and  the 
learned  treatises  they  have  written  for  our  instruc- 
tion to  carry  a  great  appearance  of  ingenious  and 
metaphysiGal  argumentation)  is,  that  the  truth, 
and  matter  of  fisct,  upon  inquiry  and  reflection, 
will  be  found  exactly  and  literally  as  I  have  re- 
presented it  j  and  that  all  their  ambages  and  cir- 
cumlocutions centre  and  turn  upon  one  point, 
whidi  is  this,  that  whoever  attempts  to  rob  the 
world  of  a  Superintendant  Providence,  or  Design- 
bg  WisdooD,  does  thereby  necessarily  ascribe  alt 
that  is  of  connection,  order,  or  beauty  in  the  world, 
to  blind  and  insensible  matter ;  and  is,  therefore, 
guilty  of  the  ridiculoOs  absurdities  and  contradic- 
tions above  set  forth.  For,  as  the  wit  or  invention 
of  men  has  never  yet  laid  down  any  atheistical  hy- 
pothesis, however  subtile  or  various,  but  what  is 
evidently  resolvable  iotov  first,  a  fortuitous  con- 
oouise  of  atoms ;  secondly,  an  eternal  operating 
necessity;  or,  thirdly,  an  endless  round  or  suc- 
cession of  causes  and  effects;  if  those  gentlemen, 
who  would  thus  point  out  our  God,  mean,  as  they 
often  pretend,  that  he  is  any  thing  more  than 
hare  matter,  we  shall  soon  find  their  intention,  by 
separating  the  terms  they  have  annexed  as  ope- 
raton  for  the  assistance  of  stupid  matter :  and  on 
our  part  it  will  be  but  common  gratitude  to  inquire 
to  which  of  these  three  pretended  causes  we  are 
obliged  for  the  particular  benefits  we  receive,  or 
(ts  members  of  the  great  whole)  for  the  formation 
ud  order  of  the  universe,  or  nature  itself. 

Knt  then,  as  chance  is  the  operator  assigned  in 
•-  fortuitous  concourse  of  atoms,  we  would  know 
vhat  this  chance,  this  wise  and  ingenious  artist, 
>*-*is  it  a  substance  ?  No,  that  is  not  pretended. 
Matter  ?  nor  that— Quality  of  matter  ?  nor  that 
Mither.  What,  neither  subject  nor  attribute?— 
No. — {t  is  then,  what  is  not ;  or  is  not  any  thing 
*^t  is:  it  is,  in  truth,  what,  by  way  of  apology, 
^e  ^sign  as  a  cause  of  any  effect  produced,  when 
pur  ignurance,  or  idleness,  will  not  permit  us  to 

IDQOlre    or    fttui  iSnV    nfhAr?     a    mcan'.ntr  Wtfrlwuit  on 


Can  atoms  be  omniscient,  to  discern 

(What  human  wisdom  strives,  but  strives  in  fab 

to  learn) 
What  mode  mysterious  paints  the  purpling  rose, 
What  melts  the  current  when  Meiuider  flows  ? 


necessity  is  the  supposed  qperator  here,  if  it  be 
asked,  is  this  necessity  distinct  from  the  things  it 
necessitates?  the  answer  is,  yes,  by  all  means; 
since,  to  assert  otherwise,  is  allowing  it  to  be  the 
thing  operated,  and  not  the  operator ;  and  so  the 
original  superior  cause  be  as  far  to  seek  as  ever. 
If  then  it  be  asked,  is  this  necessity  conscious,  in- 
telligent, fiee,  or  designing  ?  that  doubtless  is  de- 
nied, else  we  have  there  the  very  God  we  desire. 
But  then,  if  it  should  be  unluckily  started,  that  if 
this  necessity  is  neither  designing,  conscious,  nor 
intelligent,  it  is  altogether  as  blind  as  matter;  and 
if  not  free,  is  as  much  in  need  of,  and  equally 
subjected  to  a  higher  cause  as  matter  can  possibly 
be;  being  oonteouenUy  a  necessity  necessitated^ 
and  not  acting,  but  acted '  upon ;  if  this,  I  say, 
should  be  objected,  there  must  either  be  recourse 
to  the  old  wise  solution,  that  so  it  happens,  or  a 
higher  necessity  or  unintelligent  cause  be  alleged, 
and  so  another  to  support  the  second,  and  another 
the  third,  ad  infinitum ;  like  the  elephant  bearing 
the  Earth,  the  crab  the  elephant,  and  so  on ;  which 
procedure,  ad  infinitum,  to  assign  a  cause,  shows 
that,  ad  infinitum,  they  will  be  as  far  as  ever  from 
assigning  a  true  cause,  and  so,  ad  infinitum,  no 
cause  at  all  will  be  assigned. 

The  third  and  last  shift,  is  an  endless  succession 
of  causes  and  effects,  where  all  the  subtilty  consists 
in  the  word  endless ;  for  whatever  is  incapable  of 
being  a  cause  in  any  time,  ever  was,  and  ever  will, 
through  eternity,  continue  equally  incapable.   And 
here,  if  the  question  be  asked,  whether  any  of  these 
effects  be  original,  independent,  or  superintendent? 
the  answer  is  negative,  if  it  were  only  to  avoid  a 
direct  absurdity  and  contradiction:  if  then  it  be 
asked,  what  these  effects  are  ?  the  answer  is,  that 
the  effects  are  no  other  than  matter  variously  mo- 
dified and  actuated ;  for  that  is  the  utmost  degree 
of  perfection  they  will  allow  them,  for  fear  of  bor- 
dering too  near  upon  spirit     Again,  if  it  be  asked 
on  the  other  hand,  whether,  among  the  causes, 
there  is  any  one  original  or  independent  ?  the  answer 
doubtless  is,  no;  for  to  allow  there  were,  would  be 
contrary  to  the  hypothesis  laid  down.    But  then 
observe  the  necessary  consequence  of  all  this ;  for 
first,  if  none  of  these  effects  are  original,  indepen- 
dent, or  superintendent;  and  they  all  consist  of 
matter  variously  modified  and  actuated,  they  are 
no  other  than  matter  still,  whatever  action  or  mo- 
dification be  produced.    And  secondly,  if  oja  t\\a 
other  hand,  among  the  endless  causes,  there  i»  xwjt 
any   one  cause  original,  or  independent,  there   \% 
not  any  one  cause  but  what  is  effected  ;  and  ev««y 
one  being  effected,  the  whole,  which  consi»ta   cj 
fhAm    U  <»ffiM*tMl.   una  therafiorc  is  all  effect  S    ^^^ 
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BROOKE'S  POEMS. 


What  modes  <mr  adamantiiie  maible  bind  ? 

What  ruffle  active  in  the  blust'riog  wind  } 

Trom  inky  jet  exclude  the  piercing  day ; 

Or  through  the  brilliant  drink  the  trembling  ray ; 

Nip  in  the  frost,  or  in  the  furnace  glow ;  .281 

With  gay  enamel  arch  the  showery  bow; 

With  various  influence  our  senses  greet, 

Point  in  the  sour,  grow  luscious  in  the  sweet, 

Scent  in  the  civet,  stifle  m  the  draught, 

light  fh>m  the  doe  the  tainting  odour  waft. 

Excite  the  nostril  of  the  opening  bound ; 

More  subtile  still  the  organic  sense  compound ; 

Through  elements,  plant,  reptile,  man,  and  bmte, 

This  thing  to  that,  and  all  to  other  suit  ?  990 

Can  clay,  such  virtues,  forms,  and  modes  assign  ? 

Debating,  methodise,  conspire,  combine  ? 

Studious  deliberate  on  the  public  weal, 

And  ne'er  like  human  politicians  fail  ? 

Each  particle  fts  separate  province  choose. 

Nor  that  prefer,  nor  firoward  this  r^use ; 

Each  for  itself,  and  for  the  whole  advise ; 

All  good,  all  right*  all  perfect,  and  all  wise  ? 

Prophetic,  through  eternity  foreknow. 

From  past,  what  future  revolutions  flow  ?  500 

Can  each  be  omnipresent,  to  perceive 

What  endless  links  the  blended  fabric  weave, 

On  every  various  consequence  reflect. 

Prepare  each  cause  to  yield  the  just  effect. 

Sum  up  the  whole,  and  thence  toe  whole  connect  ? 

O  dots^ !  dreamers !  who  could  once  suppose 

The  passive  mass  its  Maker  should  enclose. 

And  the  fbrmM  clay  its  fb^ming  Lord  compose. 

«  Ye  atheists !  if  ye  will  be  atheists  still, 

And  will,  no  cause  hut  this,  because  ye  will ;    310 

If  stubborn,  in  your  little  reason's  spite. 

Ye  will  judge  wrong,  because  ye  wo*  nt  judge 

right; 
Thus  argue— Since  the  clue  of  boundless  space 
Wmds  worlds  on  worids,  and  wonders  wonders 

trace; 
T  is  order  above  rule  that  guides  the  plan. 
And  wisdom,  far  beyond  what  wisdom  can ; 
The  bounty  boundless,  beauty  without  end : 
And  would  believe  a  Ood,  he  cannot  comprehend  V* 

For  deep,  indeed,  the  Eternal  Founder  lies, 
And  high  above  his  work  the  Maker  flies:  320 

Yet  io&iite  that  work,  beyond  our  soar; 
I      Beyond  what  Clarices  can  prove,  or  Newtons  can  ex- 
plore! 
Its  union,  as  of  numbers  to  the  sound 
Of  minstrelsy,  to  heavenly  rapture  wound. 
On  harmony  suspended,  tunes  the  whole. 
Thrills  in  our  touch,  and  lives  upon  our  soul ; 
Each  note  inclusive  melody  reveals. 
Softening  within  th'  Eternal  Finger  dwells. 
Now  sweetly  melts,  and  now  sublimely  swells; 
Yet  relative  each  social  note  extends.  330 


The  One  grows  sundry  by  creative  poweri 
The  Eternal 's  found  in  each  revolving  hour  ; 
The  Immense  appears  in  every  point  of  space ; 
The  Unchangeable  in  Nature*s  varjring  hot; 
The  Invisible  conspicuous  to  our  mind ; 
And  Deity  in  every  atom  sbrin*d; 
From  whence  exults  the  animated  clod. 
And  smiling  featnres  qpeak  the  Parent  God ;        10 
Who  here;  and  there,  and  «very  where  abounds 
Air  uttering,  teHs  his  harmony  in  sounds; 
The  light  reveals  the  Fountain  of  its  rays. 
And  like  the  seraph  kindles  in  his  praise ; 
The  floods  ambitious  to  his  glory  rise. 
And  seek  theh-  source  thronghout  his  ambicBt  dues ; 
Thence,  in  united  congregations  fall, 
And  tune  their  anthems  o'er  the  warbled  ball ; 
The  ball  enlivening  at  his  order  springs, 
JaiA  rounding  to  its  central  Maker  c^Dgs :  SO 

The  Maker !  ample  in  his  bounty,  spread 
The  various  strata  of  Earth's  genial  bed ; 
Temper'd  the  subject  mass  with  pregnant  juice^ 
And  subtile  stores  of  deep  and  sacred  use ; 
Salts,  oils,  and  bitumen,  and  unctuous  pitdi. 
With  precious,  though  mysterious,  influence  rich ; 
Mercurial,  nitrous,  and  sulphureous  ^ume, 
Fermenting  virtual  the  terrestrial  womb. 
Hence,  where  the  solar  heat  and  searching  air, 
Transgressive,  pierce  our  actuated  sphere^         30 
The  arch-chymisU  work  as  in  a  secret  mine, 
And  Nature's  crude  originals  refine ; 
Here  blendhig  mix,  here  separate,  here  select. 
And  purging  here  th'  incongruous  parts  rgect; 
Perenniai  bind  the  flint's  impervions  rock. 
And  strict  its  adamantine  texture  lock  ; 
The  future  monumental  marble  stain. 
And  %mnton  through  its  variegated  vein; 
Salubrious  here  the  mineral  medicine  mo, 
Here  the  once  potable  utensil  fik ;  40 

Here  modify  with  ever  varying  change ; 
And  here  the  similar  effluvia  range; 
Compact  the  lustre  of  metallic  ore. 
The  rteely,  argent,  or  Corinthian  store ; 
Or  severing,  cast  in  Nature'fe  purest  mould 
The  dense  elixir  of  refulgent  gold, 
lluough  sparkting  gems  the  plastic  artists  play, 
And  petrify  the  light's  embody'd  ray ; 
Now  kindle  the  carbuncle's  ruddy  flame; 
Now  gild  the  chrysolite's  transparent  beam ;      50 
Infuse  the  sapphire's  subterraneous  sky. 
And  tinge  the  topaa  with  a  saffron  dye; 
With  vh*gin  blush  within  the  ruby  glow, 
And  o'er  the  jasper  pahit  the  showVy  bow. 
Endless  the  task,  and  arduous,  to  vmMd 
What  secreU  Earth's  prolific  entrails  hold ; 
fn  Nature's  womb  what  embryon  treasures  sleep, 
The  wottdrous  natives  of  the  hoary  deep : 
Whence  happy  oft,  oft  hanless  tbev  asnfe: 
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i  oomlbvt  kkidlai  iii  the  cheerful  hUxe, 
gh  fire  opoa  th*  expiring  martyr  preyv ; 

i  petsaat  heooe  nuumvet  th'  exhausted  soil, 

ugh  lofdiiogs  there  the  product  of  hw  toil  $ 
I  artwts  in  the  princely  dome  tnnriTe, 

ugh  dnaet  imay  eccepy  its  ample  hive ; 

oe  medidnes  yield  the  saiutiferous  pUl, 
t  gently  qoaltfied  can  learn  to  IdH: 
noe  medals  may  rereal  the  patriot's  face,      70 
JUthough  a  tyrant-gild  the  nether  space ; 
Once  more  return  great  Socrates  to  light. 
Or  with  an  Alexander  Mast  the  sights 
(Who  here  approves  the  infamy  of  £une, 
Shares  Alexsuider's  guilt,  and  Alexander's  shame) 
Nor  less  the  plough-ebare  needs  the  Lydian  hiade, 
Tboagh  steel  sad  pride  the  neighbouring  realm 

invade; 
The  tools  to  life  subserrieot  we  allege. 
Though  deadly  cruelty  can  whet  their  edge: 
Such  we  approve  the  trade  supporting  ore,         80 
lliough  avarice  purloin  the  shining  store ; 
In  Maro's  hand  the  precious  treasure  riew. 
It  spreads  all  bounteous  as  the  heavenly  dew. 
Shall  Nature  check  the  purple  colouring  globe, 
Lest  magistntes  should  trail  the  splendid  robe  ? 
Nor  beauteous  her  adorning  briUiants  wear, 
Lest^gems  should  deck  the  follies  of  the  fair  ? 
**  Ah,  Nature !  tbou  hadst  scap'd  thy  only  bkit. 
Could  man  but  cease  to  be— or  hitherto  were  not : 
Ay,  there's  the  task,  the  labour  of  our  song —    90 
To  prove  that  aU  is  right,  though  man  be  wrong." 

Bmergent  from  the  deep  view  Nature's  fece. 
And  o'er  the  surface  deepest  wisdom  trace ; 
The  verdurous  beauties  charm  onr  cherish 'd  eyes— 
Butwho  Ml  unfold  the  Root  from  whence  they  rise  ? 
Infinity  within  the  sprouting  bower ! 
Next  to  enigma  in  Almighty  Power ; 
Who  only  could  infiniti^  confine, 
And  dwell  mmeme  within  the  minim  shrine ; 
The  eternal  species  in  an  instant  mould,  100 

And  endless  worlds  in  seeming  atoms  bohL 


Ver>  62.  Henee  con^/crt.'\  the  comfort  of  firing, 
m  coals  and  other  combustibles—^ 

Ve&64.  The  peasant  hence.]  the  maxmrt  of  Vime, 
marie,  and  other  mooring 

Ver.  66.  Henee  orHttx,]  variety  of  curious  and 
beautifril  stone,  for  the  benefit  of  habitation,  and 
exercise  of  art^— 

Ver.  68.  Hence  mefUcmet.]  many  medicinal  and 
healing  drugs 

Ver.  70.  Hence  medals.]  metals  for  the  convey- 
ance of  useful  history  to  future  ages  in  sculpture, 
statuary,  embossment,  3Cc«— 

Ver.  76.  Sorless  the  pUmgh-thare.]  those  metals 
afibrdiog  alto  manv  engines,  tatensib,  Ice.  for  prr>- 
curing  and  accelerating  nouri^hment,  and  other 
conveniences  and  delights  in  life . 

Ver.  80.  8ueh  we  afrprooe.]  as  also  coin,  for  as- 
eertaming  the  value,  and  speeding  the  transmigra- 
tion of  property  in  trade  and  commerce ;  as  may 
best  suit  each  person's  convenience  and  advan- 

Ver.  84.  Shall  Natttre  cheek.]  the  beauty  of  co- 
lours  

Ver.  86.  Nor  beauteous.]  and  lustre  of  jewels. 

Ver.  96 sprouting  botcer.]  The  sped,  which, 

as  here  described  in  its  vegetative  state,  may  be 
said  to  contain  or  be  divided  into— 


Plant  within  plant,  and  seed  enfolding  seed, 

For  e^wr— to  end  never^sUll  proceed ; 

In  forms  complete,  essentially  retain 

The  future  semen,  alimental  grain ; 

And  these  again,  the  tree,  the  trunk,  the  root. 

The  plant,  the  leaf,  the  blossom,  and  the  fruit ; 

Again  the  fhiit  and  flower  the  seed  enclose, 

Again  the  seed  perpetuated  grows, 

And  Beauty  to  pereunial  ages  flows.  110 

Such  the  Supreme  his  wondrous  sata  made. 
Ere  yet  their  fbliage  cloth'd  the  novel  glade; 
Gave  each  a  texture  of  peculiar  frame. 
And  nature  correspondent  to  its  name ; 
Oave  different  pow'rs  to  propagate  their  kind. 
And  varying  means  to  various  ends  assigned ; 
Then  o'er  the  globe  the  missive  treasure  strow'd. 
And  first  th'  Eternal  Hand  Earth's  spacious  bosom 

sow'd. 
Here  elemental  principles  um'te, 
To  give  the  new  consummate  birth  to  light :     120 
The  glebe,  now  pregnant,*  yields  nutritious  food ; 
Lymphatic  dews,  their  mild  diluting  fkx>d ; 
The  Sun  affords  hie  rarifying  sphere. 
And  ether  breathes  its  actuating  air ; 
Quatfuple,  round  the  temper'd  embryon  meet. 
And  its  fine  tegument  fermenting  greet ; 
Whence  subtle  juices  pierce  the  filmy  skin. 
Repeating  vigorous  their  attacks  within ; 
Thence  through  the  lobes  with  percolation  strain. 
And  thence  infusing  through  their  radix  drain; 
Thence  Kmpid  to  the  plantal  root  distill,  131 

And  each  impregnated  aperture  fill. 
With  swoln  repletion  through  the  portals  float, 
And  now  unclasp  the  nice  cutaneous  coat ; 
The  radicle  now  obvious  they  unfold, 
And  to  its  infent  lips  their  liquon  hold  ; 
The  instinctive  lips  imbibe  the  gentle  tide, 
And  through  the  veins  the  milky  liquids  glide. 
Ascending  visit  the  inclusive  plume, 
(Where  Nature  wantons  in  minutest  room,       140 
Where  folded  close,  her  implicated  size 
Of  trunk,  branch,  leaf,  and  foture  semen  lies) 
Conspicuous  its  dilated  form  display. 
And  give  its  texture  to  apparent  day. 


Ver.  126.  And  its  fine  tegument^]  its  teguments 
or  coats'^  the  main  body  included  in  the  coats, 
and  the  root  and  plume  or  plant  included  in  the 
main  body— — 

Ver.  129.  lobes  veith  percolatwrntram.]  the 

main  body  (though  single  m  some,  and  in  some 
more  numerous)  is  generally  and  distinctly  divisi- 
ble into  two  equal  parts,  which  are  called  lobes; 
and  these  lobes  contain^--' 

Ver.  130 radix  drain,]  the  seminal  raot, 

whose  branches  being  spread  through  each  lobe  in 
equal  moieties,  unite  at  the  extremity  of  the  seed 
in 

Ver.  131 plantal  root  distiL]  the  plantal 

root,  or 

Ver.  135 radicle  now  obvious.]   radicle; 

which  being  supplied  with  juices  in  the  two  me- 
thods as  above  described,  (i.  e.  first  from  the  se- 
minal root,  and  after  from  the  earth  to  which  it 
becomes  obvious)  communicates  the  nourishment 
to  its  plume  or  young  plant,  which  is  closely  in- 
chided,  and  shut  up  in  a  narrow  cavity  within  the 
lobes 
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Around  the  plome  the  guerdien  lobei  ariie. 
And  fence  their  minor  from  inclement  ikiet; 
With  pioQS  dewt  his  early  Tenlore  bntbe, 
PeHbrm  their  truit  with  never  failing  faith  ; 
Till,  felf-enfficient,  they  retire  to  earth. 
And  leave  the  itripling  to  hit  right  of  biith.      150 
Now  fervid  beams  the  rising  sap  exhale. 
And  air  ingredient  wings  the  vital  gale ; 
The  solids  in  diluting  moisture  pass. 
And  colds  condense  the  vegetating  mass. 
The  labial  pores  of  every  various  root 
'  Their  orifice  to  varying  natures  suit. 
Admit  effluvia  of  peculiar  mode. 
And  delicate  the  incongruous  parts  explode. 
Salts,  oils,  and  sulphun,  through  the  entrance  tend, 
And  similar,  with  proper  members  blend ;        160 
To  sight,  smell,  taste,  their  several  powers  dis- 

pense» 
And  aptly  ravish  each  luxuriant  sense ; 
Still  graceful,  vary  in  some  n«w  delight  i 
Still  obvious,  please  th'  involuntary  sight. 
Our  transient  optic  o*er  the  surftice  plajrs. 
And  Nature's  superficial  mien  surveys ; 
But  rare  with  deeper  inquisition  pries. 
Where  Beauty's  wrapt,  recluse  from  vulgar  eyes. 
Essential,  sits  on  Truth's  eternal  throne. 
And  universal,  reigns  o*er  worlds  unknown ;      1 70 
Displays  her  sway  through  unimagin*d  scenes, 
Elysian  tracts,  and  philosophic  plains : 
These,  these  are  climes  of  ever-living  joy ; 
Truth  neW  can  satiate,  reason  ne*er  can  cloy. 
O  worthy !  far  more  worthy  to  explore. 
Than  treasured  lustre  of  Peruvian  ore ; 
Or  supererogated  store,  aoquir'd 
By  pilgrimage,  to  saintship  long  expir'd. 
In  Nature's  realms  no  wretched  levees  wait. 
No  monarchs  hold  their  arbitrary  seat ;  180 

Far  different  law  her  beauteous  empire  swgys, 
And  Order  dictates  her  unerring  ways. 

Here  may  we  q>y,  from  the  Supreme  of  things. 
How  first  the  originate  material  springs ; 
How  substituted  Natu/e  moulds  her  forms. 
What  tender  love  her  infant  embryo  warms. 
What  tempering  skill  the  boon  conception  frames; 
And  trace  her  maze  of  complicated  schemes. 
Where  differing  parts  identity  compose. 
Yet  endless  how,  from  One !  each  varying  essence 

flows; 
Each  v^etable  set  in  beds  of  bliss,  191 

Their  sap  exhaling  from  the  Prime  Abyss. 


Ver.  145.  lobes  mise.'\  which  lobes,  upon  a 

fnther  growth,  are  eflfoliated,  and  rise  about  the 
young  plant  in  two  dissimilar  leaves,  (being  now 
nourished  in  their  turn  by  the  radicle  which  they 
had  formerly  fostered)  and  thus  protect  and  em- 


See,  baehftil  why  the  dc^powud  roote  retire, 

(While  np  to  Heaven  their  kindred  tnnks  aspire) 

Obliquely  some,  and  some  with  steep  duaecut ; 

Some  level,  with  direct  M- tortnoos  bent ; 

Some  to  a  root  their  tetfaer'd  trunks  oondemB, 

Attracting  prone  the  yet  reluctant  stem ; 

While  some  peep  up,  to  view  the  gladsome  skies; 

And  some  rotund,  with  bold  projected  size,      ^ 

And  intersected  horixon,  arise. 

See,  wondrous  thus  how  each  sagacknis  root. 

As  marksmen,  to  their  several  signals  shoot ; 

What  Cause  reversM  the  separate  bias  guides. 

And  whence  the  still  dissenting  movement  glides. 
Their  figures,  piiant  to  some  plastic  skill. 

Alike  obsequKMis  to  iis  secret  will, 

With  pointed  cone  the  yidding  strata  pass; 

Or  here,  accumulate  their  bulbous  mass ; 

Here  bulky*  taper,  parted  or  entire;  SIO 

Here  writhing,  twist  their  complicated  wire; 

Here  ramified,  their  lorky  branches  spread  ; 

Or  tasseird  here,  their  fibrous  fringes  shed; 

Adjusted  through  each  mnkifiirious  sect. 

And  efficacious  to  some  point  elect— 

Elect,  within  while  Wisdom  dwells  replete, 

Incomprehenstve  through  his  sacred  seat. 
Hence,  hence  alone,  the  final  causes  tend. 

And  reach  unerring  each  appointed  end; 

The  maxe  of  endless  implication  wmd,  dSO 

Directed  by  the  clue  of  AlWpcrceiving  Mind. 
Hence  from  the  seraph's  intellectnal  raT» 

To  reason's  spark,  that  gilds  our  senaual  day ; 

To  life  (scarce  consckws)  m  th'  initinctive  brute  ; 

To  reptile,  plant,  and  vegetating  root; 

The  features  in  conspicuous  semblance  shine. 
And  speak,  through  all.  One  Parent  all  Divine. 

Thus  answering  lively  to  organic  sense. 
The  plants  half  animate  their  powers  dispenee : 
The  mouth's  analogy  theb  root  displays,  S30 

And  for  th*  intestine  viseera  purveys ; 
Their  liquors  through  respondent  vessels  flow. 
And  organ-like  their  fibrtms  membranes  grow: 
Nor  yet  inadequate  their  congruous  use 
Of  mucilages,  lymph,  and  lacteal  juice  ; 
The  flood  oonsimilary  ducts  receive. 
And  glands  refine  the  separated  wave ; 
Red<Hinding  vapours  through  the  pores  transpire^ 
And  for  the  fresh  ingredient  guests  retire. 
Reversed,  their  tradiiB  operate  from  beneath,   S40 
And  through  the  trunk  aerial  conduits  breatbe; 
Their  lignous  fibres  with  continuous  length. 
Equivalent,  compact  a  bony  strength ; 
But  form'd  dastic,  with  inclining  shade. 
Their  yidding  stems  each  stormy  gust  evade : 
So  forest  pines  th'  aspiring  mountain  ckitbe,' 
And  self-erected  towers  the  stately  growth. 

But  where  the  strength  of  mighty  fsbrie  fub, 
There  art  with  ■mnlajntiMiin—s  snatts  — _ 
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White  these,  more  ndM  thnmgh  dependence  gain, 

And  ftrobg  in  hidigeaoe  on  Nmtnre  lean. 

Thus  fifom  the  couch  of  Earth's  embroidered  bed, 

In  elegance  of  vernal  foliage  spread ; 

FVom  poise  leguminous,  of  ▼eiduroQS  hue; 

From  herbal  tribes,  bedropp'd  with  morning  dew; 

The  gourd,  inhabiting  the  pasturM  glade ; 

The  tufted  bush  and  umbelliferous  shade ; 

The  feeble  stems  that  luscious  viands  bear. 

Nor  less  sublime  their  pamper*d  tension  rear :  86() 

Through  botany,  through  every  sylvan  scene. 

That  various  deck  the  vegetating  plain, 

Even  to  the  proud  primeval  sons  of  Earth, 

That  rise  superior  in  their  right  of  birth, 

Whose  heights  the  blasting  volley*d  thunder  stand, 

In  ruin  still  magnificently  grand ; 

Distinct,  each  species  of  p^mliar  frame. 

Distinct,  peculiar  love  and  fnidneaB  claim ; 

Indalg'd  by  Nature's  kind  parental  care. 

As  each  alone  were  her  appointed  heir.  270 

Thus  mantling  mug  beioieath  a  verdant  veil. 
The  creepers  draw  their  horixontal  trail ; 
Wide  o'er  the  bank  the  plantal  reptile  bends, 
Adown  its  stem  the  rooty  fringe  depends. 
The  feeble  boughs  with  anchoring  safety  binds. 
Nor  leaves  precarious  to  insulting  winds. 
The  tendrils  next,  of  slender  belplese  size. 
Ascendant  through  luxuriant  pampering  rise ; 
Rind  Nature  BodhB  their  innocence  of  pride. 
While  bnoy'd  aloft  the  flow'ring  wantons  ride; 
With  food  adhesion  round  the  cedar  cling,       881 
And  wreathmg  circulate  their  amorous  ring; 
Soblirae  with  windhig  maturation  gnm. 
And  elench'd  retentive  gripe  the  topmost  bough ; 
Here  climb  direct  the  ministerial  rock, 
And  clasping  firm  its  steepy  fragments  look ; 
Or  various,  with  agglutinatii^  guile. 
Cement  tenacious  to  some  neighbouring  pile ; 
Investing  green,  some  fabric  here  ascend, 
And  clustering  o^er  its  pinnacles  depend.  890 

Defective,  where  contiguous  props  evade. 
Collateral  they  spring  with  mutual  aid  ; 
Ofllcious  brace  their  amicable  ^nd, 
And  by  reciprocal  communion  stand : 
Bless'd  model !  (by  humanity  expeU'd)        [held. 
'Hie  whole  upholding  each,  the  whole  by  each  up- 
Thetr  social  branch  the  wedded  plexures  rear,     , 
(Proximity  of  combination  dear) 
High  arcldng,  cipher  love's  enamour*d  knot, 
And  wave  the  fragrance  of  inviting  grot, 
Or  cool  recess  of  odoiifiBrous  shade, 
^  fuk  the  peasant  in  the  panting  glade ; 
Or  lace  the  coverture  of  pamted  boweiv     [shower. 
While  fWwn  the  enamdl'd  roof  the  sweet  profbsioiM 
Here  duplicate  the  range  divides  beneath, 
Above  united  in  a  Biantlmg  wreath ; 
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With  continuity  protracts  delight, 

Imbrown*d  in  umbrage  of  ambiguous  night ; 

Perspicuous  the  rista  charms  our  eye. 

And  open%  Janus  like,  to  either  sky ;  310 

Or  stills  attention  to  the  feather'd  song. 

While  echo  doubles  from  the  warbling  throng. 

Here,  winding  to  the  Sun's  magnetic  ray, 
The  solar  plants  adore  the  lord  of  day. 
With  Persian  rites  idolatrous  incline. 
And  wonhip  towards  his  consecrated  shriile ; 
By  south  from  east  to  west  obsequious  turn. 
And  niov*d  with  sympathetic  ardours  bum. 
To  these  adi^erse,  the  lunar  sects  dissent. 
With  convolution  of  opposed  bent ;  380 

From  west  to  east  by  equal  influence  tend, 
And  towards  the  Mooo^  attractive  crescence  bend  ; 
There,  nightly  worship  with  Sdonian  xeaJ, 
And  queen  of  Heaven  Astarte^  idol  hail. 

**  O  Nature,  whom  the  song  aspires  to  scan! 
O  Beauty,  trod  by  proud  insulting  man. 
This  boasted  tyrant  of  thy  wondrmis  ball. 
This  mighty,  haughty,  little  lord  of  all ; 
This  kmg  o'er  reason,  but  this  slave  to  sense, 
Of  wisdom  careless,  but  of  whim  immense ;      330 
Towards  Thee,  incurious,  ignorant,  profane ! 
But  of  Jiis  own,  dear,  strange,  productions  vain ! 
TlMm,  with  this  champion  let  the  field  be  fought. 
And  Nature's  simplest  arts  'gainst  human  wwdom 

brought : 
Let  elegance  and  bounty  here  umte — 
There  kings  beneficent  and  courts  polite; 
Here  Nature's  w«dth-— there  chymist's  golden 

dreams; 
Her  texture,  here— and  there   the   statesman's 

schemes; 
Conspicuous  here  let  sacred  truth  ai^>ear—     339 
The  courtier's  word  and  lordling's  honour  there ; 
Here  native  sweets  in  boon  proftisidn  flow- 
There  smells  that  scented  nothing  of  a  beau ; 
Let  justice  here  unequal  combat  wage— 
Nor  poise  the  judgment  of  the  law-leam'd  sage ; 
Though  all-proportion'd  with  ezactest  skill. 
Yet  gay  as  woman's  wish,  and  various  as  her 
wUU'* 

O  say,  ye  pitied,  envied,  wretched  great. 
Who  veil  pemicioa  with  the  mask  of  state ! 
Whence  are  those  domes  that  reach  the  mocking 

skies. 
And  vainly  emulous  of  Nature  rise  ?  350 

Behold  the  swain  prqjected  o'er  the  vale ! 
See  slumbering  peaoe  his  rural  eyelids  seal  ; 
Earth's  flowery  lap  supports  his  vacant  head  ; 
Beneath  his  limbs  her  broider'd  garment's  spread  ; 
Aloft  her  elegant  pavilkm  bends. 
And  hvmg  shade  of  Tegetatkm  lends. 
With  ever  propagated  bounty  blesB*d, 
And  hospitably  spread  for  every  guest : 
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The  fibres,  matcU^sg  by  ezpressiTe  line, 
Arachne's  dable  or  eth«real  twine, 
Continuous,  with  direct  ascension  rise, 
And  lift  the  trunk,  to  |»rop  the  neigbbonring  skies. 
Collateral  tubes  inth  respiration  play,  . 
And  winding  in  aerial  mazes  stray.  370 

These  as  the  woof,  while  warping,  and  atiiwart 
The  exterior  ioortical  insertions  dart 
Transverse,  with  cone  of  equidistant  rays, 
Whose  geometric  form  the  Forming  Hand  displays. 
Recluse,  the  interior  sap  and  vapour  dwells 
In  nice  transparence  of  minutest  ceils ; 
From  whence,  through  porc»s or  transmigrating  vein6 
Sublimed  the  liquid  correspondence  drains. 
Their  pithy  mansionsquit,  the  neighbouring  choose. 
And  subtle  through  the  adjacent  pouches  ooae ; 
Refin'd,  expansive  or  regressive  pass,  ^1 

Transmitt^  through  the  horizontal  mass ; 
Compressed  the  lignmis  fibres  now  assail. 
And  entering  thence  the  essential  sap  exhale; 
Or  lively  with  efiiisive  vigour  spring. 
And  form  the  circle  of  the  annual  ring. 
The  branch  implicit  of  embow*ring  trees. 
And  foliage  whispering  to  the  vernal  breeze; 
While  Zephyr  tun'd,  with  gentle  cadence  blows. 
And  Inll'd  to  rest  consenting  eyelids  dose.        390 
Ah !  how  unlike  those  sad  imperial  beds^ 
Which  care  within  the  gorgeous  prison  spreads ; 
Where  tedious  nights  are  sunk  in-sleepless  down. 
And  pillows  vainly  soft,  to  ease  the  thorny  crown ! 
Nor  blush,  thou  rose,  though  bashful  thy  array, 
Transplanted  chaste  within  the  raptur'd  lay ; 
Through  every  bush  and  waibled  spray  we  sing, 
And  with  the  titmet  gratulate  the  spring ; 
Sweep  o*er  the  lawn  or  revel  on  the  plain. 
Or  gaze  tke  florid  or  the  fragrant  scene ;         400 
The  flowers*  forensic  beauties  now  admire, 
The  impalement,  foliation,  down,  attire, 
Couch'd  in  the  pannicle  or  mantling  veil. 
That  intercepts  the  keen  or  drenching  gale ; 
lts:in£snt  bud  here  Swath*d  with  fostering  care. 
Or  fledg'd  and  opening  to  the  ambient  air ; 
Or  bloom  dilated  in  the  silken  rose. 
That  flushed  mature,  with  kindling  radiance  glows; 
Or  shrunk  in  covert  of  its  mantling  bower, 
(Now  ushers  evening  cool  or  chillmg  shower)   410 
And  skilPd  prophetic,  with  eluding  form, 
Anticipates  approach  of  ruiQing  storm. - 
Or  now  we  pore  with  microscopic  eye, 
And  Nature's  intimate  contextures  spy; 
Her  economics,  her  implicit  laws. 
The  eiects  how  wondrous  deep !— how  wondrous 

high  the  Cause ! 
Now  view  the  floret's  miniature  of  state, 


Wi&in,  the  goests  of  animfttetile  rMse 
Luxuriant  range  at  large  its  ample  space; 
Or  now  in  elegance  the  banquet  spretid. 
While  millions  at  the  sumptuous  ^mtt  are  fed. 
Now  see  whence  various  propagatioiis  breed. 
The  sucker,  scion,  spcout,  and  embryon  seed, 
In  wall  concrete  of  peachy  stone  secnr'd. 
Or  in  the  bower  of  wainseot  core  immuPd ; 
Or  foetus  in  the  •ec'Kidine  contam'd. 
Its  juices  through  the  umbilic  fibres  drain'd ;  450 
With  birth  of  prosperous  geoeratiun  spring. 
And  round  and  round,  hold  on  the  eternal  ring. 
While  pleasure  whispers  in  the  balmy  gale^ 
Or  wantons  venial  in  the  reveird  dale. 
Delight  reclinM  attends  the  pariing  rill ; 
Health  bounds  luxuriant  o'er  the  topmost  hill ; 
The  mount  aspiring  contemplation  climbs. 
And  outward  forms  to  inward  truth  sublimes ; 
Surveys  the  worlds  that  deck  the  azure  skies, 
Reflects  how  beftuteous  Earth's  productions  rise; 
The  system  one.  One  Maker  stands  confess'd,  441 
The  Prime,  the  One,  the  Wondrous  and  the  Bless'd; 
The  One  in  various  forms  of  Unity  exptem*^ ! 


UNIVERSAL  BEAUTY. 
BOOK  IV. 


The  author  having,  in  the  third  book,  taken  a  ihort 
survey  of  vegetable  nature,  proceeds  to  conider 
the  animal  system:  and  first  life  ia  genersL 
That  life,  perception,  &c.  are  terns  applicable 
to  some  being  <^  whose  essence  we  can  form  no 
adequate  idea,  verse  7th,  Ice.  Yet  that  sodi 
perception  and  oonaeiouttiess  are  an  evident  de- 
monstration both  of  the  existence  and  simptidty 
of  such  essence ;  and  in  this  simplicity  consisti 
what  we  call  personal  identity  or  sameaesi,  19 : 
that,  nevertheless,  we  are  not  to  conclude  that 
every  organized  being  is  informed  with  such  an 
essence,  so  as  to  have  an  actoaf  principle  of  mo- 
tion and  perception ;  since  tnany  such  may  pos- 
sibly be  no  other  than  pieces  dF  Almighty  me- 
chanism, and  matttf  so  carioosly  acted  opos, 
may  deceive  us  with  the  appenranoe  of  internal 
action,  S3.  That  if  ever  matter  is  wrought  to 
such  an  appearance  of  life»  it  is  the  utmost  per- 
fection its  nature  is  cqrable  of;  and  that  itis 
impossible  it  shdnld  be  endued  with  any  real  set 
or  perception;  demonstrated,  51.  That  there- 
fore what  we  call  the  souL  oi^  sMch  essence  n 
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tore  of  their  frame ;  which  is  hete  giyep  as  an 
instance  of  general  organization '  and  bodily 
economy,  120.  The  circulation  of  the  blood 
continued  contrary  to  all  the  known  laws  of  mo- 
tioo,  by  the  operation  of  two  oppositely  acting 
causes,  142.  This  illustrated  by  a  comparison, 
163.  Which  comparison,  though  seemingly 
disproportioned,  is  not  really  so,  the  terms 
great  and  little  being  barely  relative,  and  One 
alone  being  absolutely  great,  in  respect  of 
whom  all  things  else  are  as  nothing,  205.  All 
motion  and  sensation  conveyed  by  the  mediation 
of  the  nerves  to  and  from  the  brain,  243,  where 
the  soul  is  seated ;  and  there  receiving  her  intel- 
Ugencies  from  the  senses  (which  are  here  de- 
scribed) informs  the  whole  bodily  system,  and 
through  the  organ  of  vision,  surveys  the  beauties 
of  nature,  263,  to  the  end. 

FaisH  from  his  task,  the  rising  bard  aspires. 
And  all  his  bosom  glows  with  recent  fires: 
life,  life,  new  forms  and  constitutes  the  theme ! 
The  song  too  kindles  in  the  vital  flame. 
Whose  vivid  principle  diffusive  spreads. 
And  through  our  strain  contagious  rapture  sheds. 
Whate'er  the  spark,  the  light,  the  lamp,  the  ray, 
Essence  or  effluence  of  Essential  Day, 
Substance  nr  transubstantiate,  and  enshrin'dt 
Soul,  spirit,  reason,  intellect  or  mind ;  10 

Or  these  but  terms,  that  dignify  the  use 
Of  some  unknown,  some  entity  abstruse— 
Perception  ^[teciftes  the  sacred  guest. 
Appropriate  to  the  individual  breast } 
Whence,  independence  through  dependence  flows, 
And  eacl)  uaknowmg  his  existence,  knows ; 
Existence,  varied  by  Almighty  plan. 
From  lowly  reptiles,  to  the  pride  of  man ; 
While  mcorporeal  in  corporeal  dwells, 
Piitinct  in  union,  of  associate  cells ;  20 


Ver.  13.  Perctplion  tpeafies,']  Though  (upon  the 
reasons  and  authority  oif  an  eminent  author)  it  has 
long  been  admitted,  that  persona]  identity  or 
sameness,  consists  m  consciousness;  yet  as  con- 
adousness,  whether  by  direct  or  reflex  perception. 
May,  at  most,  be  no  other  than  the  inseparable 
operation  or  active  principle  of  some  simple,  un- 
ehangeable,  or  individual  substance;  it  is  obvious 
to  di^te,  that  4uch  identity,  or  sameness,  may 
More  truly  exist  in  the  simplicity  or  unchange- 
ahlenesB  of  such  substance,  than  in  any  operation, 
whether  separable  or  inseparable;  and  yet,  on  the 
other  hand,  it  te  most  evident,  that  a  consciousness 
agreeing  through  differently  distant  points  of  du- 
nitioo,  or  (if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expressioD)  a 
consentaneous  perception,  is  the  highest  demon- 
Mention  of  the  identity  of  such  substance,  as  no 
one  substaaee^  or  being,  can  perceive  for  another  $ 
which  again  is  a  further  demonstration  of  the  rim- 
pUcity  or  unchangeableness  of  such  substance,  as 
it  now  perceives  fbr  that  very  self,  which  it  also 
perceives  was  the  same  or  idcnitieal  self,  from  the 
first  instant  of  its  perception,  notwithstanding  all 
the  varions  changes  and  revolutions  it  has  obsored 
through  all  nature  beside 

Ver.  16w  ...  each ufdmdunng  kit  exkience.]  whence 
we  knew,  that  we  who  now  are,  were  in  times  past ; 
though  what  we  are,  or  were,  we  know 


Whence  poweis their  primeinforming  acts  dispense* 
And  sovereign  guide  the  ministry  of  sense. 

Though  what!  if  oft,  while  Nature  works  unseen. 
And  locomotive  forms  the  nice  machine. 
Sublimed  and  quick  through  elemental  strife. 
The  insensate  boaste  its  vegetative  life ; 
A  steaming  vapour  through  the  mass  exhales. 
And  warming  breathes  its  imitative  gales  ; 
Fomenting  in  the  heart's  vibration  plays. 
And  circling  winds  the  tubulary  ma«e$  30 

With  conscious  act  the  vivid  semblance  vies. 
And  subtle  now  the  sprightly  nerve  supplies; 
Unconscious  lifts  the  lucid  ball  to  light. 
And  glares  around  with  unperceiving  sight; 
Or  studious  seems  to  muse  with  thought  profound. 
Or  lists  as  'wak'd  to  catch  the  flying  sound- 
So  tempered  wondrous  by  mechanic  scheme. 
The  Sovereign  Geometrician  knits  the  frame ; 
In  mode  of  organizing  texture  Wrought, 
And  quick  with  spirited  quintessence  fraught :    40 
When  objects  on  the  exterior  membrane  press. 
The  alarm  runs  inmost  through  each  daric  recess. 
Impulsive  strikes  the  corresponding  springs. 
And  moves  th'  accord  of  sympathetic  strings ; 
Effects  like  acts  inevitable  rise, 
(Preordinate  in  the  Desi^  Allwise) 
Yet  still  their  earthly  ongtn  retain. 
Reductive  to  the  principle  tepvne. 
Though  curious  to  deceive  with  mimic  skill. 
And  feint  the  dictate  of  interior  wilL  50 


Ver.  19.  JVhiU  mcorporeaL']  neither  the  manner 
in  which  the  union  between  such  substance  and 
matter  is  made,  so  as  to  inform  the  stupid  mass 
with  an  action  utterly  alien  to  its  nature. 

Ver.  23.  Though  wAo/.]  In  the  account  to  which 
this  note  is  annexed,  I  have  doubtless  assigned  a 
capacity  of  higher  perfections  to  matter  than  it 
will  easily  be  admitted  susceptible  of;  and  there- 
fore I  was  obliged  to  call  in  no  less  than 

Ver.  38.  Saoereign  Geometrieian,']  Omnipotence 
to  support  the  scheme,  who  actuating  and  inform- 
ing all  nature  by  his  wisdom,  as  he  created  it  by 
his  will,  the  creature  so  subjected  cannot  possibly  ' 
withstand  the  creating  power,  and  nothing  to  him 
is  impossible,  but  impossibility,  that  is  i|npoteooe, 
or  what  in  the  very  suppositkm  destroys  that  very 
power  it  would  assert^  nor  are  such  impotential 
hypotheses  unfrequently  started  and  defended  by 
a  misguided  zeal,  which  in  the  behalf  of  Omnipo- 
tence would  dest^y  the  very  nature  of  power,  in- 
distinctly confounding  truth  and  falsehood,  and 
thereby  ascribing  and  subjecting  all  things  rather 
to  an  unaccountable  arbitrary  will,  than  to  an  in- 
finite power  ever  guided  equaHy  by  that  inflnite 
wisdom  which  equally  and  infinitely  eontemplatea 
and  actuates  nature,  agreeable  to  that  order  and 
those  laws  originally  by  that  wisdom  impressed  oo 
all  things*^-!,  shoaid  be  unwilling  to  lay  an  erroor 
of  this  kind  .to  the  4}harge  of  a  woithy  prelate  of  a 
neighbouring  jwtion,  author  of  a  late  noost  learned 
treatise,  whoBela  >e -denies  that  brutes  or  the  infe- 
rior animai  system  is  endued  with  any  being  dis- 
tina  from  matter,  and  yet  does  not  seem  to  me  to 
account  for  the  existence  of  actions  of  such  animals 
as  mere  machines;  but  if  I  do  not  grossly  misap- 
prehend him,  he  ascribes  to  tbe^,  and  consequently 
to  mere  matter  under  the  term  of  animal  life,  an 
inferior  kind  of  perception  and  ideas,  and  thus  has 
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Here,  matter'i  fix*d  eternat  barriers  stand  ; 
Thoagh  wrought  beneath  th'  Almighty's  fomirag 

hand, 
Though  subtiliz'd  beyond  the  kindling  ray. 
Or  sacred  flame  of  Heaven's  empyreal  day. 
No  plexur'd  mode,  no  aptitude  refin'd. 
Can  jrield  one  glimpse  of  all-informing  mind ; 


carried  the  perfections  of  matter  to  a  higher  pitch 
than  I  can  pretend  to  with  any  appearance  of  rea- 
son or  even  possibility.  I  shall  hereafter  have  a 
more  ample  and  proper  opportunity  to  show  the 
absurdity  of  this  hypothesis,  and  shall  at  present 
only  hrat  a  few  reasons  that  are  applicable  to  the 

occasion,  which  ar«  these * 

Ver.  51.  Here,  matter'i  fix^d.'i  Whether  matter 
be  divisible  ad  infinitum  or  not,  if  it  is  capable  of 
any  degree  of  perception,  such  perception  must 
et&er  be  naturally  inherent,  or  arise  from  some 
peculiar  modification:— now  as  no  two  parts  of 
matter  can  exist  in  the  same  place,  (for  then  nei- 
ther part  would  exist  in  any  place,  as  each  would 
occupy  the  place  of  the  other)  the  parts  however 
harmoniously  modified,  or  closely  united,  are  ab- 
solutely distinct  from  each  other,  since  then*  cohe- 
rence can  only  consist  in  neighbourhood  or  conti- 
guity, and  not  in  coiporation: — if  therefore  the 
parts  so  distinct  have  any  inherent  perception,  they 
must  have  a  perception  as  distinct  from  eachothor 
as  their  parts ;  and  if  divisible  ad  infinitum,  there 
is  such  a  confusion  of  indistinct  distinct  percep- 
tions, as  is  too  absurd  for  any  thing  but  a  jest — 
But  if  matter  is  reducible  to  atoms,  and  every 
atom  supposed  to  perceive,  I  would  ask  how  atoms 
can  be  organized  so  as  to  see,  hear,  smell,  5cc  and 
if  organization  is  necessary  to  the  perception  of  > 
matter,  either  such  perception  arises  entirely  new 
from  tiie  organization,  or  the  organization  only 
gives  a  liberty  of  action  to  the  perception  that  was 
prior  and  distinctly  latent  in  every  part: — but  if 
m  the  former  suppositioD  such  perception  is  solely 
produced  by  the  organization  or  modification,  or- 
ganizatkm  or  modification,  however  nice  or  me- 
chanic, being  no  other  than  a  mode  of  form  or 
figure,  the  most  extraneous  and  incidental  of  any 
property  of  matter,  and  perception  being  the  most 
absolute  and  simple  of  any  thing  we  know,  and  by 
which  ak>ne  we  know  all  that  we  do  know ;  such 
h3rpothesis  I  say  carries  in  itself  such  a  palpable 
contradiction  and  confutation,  as  to  make  what  is 
simple,  absolute,  and  invariable,  ta  be  produced 
by  what  is  most  compound,  precarious,  and  change- 
able, nay,  by  a  mere  relative  term,  figure  being  no 
other  than  the  circumscription  of  space  surround- 
ing a  finite  body. — But  if  in  the  last  case  and  re- 
^g^  organization  or  modification  is  supposed  only 
to  give  a  power  of  action  to  what  was  before  latent 
in  the  parts  of  nuitter,  if  the  perceptions  continue 


Hie  parts  distinct  in  firm  odhesion  lie. 
Distinct  as  those  that  range  the  distant  sky ; 
Time's  fleeting  points  the  unreal  self  devour,      59 
Varied  and  lost  through  every  cfaangeUng  hour; 
Whence  the  precarious  system,  though  oompact. 
Can  ne'er  arrive  to  indivklual  act ; 
Since  impotence  absurdly  should  ensue, 
Distinction  be  the  same,  and  one  be  ten  or  twa 

Not  so»  in  intellectual  splendoors  bright, 
The  soul's  irradiance  bums  with  native  light. 
With  vision  of  internal  powers  profound, 
A  pure  essential  unit,  ino(Anpouod ; 
Celestial  queen,  with  conscious  sceptre  grac'd, 
And  rights  in  prime  of  vital  actipn  plac'd !        70 
Hence  by  identity  all  thought  sahsiAts, 
And  one,  in  the  existing  one,  exists  i 
The  one  indissoluble  must  exist. 
And  deathless  through  eternity  subsiet 

Tbou  Sole  Prerogative,  Supreme  of  Richt, 
Deep  Source  of  Principle,  and  Light  of  Light, 
Whose  is  will  6e,  whose  will  be  ever  was, 
Of  Self  Essential  Coessential  Cause  ! 
If  not  unhallowed,  nor  the  song  prolane. 
Nor  voice  of  matin  elevation  vain ;  80 

Prime,  as  the  lark  with  eariiest  ra^pture  springs, 
And  warbling  soars  to  Goodness,  warbling  sings, 
To  thee  permissive  sings  wStfa  venial  lajrs. 
And  wings  his  pittance  of  ascending  praise— 
O!   whence  to  us?    or  whence  to  aught?   but 

thee! 
The  word,  the  bliss,  the  privilege, — to  be — 
Or  if  to  be,  for  thee  akme  to  be. 
Derivative  Great  Author  Sole !  from  thee 
Thou  Voluntary  Goodness  \  thus  immense 
To  pour  the  largess  of  perceptive  sense,  90 

Sense  to  perceive,  to  feel,  to  find,  to  know, 
That  we  e^joy,  and  you  alone  bestow. 


being  gone,  we  have  only  a  piece  of  perceptioD  re- 
maining ;  and  thus  also  perception  the  most  sim- 
ple of  all  units  must  be  daily  and  houriy  divided 
by  the  perpetual  flux  of  matter^ — 

Ver.  65.  Nol  to,  m  inUlUchtaL^  whence  I  most 
necessarily  and  inevitably  conclude,  that  whatever 
being  is  endued  with  the  least  degree  of  percep- 
tion, must  be  a  being,  substance,  or  essence,  as 
widely  and  oppositely  distinct  from  matter,  as  aoy 
two  thmgs  can  be  imagined :  and  though  I  do  not 
see  but  such  essences  may  be  of  infinitely  diffsnot 
natures,  and  consequently  difier  in  their  maonefs 
and  degrees  of  powers  and  perfectioDSs  yet  as  no 
being  can  perish  but  by  annihilation,  which  thoogh 
no  contradiction  to  Almighty  power,  can  yet  never 
be  admitted  consistent  with  that  creating  wisdom 
which  does  nothing  in  vain ;  since  even  matter  is 
otherwise  imperishable,  however  its  variatkn  may 
deceive  us,  which  only  arises  from  its  accidental 
properties  of  divisibility  and  cohesMo:   I  matt 
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OoqM  iDCiMtioD  crave  thy  vitftl  skill, 
The  Tirtuft]  FSat  of  creative  will  ? 
Leas  can  thy  flow  of  plebtitade  receiva 
RerentOD  from  the  goods  its  bounty  gave. 

Cbme  then,  O  Ghntitude,  endearing  gneit. 
Id  all  thy  feeXm  soft  snggestkms  dreis*d» 
^  And  heave  the  swell  of  each  exulting  breast  1 
IVasiBntiment  of  friendship's  cordial  tie!        100 
Thoa  thank«  ejEpressive  from  the  muitfntng  eye  I 
Tboa  pledge  anarM  of  firm  dependence  deur, 
RepdCd  on  Omnipresence,  ever  near^— — 
Through  all  that  breathe,  waft,  waft  thy  halkm'd 

gale. 
And  let  the  nniversal  wish  exhale ; 
In  sjrrophony  of  vocal  transport  raise. 
And  mount  to  Heaven  the  tributary  praise ! 
Whence,  happy  creatures !  all  your  blesshigs  flow. 
Tour  voice  to  praise  him,  and  your  skill  to  know ; 
Whence,  is  the  drops  that  deck  the  monnng's  robe, 
And  gem  the  bosom  of  the  twinkling  globe.      111 
Profnsive  gifts  the  SmiKng  Goodness  sheds. 
And  boon  around  his  boundless  plenty  spreads; 
Nought,  nought  exempt;  the  myriad  minim  race 
Inscrutable  amid  the  ethereal  space. 
That  mock  unseen,  while  human  opUe  pries 
Or  aids  the  search  with  microscopic  e3res. 
The  sweets  of  Deified  Complacence  claim ; 
To  him  display  the  wonders  of  thehr  frame. 
His  own  contexture,  where  Eternal  Art,  120 

Emotive,  pants  within  the  alternate  heart: 


Ver.  115.  InseruiabU  amiiL'i  As  I  claim  no  ad- 
vantage from  a  poetical  licence,  to  assert  any  thing 
contrary  to  what  I  apprehend  as  truth ;  it  may  rea- 
sonably be  demanded  here,  how  it  comes  to  be 
known  that  there  are  aninialcoles  so  minute,  as 
cannot  oome  under  the  cognizance  of  our  senses,  by 
which  alone  we  can  perceive  them.  But  I  think  it 
may  more  reasonably  be  answered ;  that  since  for 
many  ages  past  the  continual  and  successive  im- 
prc»vement8  that  have  been  made  in  natural  philo- 
sophy, by  perpetually  displaying  new  and  unima- 
gined  scenes  of  knowledge,  do  at  the  same  time  de- 
monstrate there  are  many  yet  unopened ;  and  since 
the  use  of  glasses  shows  us  how  much  our  eyes  were 
defective,  and  the  further  invention  and  improve- 
ments of  such  glasses  still  show  the  defect  of  all  the 
fermer,  and  yet  can  never  arrive  to  the  perception 
of  any  part  of  matter  or  inanimate  body  more  mi- 
nute than  many  systems  and  specieu  of  bemgs 
endo^  with  animal  life;  I  say,  upon  such  con- 
sidenition,  it  would  be  extremely  absurd  to  stop 
ber4  and  assert  there  is  nothing  further  left  for  an 
Infinite  and  All  Operating  Wisdom. 

Ver.  181.  ^mo/to#,paAtr.]  And  further— As  equi- 
vocal sreneration,  upon  the  soundest  reasons,  search, 
and  experiments,  is  most  justly  exploded  ^however 


Here  from  the  lungs  the  purple  ^nrents  glide. 
And  hence  impulsive  bounds  the  sanguine  tide. 
With  blithe  pulsation  beats  the  arterial  maze. 
And  through  the  branching  oomplicatian  plays ; 
Ito  wanton  floods  the  tubal  sysUfin  lave. 
And  to  the  veins  resign  their  vital  wove; 
Through  glands  refining,  shed  specific  juice, 
Secreted  nice  to  each  appropriate  use; 
Or  here  expansile,  in  meanders  bend,  1 30 

While  through  the  pores  nutritive  portions  tend, 
Their  equal  aliment  dividual  share. 
And  similar  to  kindred  parts  adhere. 
From  thousand  rills  the  flux  con^nuons  drains. 
Now  swells  the  porta,  now  the  cava  veins; 
Here  rallies  last  the  recollected  blood. 
And  on  the  right  pours  in  the  cordial  flood : 
While  gales  ingredient  to  the  thorax  pass. 
And  bribing  lungs  imbibe  th*  ethereal  mass; 
Whence,  their  licentious  ducts  dilation  claim,     1 40 
And  open  odious  to  the  welcome  stream. 
Which  salient,  through  the  heart's  contractile  force. 
Expulsive  springs  its  reeontinual  coone. 
The  captive  air,  impatient  of  retreat. 
Refines  expansive  with  internal  heat. 
Its  levity  too  rare  to  poise  the  exterior  weight ; 
Compressive  round  the  incumbent  ether  lies. 
And  strict  its  elemental  fold  applies. 
Whence  either  pulmonary  lobe  expires. 
And  all  the  interior  subtle  breath  retires ;  150 

Subsiding  lungs  their  labouring  vessels  press. 
Affected  mutual  with  severe  distress. 
While  towards  the  left  their  confluent  torrents  gush. 
And  on  the  hearts  sinister  cavern  rush ; 
Collected  there  complete  their  circling  rout. 
And  vigorous  from  their  venal  engme  shoot. 
Again  the  heart's  constrictive  powen  revive. 
And  theftvsh  fountain  through  the  aorta  drive; 
Arterial  valves  oppose  the  refluent  blood. 
And  swift  injections  push  the  lingering  flood ;     160 
Sped  by  the  last,  the  foremost  currents  bound, 
AJid  thus  perennial  run  the  purpling  round. 
So  where  beneath  the  culminating  beam 
From  India  south  the  expanded  oceans  steatft, 

ancetosuch  perception— And  ajf:atn,this  organiza<«. 
tion  in  the  present  flux  and  incertain  state  of  matter, 
must  be  supported,  continued,  and  supplied  by  as 

proper  and  eqiiivalent  means,  as 

Ver.  1«8.  nnmgk  glaiuU  refimHg.'\  secretion 

Ver.  130.  Or  here  expansile,]  nutrition 

Ver.  138.    H^kile  gales  mgredietiL^   respiration, 

and 

Ver.  151.  Skbsiding  htngs^}  sanguification;  the 
manner  of  which  (so  long  and  often  debated)  is  at 
clearly  and  intelligib  y  represented,  as  the  concise- 
ness uf  this  plan  will  admit ;  and  is  in  some  measure 

illustrated  by  the  fbllowing 

Ver.  163.  S»  whe  e  bemeath]  allusion ;  where  the 
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Intense  their  terind  exhalations  tise, 
And  scale  the  steep  of  equinoctial  skies; 
Collectetf  nofw  progressive  proodly  sail. 
And  ride  high  borne  upon  the  trading  gale ; 
Now  'thwart  the  trope,  or  zone  antarctic  steer. 
And  now  aloof  the  Qipe's  emei^gence  veer;        170 
Now  wheeling  dexterous  wind  the  iEtbiop  main. 
And  shading  now  the  Atlantic  ocean  stain; 
Now  westward  hang  o'er  Montezuma's  throne. 
And  view  the  worlds  to  ancient  worlds  unknown: 
Around  the  antipodes  th'  adventurers  roam. 
And  exil'd  never  hope  their  native  home ; 
Some  pious  drops  the  restless  vagrants  shed. 
And  now  afresh  their  wing'd  effusion  spread; 
Askance,  or  cross  the  broad  Pacific  deep. 
Obliquely  north  the  floating  squadrons  sweep;  180 
Still  arctic  ply  to  reach  the  frozen  pole. 
Now  hurry'd  on  Sarmatian  tempests  roll ; 
Sinister  round  extreme  f  mans  bend. 
And  glooming  o'er  the  Scythian  realms  dq>end ; 
Now  driven  before  the  ke^  Septentrion  fly. 
And  intercept  the  clear  Norossian  sky ; 
Now  view  where  swath'd  the  mighty  Tartar  lay ; 
Now  sidelong  hover  on  the  Caspian  sea; 
Now  gather  blackening  from  the  further  shore, 
And  o'er  Armenia  sluice  th'  impetuous  store ;    190 
Euphrates  here  and  rapid  Tigris  swell. 
And  weep  their  streams  where  great  Darins  fielU 
Primeval  there,  the  blissful  garden  stood. 
Here,  youthful  Ammon  stemmed  the  torrent  flood. 
Circumfluous  rolls  the  long  disparted  tide. 
And  mighty  realms  the  wand'ring  flux  divide: 
Here,  Nineveh,  and  fair  Seleucia  rise; 
There,  Babel  vain,  attempts  the  laughing  skies, 
While  proudly  round  the  female  structures  gleam, 
And  break  and  tremble  in  the  blazing  stream ;  200 
Proficient  whence,  the  liquid  confluence  meet. 
And  through  the  gulf  their  kindred  ocean  greet; 
Urg'd  by  the  Moon,  abjure  the  pearly  shore. 
And  travel  whence  they  sprung— to  travel  as  before. 
How  the  song  smiles,  should  deeming  censure 
chide 
As  disproportion'd,  through  allusion  wide  1 
What  though  we  join  this  globe's  encumber'd  frame, 
The  deep  unfathom'd,  and  the  copious  stream. 
With  all  the  appendage  of  incumbent  skies. 
To  match  the  frame  of  animalcule  size —         210 
Our  theme  no  great  (of  One  exclusive)  knows ; 
No  little,  when  from  One,  that  One,  it  flows; 
This  globe  an  atom  W  the  native  space. 
Where  vortical  it  wheels  its  annual  race; 


Ver.  205.  Haw  the  song  smilet,'\  That  the  fbrmer 
comparison  is  by  no  means  inadequate;  great  and 
little,  being  but  relative  terms,  in  respect  of  finite 
essences  i  and  magnitude^  or  minuteness,  as  they 
appear  or  disappear  reciprocally  by  comparison, 
depending  barely  on  the  relations,  and  not  the 
ess^ces  or  nature  of  things ;  as  the  term  little  is 


Its  vortex  (by  a^aceat  wUilpools  boond) 

A  point  to  worlds  that  circling  Maze  around  ( 

Lost  in  the  whole,  these  vanish  in  tbeir  tmn, 

And  bnt  with  relatrve  effnlgence  bum: 

But  where  finite  to  Infinite  aspires. 

Shrunk  from  its  Lord,  the  universe  retires;     220 

A  shade  its  substance,  and  a  bbak  ks  state. 

Where  One,  and  only  One,  is  only  Great! 

All  equidistant,  or  afike  all  near. 

The  reptile  minim,  or  the  rolling  sphere; 

Alike  minutely  great,  or  greatly  leas. 

In  form  finite  Infinitude  express; 

Express  the  seal  of  Character  Divine, 

And  bright,  through  his  iafonning  radianoe  shke< 

Just  so  as  when  snhlime  the  fiiney  soars. 
And  worlds  on  worids  illimited  explores ;         230 


and  ocean,  to  its  tortex,  or  the  vast  extent  of  ipaoe 
that  includes  our  planetary  system,  in  which  Si- 
tnra  takes  thirty  years  to  finish  his  circle  round  tbe 
Sun;  upon  the  supposition  that  such  person  wcr 
transported  to  tbe  Son  in  the  centre  of  our  voites, 
and  the  Earth  transported  beyond  the  planet  Sstnrs, 
to  the  uttermost  verge  of  tbe  vortex;  this  Esrth, 
though  shining  with  reflected  lif^t,  would  not  thco 
appear  even  as  a  point,  and  would  only  be  visible  bf 
the  assistance  of  a  telescope. 

Ver.  215.  /If  vorUx.^  Again,  shoukl  snch  pem 
contemplate  the  surrounding  vortexes  within  hn 
ken,  where  all  the  planets  or  inhabited  worldi 
disappear,  and  nothing  is  perceived  but  a  glinuBer* 
ing  ray  shed  from  the  several  sans  that  shine  eadi  it 
the  centre  of  their  proper  vortex;  upon  oompsiiag 
ourvortical  system  to  those  other  worlds  or  systtni 
that  appear  numberless  in  his  view;  it  is  evidcnti 
that  in  the  oomparison,  oar  system  would  barely 
hold  the  proportion  of  a  unit  in  number^  or  a  poinC 
in  magnitude 

Ver.  217.  Lott  in  the  whoie.^  and  yet  lurthar, 
should  our  thoughts  extend  to  take  in  tboseotber 
vortexes»  systems,  and  sunk,  that  are  only  visible  by 
the  help  of  glasses;  and  extending  yet  fiirtber, 
comprehend  the  whole  imaginable  and  grind  vor 
terial  system  or  universe;  in  this  comparison,  all 
the  visible  worlds  in  their  tarn  would  shrink  to  a 
proportionate  points— 

Ver.  219.  But  whert  Jmke^^  But  should  we  at- 
tempt yet  higher,  and  compare  the  naivene  of  mat- 
ter, to  immensity,  the  attribute  of  Deity ;  here  the 
whole  universal  system,  with  which  our  thoughts 
were  so  greatly  expanded,  <|uite  vanishes;  since 
whatever  is  finite,  as  finite,  will  admit  of  no  ooopar 
rative  relation  with  infinity;  for  whatever  b  Iss 
than  infinite,  is  still  mfinitely  distant  from  mfinityi 
and  lower  than  infloaite  distance  ti»e  lowest  or  kast 
cannot  sink— «— 

Ver.  223.  i4// tf^uidMtoii.]  in  respect ^Jierefore  of 
the  Creator,  all  creatures  are  upon  a  level— 

Ver.  226.  /n/orm^to.]  ai^  ye*  by  being  ctm^ 
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Ko  md  of  thought,  or  time,  or  space  is  found, 
And  each  immense,  are  each,  in  either  drown'd : 
So  when  the  mind  to  central  beanty  tends. 
And  strict  to  fix  some  certain  period  bends, 
Id  Tain  its  ultimate  contractioB*s  sought, 
And  still  delusire,  shuns  the  labouring  thought; 
While  that  Immense !  whence  ev'ry  essence  came, 
Still  endless  reigns  in  each  minutest  frame. 

Attent've  then  inspect  the  voqdrous  scene. 
Nor  deem  our  animalcule's  textdre  ^ain ;  240 

Where  tun*d  through  eT*ry  corresponding  part. 
Its  system  doses  in  consummate  art. 
Quick,  from  the  mind's  imperial  mansion  shed, 
With  lively  tension  spins  the  nenrous  thread. 
With  flux  of  animate  eflSuria  stor'd. 
And  tubes  of  nicest  perforation  bor'd. 
Whose  branching  maze  through  every  organ  tends. 
And  unity  of  conscious  action  lends ; 
While  spirits  through  the  wand'ring  channels  wind, 
And  wing  the  messsage  of  informing  mind;       250 
Or  objects  to  the  ideal  seat  convey ; 
Or  dictate  motion  with  interna!  sway. 

As  when,  beneath  the  sultry  Lybian  ray, 
Coop*d  in  his  camp  the  Julian  hero  lay. 


whereas  outwardly  we  can  assign  no  certain  bounds 
to  the  works  of  an  infinite  energy 

Ver.  233.  So  when  the  miruL]  so,  on  the  other 
haod,  within  vre  are  as  much  kwt  and  bewildered,  in 
attempting  to  find  or  assign  any  point  or  period  in 
the  texture  of  the  most  minute  animalcule 

Ver.  237.  fVhite  that  Immerue.'i  while  the  har- 
mony and  infinity  of  the  Eternal  Artist  are,  in  some 
degree,  impressed  on  his  works;  and  as  outwardly 
we  oan  find  no  bounds,  so  inwardly  we  can  find  no 
end  of  art  and  beauty       ■ 

Ver.  239.  Attentive  then  vupect."]  Shall  we  then 
slight,  or  deem  that  little,  hi  which  immensity  is  so 
coQspicuoos  ?  or  trivial,  which  could  employ  no  less 
than  i^ifinite  wisdom  and  power  ? 

Ver.  243.  Quick,.from  the  wfittf*.]  It  has  ahready 
been  proved  in  tnis  book,  where  the  circnlation  of 
the  blood  was  treated  of  (vide  supra)  that  the  least 
animalcule  must  distinctly  and  perfectly  have  all 
the  proportion,  symmetry,  and  adjustment  of  that 
organized  texture,  which  is  indispensably  necessary 
for  the  several  functions  of  animal  life:  and  as 
I  there  choee  the  smallest  of  imaginable  animal 
creatures  for  the  general  instance  of  the  economy 
of  an  animal  body;  so  here  I  conthroe  it  as  an  in- 
stuice  of  general  motion  and  sensation,  both  of 
which  are  performed  by  the  mediation  of  the  nerves, 
that  all  tend  to  and  arise  from  the  brain  and  spinal 
marmw.  And  though  formerly  I  showed  that  mat- 
ter when  so  curiously  organized,  might  possibly  be 
susceptible  of  motion,  and  even  the  appearance  of 
sensation,  by  the  correspondence  of  its  inward  tex- 


Full  on  the  ditch  the  dusk  Numldians  bound, 
And  Rome*s  last  hopes  recruited  rage  around ; 
Serenely  still,  amid  the  dread  alarms. 
See,  Ciesar  sits,  the  mighty  soul  of  arms ! 
See,  at  his  nod,  the  various  combat  bums. 
And  the  wingM  scout  still  turns,  and  still  returns ! 
While  he,  the  war  sedately  weigh 'd  informs,    261 
Himself  unmov*d  amid  surrounding  storms. 

Just  so  supreme,  unmated,  and  alone. 
The  soul  assumes  her  intellectual  throne ; 
Around  their  queen  attendant  spirits  watch. 
Each  rising  thought  with  prompt  observance  catchy 
The  tidings  of  internal  passion  spread,  -  * 

And  through  each  part  the  swiit  contagion  shed. 
With  motive  throes  the  quick'ning  limbs  conceive; 
The  blood  tempestuous  pours  a  flushing  wave ;    270 
With  raging  swell  alternate  pantings  rise; 
And  terrours  roll  within  the  kindling  eyes. 
The  mind  thus  speeds  her  ministry  abroad. 
And  rules  obedient  matter  with  a  nod; 
Th'  obsequious  mass  beneath  her  influence  yields^ 
And  e'en  her  will  th'  unwieldy  fabric  wields. 
Through  winding  paths  her  sprightly  envo3rs  fly. 
Or  watchful  in  the  fiootier  senses  lie; 
Brisk  on  the  tongue  the  grateful  gusto  greet, 
An^  through  the  nerves  retnm  the  ideal  sweet; 
Or  mcense  from  the  nostrils'  gate  exhale,  281 

And  to  their  goddess'waft  the  odorous  gale; 
Or  musical  to  charm  the  list'ning  soul. 
Attentive  round  the  tortuous  ear  patrole,      « 
There  each  sonorous  undulation  wait. 
And  thrill  in  rapture  to  the- mental  seat ; 
Or  wondrous  to  the  organic  vision  pass. 
And  to  the  mind  inflect  the  magic  glass ; 
Here  borne  elate  upon  ethereal  tides, 
The  blithe  illuminated  glory  glides,  290> 

And  on  the  beam  the  painted  image  rides; 
Those  images  that  still  continuous  flow, 
EflQuviated  aro&nd,  above,  below. 


Scipio  and  the  confiederate  forces  of  Juba)  without 
moving  from  that  situation,  receives  all  the  concur- 
rent intelligences  from  abroad,  by  which  means  it 
is  iqstrueted  to  send  forth  its  orders  and  emissaries 
as  occasions  require,  and  thus  directs  and  mformt 
the  whole  bodily  system. 

Ver.  26S<i  Jutt  to  mtfreme,'\  It  is  an  observation 
of  an  author  learned  m  the  law,  that  non  omne 
simile  quatuor  pedtbus  currit ;  yet  as  our  passions 
(the  operation  of  which  is  above  described)  may  be 
called  a  state  of  warfare,  the  simile  even  m  that 
respect  is  not  unjust. 

Ver.  277.  Through  winding  paths,'\  1  did  not  thmk 
it  necessary  to  insert  here  Uie  sense  of  feeling,  not 
only  because  there  is  no  special  or  peculiar  organ  to 
which  it  bears  relation,  but  because  I  take  it  for  a 
sort  of  universal  sense,  all  sensation  being  performed 
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True  to  the  colour,  cfistaifce,  shape,  and  lize^ 
That  from  essential  things  perpetual  rise, 
And  obvious  gratnlate  our  woMd'ring  eyes ; 
Convey  the  bloom  of  Nature's  smiling  scene. 
The  vernal  landscaiie,  and  the  wat'ry  main; 
The  flocks  that  nibble  on  theflow*ry  lawn. 
The  frisking  lambkin,  and  the  wanton  fawn;    300 
llie  sight  how  grateful  to  the  social  soul. 
That  thus  imbibes  the  blessing)*  of  the  whole, 
Joys  in  their  ioy,  while  each  inspim  his  breast 
With  blessings  multiply*d  from  all  that 's  blessM ! 
Nor  less  yon  heights  th*  unfolding  Heaven  dis- 

Its  nightly  twinkle,  and  its  streaming  day ; 
The  page  impressed  conspicuous  on  the  skies, 
A  prefttce  to  the  book  of  glory  lies; 
We  mount  the  steep,  high  borne  upon  delight. 
While  hope  aspires  beyond— end  distances  the 
sight.  310 

Thus  Heav*n  and  Earth,  whom  varying  graces  deck. 
In  fun  proportions  paint  the  visual  speck; 
So  awfiil  did  th'  Almighty's  forming  will. 
Amazing  texture,  and  stupendous  skill. 
The  visionary  net  and  tunics  weave. 
And  the  bright  gem  with  lucid  humours  late ; 
So  gave  the  balPs  collected  ray  to  glow. 
And  round  the  pupil  arch'd  his  radiant  bow; 
Fkill  in  a  point  unmeasur*d  spaces  lie. 
And  worlds  illusive  dwell  within  our  eye.       320 
Yet  useless  was  this  textur'd  wonder  made. 
Were  Nature,  beauteous  object !  undisplay'd; 
Those,  both  as  vain,  the  object,  and  the  sight. 
Wrapt  from  the  radiance  of  revealing  lights 
As  vain  the  bright  illumtnatng  beam, 
Unwafted  by  the  medium's  airy  stream: 


Ver.  296b  And  obchus  gratulate.'\  by  whose  se- 
cond mediation  the  perceiving  soul  rejoices     ' 

Ver.  297 Moom  qf  Natwe*i  ttmling  tcene.'\ 

beholding  the  elegance  and  beau 'y  of  nature 

Ver.  299.  The  fioch  that  nibble.'}  but  chiefly 
those  animated  beings  who  through  lifSs  are  suscepti- 
ble of  happines»'— 

Ver.  301.  The  ngAt]  as  every  generous  person 
increases  his  happiness  by  rgoicing  in  the  happiness 
of  others— 

Ver.  303.  Nor  leu  yon  heightt.}  and  as  by 
of  this  miraculous  organ  of  sight,  the  beauties  of 
Earth  are  conspicuous,  so  in  the  first  page  of  Heaven 
escpanded  before  us,  to  raise  our  hope  to  an  as- 
surance of  further  bliss. 

Ver.  313.  So  mrful  didJ]  The  wonderful  texture 
of  the  eyi 


"ir«.«     OIK     T*!- 


..^  1  !a.  _i.^_^  /^^ 


Yet  vain  the  te«tur*d  eye,  and  objectCufi 
The  sunn^  lustre,  and  oonUnuons  air; 
Anuull'd  and  blank  this  grand  illustrious  scene, 
All,  all  its  grace,  and  lifeless  glories,  vain;       339 
Till  from  th*  Eternal  sprung  thb  efihient  soul, 
BlesiM  to  inspect,  and  comprehend  the  wholel 
O  whence,  say  whence  this  endless  beauty  springi, 
This  awful,  deaf,  delightful  depth  of  things? 
Whence  but  fit>m  thee !  thoo  Great  One!  tbotf 

Divine  ^ 
Placid !  and  Mild !  All  Ormcious!  All  Bemgn! 
Thou  Nature's  Parent !  and  Supreme  Desire ! 
How  lovM  the  offipring!  and  how  bless'd  the  Sie! 
How  ever  bless'd !  as  Uessh^  frooi  thee  fkiw. 
And  spread  all  bounteous  on  thy  works  bekiw : 
The  reptile,  wreath'd  in  many  a  wantoo  play;   S41 
And  insect,  basking  in  the  shine  of  day; 
The  grazing  quadruped,  and  plumy  choir 
That  earthly  bom  to  heavenly  heights  aspire^ 
All  species,  fbrm'd  beneath  the  solar  beam. 
That  numberiesfe  adorn  our  future  theme,— 
Fed  in  thy  bounty,  fashion*d  m  thy  skill, 
Cloth'd  in  thy  love,  instructed  in  thy  will» 
Safe  m  thy  conduct,  their  unerring  guide. 
All-save  the  child  of  ignorance  and  pride —      350 
The  paths  of  Beauty  and  of  Truth  pursue^ 
And  teadi  proud  msA  those  lectures  which  enne! 
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Tmis  Nature's  firame,  and  Nature's  God  we  sing, 

And  trace  even  life  to  its  Eternal  Spring — 

The  Eternal  Spring!    whence  stroamlng  bounty 

'       flows; 
The  Eternal  Light !  whence  ev'ry  radiance  gkfvt; 
The  Eternal  H^ht  of  hidetermin  d  iqwce  I 
The  Eternal  Depth  of  condescending  grace! 
Supreme !  and  Iffidst !  and  PrincipleT  and  End! 
The  Eternal  Father!  and  the  Eternal  Friend! 
The  Eternal  Love !  who  bounds  in  ev^iy  breast;  9 
The  Eternal  Bliss !  whence  ev'ry  creature's  bless'd-* 
While  man,  e'en  man,  the  lavish  goodness  shares 
The  wretch  offends,  and  yet  his  Goodness  spares; 
Still  to  the  wayward  wight  indulgent  turns. 
And  kindly  courts  him  to  the  peaoe  be  ^uiim; 
Emits  the  beam  of  intellectual  lights-  f 

Bright  is  the  beam,  and  wilful  is  the  nightr— 


nrvn^  xr. 
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tike  K^iture*s  kw  bo  eUtqaeDce  penuadef. 
The  mute  harangue  our  ev'ry  sense  invades ; 
Th'  apparent  precepts  of  the  Eternal  Will, 
U»  ev^7  work,  and  er'ry  object  fill ; 
Round  with  our  eyes  his  revelation  wheels^ 
Our  ev'ry  touch  his  demonstration  feels. 
Aad,  O  Supreme  !  whene'er  we  cease  to  know 
Thee,  the  sole  Source,  whence  sense  and  science 


flow! 


30 


Then  must  all  facuHy,  all  knowledge  foil. 
And  more  than  monster  o*er  the  man  preraiL 

Not  thus  he  gave  our  optic*8  vital  glance, 
Aoiid  onmiscient  art,  to  search  for  chance, 
BIhxl  to  the  chamkf  of  Nature's  beauteous  firaaie ; 
Kor  made  our  .organ  vocal,  to  blaspheme: 
146t  thus  he  will'd  the  creatures  of  his  nod, 
And  made  the  mortal,  to  unmake  his  God ; 
Breath'd  on  the  gk>be,  and  brooded  o'er  the  wave, 
And  J>id  the  wide  obsequious  world  conceive :      40 
Spoke  into  being  myriads,  myriads  rise. 
And  with  young  transport  gaze  the  novel  skies; 
Glance  from  the  surge,  bttieatb  the  surface  scud. 
Or  cleave  enormous  the  reluctant  flood  ^ 
Or  roll  vermicular  their  wanton  maze. 
And  the  bright  path  with  wild  meanders  glaze ; 
Frisk  in  the  vale,  or  o'er  the  mountoins  bound. 
Or  in  huge  gambols  shake  the  trembling  ground; 
Swarm    in    the   beam;    or   spread   the  plumy 

sail — 
The  plume  creates,  and  then  directs  the  gale :     50 
While  active  gaiety,  and  aspect  bright. 
In  each  expressive,  sums  up  all  delight 

But  whose  unmeasur'd  prose,  memorial  long  I 
Or  volubility  of  num'rous  song, 
Can  Nature's  infinite  productions  range, 
Or  with  her  ever-varying  apeciet  change  ? 
Not  the  fkmM  bard,  in  whose  surviving  page 
Troy  still  shall  stand,  and  fleiee  Pelides  rage ; 
Not  this  the  Mantuan's  rival  Muse  could  hope ; 
Nor  thou,  sole  object  of  my  envy,— Pope !         60 

Then  let  the  shoals  of  latent  nations  sleep, 
Safe  in  the  medium  of  their  native  deep ; 
Haply,  when  future  beauteous  scenes  mvfte. 
Haply  onr  line  may  draw  those  scenes  to  light. 

Meanwhile,  Earth's  minim  populace  inspect. 
With  just  propriety  of  beauties  deck'd ; 
Omsummate  each,  adapted  to  its  state, 
J^nd  highly  in  the  lowest  sphere  complete. 


y«r.  27.  Houttd  w'UA  our  eyw.]  The  Deity  neces- 
sarily inferred  from  the  contemplation  of  every  ob- 
ject  

^  Ver.  41.  Spoke  into  Aniig,]  But  more  especially 
▼isible  in  the  animate  creation,  so  infinitely  diversi- 
fied in  the  several  species  and  kinds  of 

Ver.  4a.  Glance  from  tk- surge.]  f»h 

Ver.  45.  Or  roll  vermkukr,]  reptiles— 
Ver.  47.  FHsk  m  tiu  oo/e.]  quadrupeds^— 

Ver.  49.  Swarm  in  the  beam.}  insects 

Ver.  49. pr  jpreod  ikepbmy  tatl.]  and  birds ; 

as  this  diversity  unites  in  one  universal  evidence  of 

One  Sole  Operator 

Ver.  67.  Consummate  wcA.]  whose  characteristic 
of  infinite  power  and  wisdom  is  equally  conspicuous 
in  all,  since  even  the  lowest  can  be  derived  from  no 
less  than  the  Highest;  and,  in  that  respect,  the 
lowest,  though  apparently  despicable,  is  Qiost  highly 
yaluable,  since  the  same  Extensive  Beoignity  ^mr 
descends  even  to  " 
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Sublime  the  theme,  and  claims  th'  attentive  ear. 
Well  worth  the  song,  since  worth  the  Almighty's 
care;  70 

Since  e'en   the   smallest   ftom  the    Great  One 

springs. 
Great  and  conspicuous  in  minutest  things ! 
The  reptile  first,  how  exquisitely  formed. 
With  vital  streams  through  ev'ry  organ  warm'd ! 
External  round  the  spiral  muscle  winds. 
And  fbldwg  close  th*  interior  texture  hinds ; 
Secure  of  limbs  or  needless  wing  he  steers, 
And  all  one  iocomotivA  act  appesirs: 
His  rings  with  one  elastic  membrane  bound, 
The  prior  circlet  moves  th'  obsequious  round ; 
The  next,  aod  next,  its  due  obed  ence  owes. 
And  with  successive  undulation  flows. 
The  mediate  glands,  with  unctuous  juice  replete, 
Their  stores  of  lubricating  guile  secrete ; 
Still  opportune,  with  prompt  emitision  flow. 
And  slipping  frustrate  the  deluded  foe ; 
When  the  stiff  clod  their  little  augers  bore. 
And  all  the  worm  insinuates  through  the  pore. 
Slow  moving  next,  with  grave  majet»tic  pace, 
Tenacious  snails  their  silent  progress  trace; 
Through  foreign  fields  secure  from  exile  roam, 
And  sojourn  safe  beneath  their  native  home. 
Their  domes  self-wreath*d,  each  architect  attend. 
With  mansions  lodge  them,  and  with  mail  de- 
fend: , 
But  chief,  when  each  his  wint'ry  portal  fanoM, 
And  mocks  secluded  from  incumbent  storms; 
Till  gates,  unbarring  with  the  vernal  ray. 
Give  all  the  secret  hermitage  to  day ; 
Then  peeps  the  sage  firom  his  unfolding  doors,    99 
And  cautious  Heaven's  ambiguous  brow  explores: 


90 


Ver.  73.  7^  reptUe first,]  earth-worm,  aod  has 
had  a  peculiar  regard  towards  it 

Ver.  74.  With  vital  streams.]  in  the  organizatioo 
of  its  frame— — 

Ver.  75.  External  round.]  its  wonderful  appara- 
tus for  motion,  by  a  most  especial  and  accurate  pro- 


Ver.  83.  The  meSate  glands.]  With  every  other 
mean  and  method  accommodated  to  its  sphere  of 
action;  and  conducting  to  the  safety  and  perfection 
of  its  state.  *^ 

Ver.  89.  Slaw  moving  next.]  The  same  mfinite 
Wisdom  operating  ever  equally,  though  variously, 
is  no  less  admnrable  in  the  diflferent  apparatus  for 
the  snail's  moti9n,  as  differently^  ada^ed  to  its 
different  state  azid  occasions-—— 

Ver.  90.  Tenacious  snaUs.]  by  a  broad  and  strong 
skin  on  either  side  the  belly,  and  the  emission  of  a 
glutinous  slime ;  by  the  assistanee  of  which  they 
adhere  to  any  surface  more  firmly  than  they  could 
do  with  claws  or  talons. 

Ver.  93.  Their  domes  se{f-wreothed.]  The  advan- 
tage of  their  shells,  which  th^  form  by  a  froth  or 
petrifying  juioe,  which  they  secreted  from  their 
body;  and  at  any  time  repair  a  firacture  or  breach 
in  their  building,  which  serves  them  both  for  house 
and  armour. 

Ver.  95.  But  chi^.]  And  which  they  close  up 
during  the  winter,  to  shot  out  the  inclemency  of 
the  leather,  and  also  to  prevent  any  consumption 
of  the  fluids;  by  which  means  they  want  no  nou- 
rishment at  a  time  that  they  cannot  be  readily 
^»ded.^  Digitized  by  V1jOO<^ 
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Towards  the  fofor  wMb  tout  telescopes  he  bends, 
And  OD  his  own  astrplogy  depends  ^ 
Assur'd  he  glides  beneath  the  smiling  calm,) 
Bathes  in  the  dew,  and  sips  the  morning  balm; 
,The  peach  this  pampering  epicure  devours, 
Aprf  dimbing  on  the  topmost  fruitage  towers. 

Such  have  we  cuU'd  from  nature's  reptile  scene. 
Least  accurate  of  all  the  wondrous  train. 
Who  plunged  recluse  in  silent  caverns  sleep ; 
Or  multipede.  Earth's  leafy  verdure  creep ;      110 
Or  on  the  poors  new  mantling  surface  play, 
And  range  a  drop,  ^a  whales  may  range  the  sea : 
Or  ply  the  rivulet  with  supple  oare. 
And  oft,  amphibious,  course  the  neighboring  shores; 
Or  sbelt'riug,  quit  the  dank  inclement  sky. 
And  condescend  to  lodge  where  princes  lie; 
There  tread  the  ceiling,  an  inverted  floor, 
And  from  its  precipice  depend  secure: 
Or  who  nor  creep,  nor  fly,  nor  walk,  nor  swim, 
But  claim  new  motion  with  peculiar  limb^        120 
Sncceesive  spring  with  quick  elastic  bound. 
And  thus  transported  pas5  the  refluent  groond. 

Or  who  all  native  vehicles  despise. 
And  buoy'd  upon  tlieir  own  inventions  rise; 
Slioot  forth  the  twine,  their  light  aerial  guide, 
And  mounting  o*er  the  distant  zenith  ride. 

Or  who  a  twofold  apparatus  share,  ^ 
Natives  of  £arth,  and  habitants  uf  air ; 
like  warriors  stride,  oppress'd  with  shining  mail, 
But  furl'd,,beneath,  their  stlken  pennons  veil :  130 
Dteceiv'd,  our  fellow  reptile  we  admire, 
His  bright  endorsement,  and  compact  attire. 
When  lo !  the  latent  sprinju:^  of  motion  play. 
And  rising  lids  disclose  the  rich  inlay ; 
The  tissuM  wing  its  folded  membrane  frees. 
And  with  blithe  quavers  fans  the  gathering  breeze ; 


Ver.  101.  Towards  the  fottr  xviruU.']  I  have  insert- 
ed this  opinion  of  snails  having  eyes  at  the  ends  of 
their  horns,  rather  in  submis6i<»n  to  authority,  than 
that  I  am  really  persuaded  it  is  sa  However,  they 
may,  in  a  great  measure,  be  said  to  see  with  their 
touch,  which  in  this  part  b  extremely  sensible,  and 
equally  serves  their  purpose 

Ver.  107.  Suck  have  we  cvll'd,}  and  since  the 
common  earth-worm  and  snail  (which  seem  the 
most  despicable  of  all  reptiles)  are  so  curioasly 
adorned,  and  provided  in  all  respects,  how  amazing 
must  the  saote  conduct,  care,  and  artifice  be, 
through  the  several  scenes  of  minute  animalcules ! 
who  leave  no  plae^  empty  of  suitable  inhabitants, 
and  are  doubtless  of  greater  consequence  in  nature, 
than  onr  partial  and  narrow  way  of  thinkmg  may 
imagine. 

Ver.  119.  Or  who  nor  creep.'\  Such  as  grasshop* 
pers,  crickets,  and  frogs. 

Ver.  123.  Or  who  aU  nathe^l  Spiders,  &c  whose 

a:«tk»a   or»  nvino>  fi\  a  fhrpAfl  Af  IfMVMU^MivfthlA  AnA. 


Elate  towards  Heaven  the  beanf  ons  wonder  flies, 
And  leaves  the  mortal  wrapped  in  deep  snrprke.    . 
So  wh&i  the  guide  led  Tobit's  youthful  heir. 
Elect,  to  win  the  seven  times  widow'd  fair,        140 
Th'  angelic  form,  conceard  in  hrnnan  guise, 
Deceiv'd  the  search  of  his  associate's  eyes; 
Till  swift  each  charm  bursts  forth  like  issuing  flame. 
And  circling  rays  confess  his  heavenly  frame ; 
The  zodiac  round  his  waste  divinely  turns. 
And  waving  radiance  o*er  his  plumage  bums: 
In  awful  transports  rapt,  the  youth  admires. 
While  light  from  earth  the  dazzling  shape  aspires. 

O  think,  if  superficial  scenes,  amaze. 
And  e'en  the  still  -familiar  wonders  please,  150 

These  but  the  sketch,  the  garb,  the  veil  of  things. 
Whence  all  our  depth  of  shallow  science  springs; 
Think,  should  this  curtain  of  Omniscience  rise. 
Think  of  the  sight!  and  thhik  of  the  surprise ! 
Scenes  inconceivable,  essential,  new, 
WhelmM  on  our  soul,  and  lightning  on  our  view  !— 


Ver.  149.  0  think  ]  But  what  is  there  m  nature 
that  is  not  equally  surprising  ?  We  are  ashamed 
not  to  account  for  objects  that  are  daily  obvious  to 

our  senses ;  and  yet  every  work  of  the  Deity 

Ver.  151.  These  but  the  tketeh,'\  in  many  respects, 
is  to  us  as  really  incomprehensible  as  the  Divine 
Operator;  for  who  can  gpve  rule  or  measure  to  the 
works  of  an  Infinite  Ardst  ?  and  if  we  only  super- 
ficially behold,  and  reason  from  the  qualities  of 

things 

Ver.  153.  Tkmk,  should  tkis  cttr/am.]  were  thb 
veil  at  once  laid  aside,  bow  insupporta^ly  conspicu- 
ous would  the  fiillness  of  Infinite  Wisdom  and 
,  Essential  Beauty  appear ;  pouring  on  our  weak  and 
unequal  senses!  We  should  then  be  convinced  of 
the  equal  folly  and  impiety  of  presumption  on  one 
side;  or  scepticism  on  the  other:  of  pretending  to 
know  all  things;  or  (because  we  know  not  tSi 
things)  of  inferring  that  nothing  is  to  be  known. 

0>ur  reason  indeed  is  not  infallible;  but  neither  is 
it  useless :  reason,  throughout  it?  sphere  of  know- 
ledge, perceives  a  wisdom  and  art  that  is  obvious 
and  inimitable;  and  hence  cannot  avoid  to  infer, 
that  the  same  wisdom  and  art  is  universal ;  and 
that  there  mnst  be  One  Sole  Onuiipreaent  and 
Adorable  Artist.  But  when  reason  attempts  a 
higher  pitch,  and  forms  to  itself  independent 
schemes  of  the  courses  of  nature,  or  fitnesses  of 
things ;  nothing  can  be  more  vain  than  such  a  dic- 
tating arrogance. 

That  there  is,  and  ever  will  be,  a  fitness  and  pro* 
priety  in  things,  is  evident  even  to  reason ;  because 
reason  perceives  sufllcient  wisdom  and  goodness, 
to  demonstrate  that  wisdom  and  goodness  now  are, 
and  ever  will  be,  the  sole  directmg  principles.  But 
to  say  to  what  infhiitely  wise  and  good  purposes 

«nnK    Arrmtt^fwt  ^rnmAm  *    ff\  a*v  lw\«r  IRnr     omI   in  ^li«t 
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Hofw  woatd  th«  vuQ  dispvtiQg  wretches  shrink, 
And  shiy'rinif  wbh  they  coald  no  ktoger  think ; 
Reject  each  model,  each  refbrmhig  scheme, 
No  tooger  dictate  to  the  Grand  Supreme,  160 

But,  waking,  wonder  wheace  they  dar'd  to  dream! 

All  is  phenomenon,  and  tjrpe  on  Earth, 
Replete  with  sacred  and  mvflterioos  birth, 
I>eep  from  oar  search,  exalted  from  our  soar ; 
And  reason's  task  is,  only  to  adore. 

Who    that    beholds   the    summer's  gtisf  ring 
swarms. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  gaily  gilded  forms, 
In  volant  dance  of  mix'd'  rotation  play,  , 

Bask  in  the  beam,  and  beautify  the  day ; 
^WouM  think  these  airy  wantons  so  adorn,         170 
Were  late  his  vile  ^ntipathy^and  scorn, 
Prone  to  the  dust,  or  teptile  through  the  mire, 
And  ever  tbence  unlikely  to  aspire  ? 


Ver.  16^  All  is  phenomenon.']  there  is  doubtless 
m  farther  design,  and  more  latent  fitness  and  beauty 
in  things  and  their  relations,  than  we  can  apprehend 
or  are  aware  of :  and  as  this  fitness  maybe  relative 
in  respect  of  duration,  and  in  respect  of  the  diflnRr- 
cnce  between  the  present  and  fiiture  state  of 
things ;  many  things  may  now  appear  unfit  and 
improper  in  our  way  of  thinking,  which  in  reality 
are  most  perfective  of  future  infinitely  wise  and 
directing  purposes,  to  which  our  notions  are  by  no 
means  adequate. 

What  has  been  here  offered  in  the  way  of  hsrpo- 
thesis,  is  evidently  rational ;  but  when  more  nearly 
Attended  to,  will  admit  of  the  highest  demonstra- 
tion: fbr  either  there  U  a  present  absolute  fitness  in 
things ;  or  a  fitness  in  futuro,  that  is,  in  prospect  or 
tendency,  and  only  relative  here  to  what  must  be 
absolute  hereafter.  But  if  there  were  an  absolute 
fitness  in  the  present  state  of  things,  there  could 
then  be  no  change  in  any  thing;  since  what  is  best 
can  never  change  to  better:  but  things  do  change, 
and  must  therefore  have  a  present  relative  fitness, 
tending  to,  and  productive  of  some  future,  absolute, 
and  unchangeable  fitness  or  perfection ;  to  which 
this  present  relative  fitness  is  by  a  moral,  wise,  and 
orderly  necessity,  precedent. 

The  sum  of  all  (which  has  so  long  and  copiously 
employed  the  pens  of  the  learned)  is  this,— First, 
that  there  is  a  present  fitness  or  b^uty  sufficient- 
ly obvious  in  things,  to  demonstrate  an  Over-ruling 
Wisdom.— Secondly,  that  this  Over-ruling  Wis- 
dom, or  Ood,  now  does,  and  ever  will  conduct  all 
fhings  fbr  the  best — But,  thirdly,  since  things 
change,  they  cannot  be  now  in  their  state  of  per- 
fection.— Therefore,  fourthly,  there  must  be  some 
other  or  future  state,  to  which  all  things  tend  and 
are  directed,  fyr  the  final  and  unchangeable  perfec- 
tion of  all  thhigs. 

Ver.  166.  fVlk>that  beholds.'\  If  any  thing  in  the 
preceding  lines  seems  too  much  tinctured  with 
mystery ;  I  must  beg  leave  to  ask  the  enemies  of 
mystery,  were  it  not  for  repeated  experience,  whe- 
ther every  thing  in  nature  would  not  appear  a 
mjTstery?  or,  whether,  when  they  contemplate  a 
gnat  or  butterfly,  3tc  they  can  perceive,  by  the 
bare  light  of  nature  or  reason,  the  relation  its  pre- 
sent state  and  form  bears  to  the  several  changes, 
states,  and  forms,  through  which  it  has  passed,  all 
in  i4>pearanoe  as  disiin^  as  chfference  oould  make 
them?— 


Or  who  witH  transient  view,  beholding,  loathes 
Those   crawling   sects,   whom    vilest  semblance 

clothes; 
Who,  with  corruption,  hold  their  kindred  sUte, 
As  by  oontempt,  or  negligence  of  fate ; 
Gould   think,   that  such,  revers'd   by  wondrous 

doom, 
Sublimer  powers  and  brighter  forms  assume  ; 
Prom  death,  their  future  happier  life  derive,     180 
And  though  apparently  entombed,  revive; 
Chang'd,  through  amazing  transmigration  rise, 
And  wing  the  regions  of  unwonted  skies ; 
So  late  depressed,  contemptible  on  Earth, 
Now  elevate  to  Heav*n  by  second  birth  ? 

No  fictions  here  to  willing  fraud  invite, 
Led  by  the  marvellous,  absurd  delight; 
No  golden  ass,  no  tole  Arabians  feign ; 
Nor  flittmg  forms  of  Naso^s  magic  strain, 
Deucalion's  progeny  of  native  stone,  190 

Or  armies  firom  Cadmean  harvests  grown ; 
With  many  a  wanton  and  fantastic  dream^ 
The  laurel,  mulberry,  and  bashfbl  stream ; 
Arachne  shnmk  beneath  Tritonia*s  rage; 
Tithonus  chang'd  and  garrulous  with  age. 
Not  such  mutations  deck  the  chaster  song, 
Adom*dwith  nature,  and  with  truth  made  strong; 
No  debt  to  fable,  or  to  fancy  due. 
And  only  wondrous  &cts  reveal'd  to  view.  199 

Though  numberiess  these  insect  tribes  of  air. 
Though  numberless  each  tribe  and  species  fair. 
Who  wing  the  noon,  and  brighten  m  the  blaze, 
Innnmerous  as  the  sands  which  bend  the  seas; 


Ver.  174.  Or  who  tpUh  transieni  ww.]  or,  whether, 
by  contemplating  an  animalcule's  ftgf;,  they  can 
foresee  that  this  will  produce  a  maggot  or  cater- 
pillar, kc  that  the  maggot  or  caterpillar  will  build 
its  own  sepulchre ;  (sind  havinc;  continued  therein 
for  a  certain  term,  in  an  apparent  state  of  mortality, 
and  laid  aside  iu  former  limbs  and  organized  mem- 
bers) will  at  length  breab  through  the  gates  of 
death,  and  put  on  a  state  and  form  of  higher  beauty 
and  {infection,  than  could  enter  into  any  heart  to 
conceive,  or  could  have  employed  the  dreams  of 
the  deepest  philosopher? 

Ver.  186.  Ifo  fictions  here. 1  How  would  the  refined 
reasoners  of  the  present  age  argue  against  the  ab- 
surdity and  impossibility  of  such  unaccountable 
contradictions,  were  not  the  focts  too  obvious  to 
sense  and  perpetual  experience  to  be  disputed? 
facts  altogether  as  wonderful,  though  not  so  f&bu- 
lous,  as  the 

Ver.  188.  iSo  gplden  ««.]  marvellous  metamor* 
pboses  in  romance;  or— - 

Ver.  189.  Nor fliUing  forms.]  those  ofOvid,  in  his 
tales  of 

Ver.  190.  Deucalkm*s  progeny.]  Deucalion  and 
Pyrrha  re-peopling  the  world  after  the  flood 

Ver.  191.  Or  ormttfi  from.]  of  Cadmus  sowing 
the  serpent's  teeth,  from  whence  sprung  armed 

Ver.  193,  The  laurel.]  Of  Daphne 

Ver.  193 wMlberry.]  Pyramns  and  This! 

Ver.  193« and  bashful  stream.]  Arethusa- 

Ver.  194.  Arachne  shrunk,]  Arachne  turned  into 

a  spider— 
Ver.  195.  Tithmu  ctegU]  and  Tit|ttmtis  tea 
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These  htrt  fheir  orgaiM,  mrts,  mod  umt,  and  tooby 
And  ftiDCt  OD6  exercised  by  various  rules; 
The  saw,  axe,  auger,  trowel,  piercer,  drill; 
The  neat  alembic,  and  nex^renus  still : 
Their  peaceful  hours  the  loom  and  distaff  know; 
But  war,  the  force  and  fury  of  the  foe, 
llie  spear,  the  falchion,  and  the  martial  mail,    310 
And  artful  stratagem  where  strength  may  fail. 
Eaeh  tribe  peculiar  occupations  claim. 
Peculiar  beauties  deck  each  varying  frame; 
Attire  and  food  peculiar  are  ass<gn'd, 
And  means  to  propagate  their  varying  kind. 
Each,  as  reflecting  on  their  primal  state. 
Or  fraught  with  scienti6c  craft  innate, 
With  consc'ous  skill  their  oval  embryoo  shed. 
Where  native  first  their  infisncy  was  ted: 
Or  on  some  vegetating  foliage  glu  d ;  S90 

Or  o'er  the  flood  they  spreaid  their  future  brood ; 
A  slender  cord  the  floating  jelly  binds, 
Eiudes  the  wave,  and  mocks  the  warring  winds ; 
OVr  this  their  sperm  in  spiral  order  'ies. 
And  pearls  in  living  ranges  greet  our  eyes. 
In  firmest  oak  they  scoup  a  spacious  tomb, 
And  lay  thf^ir  embryo  in  the  spurious  womb : 
Some  flow'rs,  some  fruit,  some  gems,  or  bkMsoms 

choose, 
And  confident  their  darting  hopes  infuse ; 
While  some  their  eggs  in  ranker  carnage  lay,    230 
And  to  their  young  adapt  the  future  prey. 


Ver.  204,  These  have  their  (frgansJ]  However 
merry  or  hyperbolical  these  assertions  may  appear, 
in  respect  of  creatures,  whom  our  ignorance,  or 
wan:  of  inspection,  have  rendered  deipicable  to  us ; 
there  is  n6thing  more  certain,  than  that  they  have 
more  trades  and  utensils  than  are  here  specified. 
The  inimiuble  fineness,  ai«d  mathematical  propor- 
tion of  their  works,  is  a  double  demonstration 
c^  tbeir  skill,  and  the  accuracy  of  their  instru- 
ments ;  to  which  the  most  exquisite  manufiacture  of 
man  may  bear  just  such  relation,  as  a  cumbrous 
windmill  to  the  neatest  tool  or  machine  In  a  watcb- 
maker*s  shop— 

Ver.  216.  Each  at  reflecting '\  No  less  admirable 
is  tbeir  reason,  precaution,  instinct,  or  what  you 
plf^ase  to  call  their  care  and  skill,  in  the  disposition 
of  their  eggs  or  embryo;  not  scattered  at  random, 
but  situated  agreeable  to  the  nature  of  every 
species,  in  such  places,  and  among  such  suppli^ 
of  nutriment,  as  will  alone  contribute  to  the  perfec- 
tion, and  be  acceptable  to  the  several  appetites  of 
their  young  ones 

Ver.  220.  Or  on  tome  vegetating  foUage.l  if  on  the 
leaves  of  vegetables,  then  situated  and  glued  in 
such  a  manner,  as  not  to  be  subject  to  the  influence 
•f  winds  or  rain 


Meantime  the  Son  his  fMt*ring  warmth  be- 
queaths. 
Each  tepid  air  its^  motive  influence  breathes^ 
Mysterious  springs  the  wav'ring  life  supply, 
An4  qiiick*ning  births  unconscioos  motion  try  ; 
Mature  tbeir  slender  fences  they  disown. 
And  break  at  once  into  a  world  unknown. 

All  by  their  dam's  prophetic  care  receive 
Whatever  peculiar  indigence  can  crave: 
Profuse  at  hand  the  plenteous  table's  ipread,   240 
And  various  appetites  are  ap.ly  fed. 
Nor  less  each  organ  suits  each  place  of  birth, 
Finn*d  in  the  AomI,  or  reptile  o'er  the  earth  ; 
Each  orgaii,  apt  to  each  precarious  state. 
As  for  eternity  designed  complete. 
Thus  nurs*d,  these  inconsiderate  wretches  grow. 
Take  all  as  due,  stil  thoughtless  that  they  owe. 

When  lo !   strange  tidings  prompt  each  secret 
And  whisper  wondeis  not  to  be  expressed;  [breast. 


Ver.  232.  Meantime  the  Am.]  The  geoerality  of 
these  wouderful  animals  having  thus  performed  all 
the  requisites,  take  no  further  care  for  their  young; 
but  (Ike  the  ostrich,  who  covers  her  ^gs  with  the 
sands)  they  are  sensible  their  duty  is  over,  and 
leave  the  r«st  to  the  clemency  of  the  seasons,  and 
the  sufllcieocy  of  nature,  who,  in  these  instances, 
renders  a\\  further  caution  needless 

Ver.  240.  Profiue  at  hand.]  and  alone  fumisbcs 
and  provides  for  all,  with  a  more  than  parental  care 
and  tenderness 

Ver.  242.  Nor  lett  eah  cwgon.]  But  among  all 
the  instances  of  a  universal  and  benign  Proridence, 
nothing  can  be  more  signal  or  exprrssive  of  the  ex- 
tensive Goodness  than  the  occasional  and  temporary 
parts  and  organs  of  many  animals  in  their  change- 
able state,  still  accommodated,  suited,  and  adapt- 
ed with  the  most  circumstantial  and  minute  exact- 
ness to  the  immediate  manner  and  convenience  of 
their  existenoe;  and  yet  as  immediately  shifted 
and  thrown  aside  upon  the  animal's  commencing  a 
new  state  and  scene  of  action,  and  a  set  of  limba 
ana  garniture  furnished  de  novo,  as  it  were  a  new 
suit  of  clothes  fitted  and  contri\ed  agreeable  to 
every  season.  This  observation  may  have  escaped 
many,  who  thought  it  beneath  them  to  inquire  into 
the  economy  of  these  minute  animals ;  but  it  is 
obvious  to  all  persons  in  the  tadpole  estate  of  frogs^ 
who,  in  their  minority,  are  provided  with  a  fin-like 
tail,  wh'ch  seems  to  constitute  thtt  chief  pait  of 
their  bulk,  but  drops  off  as  th^  growing  limbiB  ex- 
tend, and  gives  notice  that  its  continuance  b  super- 
fluous and  unnecessary. 

Though  the  state  and  conduct  of  these  animals^ 
as  here  described,  may  be  looked  on  as  allegorical, 
and  representative  of  the  present  state  of  man  and 
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"Bich  owns  his  emmr  in  his  Uter  cares,  250 

And  for  the  new  usthought  of  world  prepares  r 
New  views,  new  tastes,  new  judgments  are  acquired, 
And  all  now  loathe  delights  so  late  admir'd. 
In  confidence  the  solemn  shroud  they  weave, 
Or  huild  the  tomh,  or  dig  the  deadly  grave ; 
Intrepid  there  resign  their  parting  hreath. 
And  give  their  former  shape  the  spoils  of  death; 
But  reconceiv^d  'as  in  a  second  womb. 
Through  metamorphoses,  new  forms  assume : 
On  death  their  true  exalted  life  depends,  t60 

G>amencing  there,  where  seemingly  it  ends. 

The  fullness  now  of  circling  time  arrives; 
Each  from  the  long,  the  mortal  sleep  revives ; 
The  tombs  pour  forth  their  renovated  dead. 
And,  like  a  dream,  all  former  scenes  are  fled* 
But  0 1  what  terms  expressive  may  relate 
The  change,  the  q>]endoor  of  their  new-form*d 

sUte? 
Their  texture  nor  oompos'd  of  filmy  skin, 
Of  cumbrous  flesh  without,  or  bone  within, 
But  something  than  corporeal  more  refin*d,      870 
And  agile  as  their  bliihe  informing  mind. 
la  ev'ry  eye  ten  thousand  brilliants  blase, 
Aad  living  pearls  the  vast  horiaon  gaze; 
Gemm'd  o*er  their  beads  the  mines  of  India  gleam. 
And  HeavVs  own  wardrobe   has  array*d  their 

frame ; 
Each  spai^ed  back  bright  sprinkling  specks  adorn, 
Each  plume  imbibes  the  rosy  tinctor'd  mom; 
Spread  on  each  wing  the  florid  seasons  glow, 
Shaded  and  verg'd  with  the  celestial  bow. 
Where  colours  blend  an  ever  varying  dye,        280 
And  wanton  in  their  gay  exchanges  vie. 

Not  all  the  glitter  fops  and  foir  ones  prise. 
The  pndc  of  fools,  and  pity  of  the  wise; 
Mot  all  the  show  and  mockery  of  state. 
The  little,  low,  fine  foUies  of  the  grea^; 


Ver.  254.  In  confidence.]  they  frame  and  prepare 
Ike  mansions  of  death  with  the  same  cheerful  alac- 
rity and  elegance,  as  a  bridal  chamber,  or  wedding 
garment  ~«- 

Ver.  257.  And  ghe  thehr  former  shape,]  here  the 
textnre  of  their  former  organs  sufi^  an  actual  dis^ 
•olotion;  and  whatever  the  pnnc<ple  of  regenera- 
tion be,  a  new,  and,  in  appearance,  a  quite  different 
creature,  is  conceived  frcun  the  remams  of  the  old 

Ver.  262.  T^tfyW/a^jtump.]  their  consummation 
is  at  band 

Ver.  264.  TU  iomitpmr  forth.]  theh*  sepulchres 
pfe  wmy  I  they  spring  forth,  and  wing  the  air  in  in- 
aipressible  beauty  and  magnificence. 

V^'  268.  Their  texture.}  Insecta  non  videntur 
nervos  habere,  nee  ossa,  nee  spinas,  nee  cartilagi- 
nam,  nee  pingu'a,  nee  cames,  nee  crustam  quidem 
fragiiem,  nt  quasdam  marina,  nee  qoss  jure  dx*ator 
cntts :  sed  m^iscuiusdam  inter  omnia  hacnaturak 


Not  all  the  wealth  which  eastern  pageants  wore. 

What  still  our  idolizing  worlds  adore; 

Can  boast  the  least  inimitable  grace. 

Which  decks  profusive  this  illustrious  nee.       289 

Hence  might  the  song  luxuriant  range  around. 
Or  plunge  the  nether  ocean's  dread  profound  ; 
There  mete  leviathan'ft  enormous  length, 
Adom*d  with  terrouiip,  and  unmatch'd  in  strength, 
The  sea  his  puol  of  pastime  when  he  bathes. 
And  tempests  issue  while  his  nostril  breathes. 

See  where  behemoth's  pillar'd  fobnc  stands ! 
His  shade  extensive  cools  the  distant  lands ; 
Rncamp'd,  an  army  on  his  shoulder  lies. 
And  o'er  his  back  proud  citadels  arise. 

But  vain  those  gifts,  those  graces  to  relate,  300 
Which  all  perceive,  and  envy  deems  complete. 
**  O  Nature!**  cries  the  wretch  of  hnman  birth, 
*<  O,  #hy  a  step-dame  to  this  lord  of  Earth? 
To  brutes  indulgent  bends  thy  partial  care, 
While  just  complainings  fill  our  na*al  air. 
Helpless,  uncloth'd,  the  pride  of  Nature  lies. 
And  Heaven  relentless  hears  his  viceroy's  cries. 
O,  wherefore  not  with  native  bounties  bless'd. 
Nor  thus  in  humble  poor  dependance  dress'd  ? 
Give  me  the  self-bom  gari>,  the  bark  of  trees,  310 
The  downy  feather,  and  the  wintry  fieece  ; 
The  crocodile's  invulnerable  scale. 
Or  the  firm  tortoise's  impervioua  mail ; 
The  strength  of  elephants,  the  rein  deer's  speed. 
Fleet  and  elastic  as  the  bounding  steed ; 
The  peacock's  state  of  gorgeous  plumage  add. 
Gay  as  the  dove  in  golden  verdure  clad  ; 
Give  roe  the  scent  of  each  sagacious  hound ; 
The  lynz*s  eye,  and  linnet's  warbling  sound ; 
The  soaring  wing  and  steerage  of  the  crane,      32il 
And  spare  the  toil  and  dangers  of  the  main : 
O,  why  of  these  thy  bounteous  goods  bereft. 
And  only  to  interior  reason  left  ?  * 
There,  there  alone,  I  bless  thy  kind  decree; 
Nor  cause  of  grief,  or  emulation  see.'* 

Thus  needless  prayers  for  needless  gifts  are  sent. 
And  man  is,  only  in  his  wants,  content ; 
Indocile  where  he  needs  instruction  most. 
His  only  erreur  is  his  only  boast 

Ye  self-sufficient  sons  of  reasoning  pride,       330 
Too  wise  to  take  Omniscienee  for  your  guide. 
Those  rules  from  insects,  birds,  and  brutes  discnm. 
Which  firom  the  Maker  you  disdain  to  leam ! — 
The  social  friendship,  and  the  firm  ally, 
The  filial  sanctitude,  and  nuptial  tie. 
Patience  in  want,  and  faith  to  persevere. 
The  endearing  sentiment,  and  tender  care. 


Ver.  300.  Bui  vain  those  f^^']  Cujns  causa  vU 
detur  cuncta  alia  genuisse  natura,  magna  et  saev^ 
merc^e  contra  tanta  sua  munera;    ut  noa   %|t 
satis  sestimare,  parens  melior  bomini,  antristior 
noverca  fuerit— 

Ver.  304.     To  brutes  iniulitent.'X    Ante  omv^S« 
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Goiira|;e  o*er  priTate  ioi'rest  to  iweraU, 
And  die  mil  Dedi  for  the  paUie  weml* 

Nor  lest  for  geometric  schemes  renoim'd,      340 
And  skill'd  in  arts  and  sciences  profonnd, 
Thetr  textur'd  webs  with  matchless  eraft  aorprite, 
Their  buildhigs  in  amazing  stroctures  rise : 
To  them  each  clime  and  lon|rittide  is  known. 
Each  finds  a  chart  and  compass  of  his  own ; 
They  judge  the  influence  of  ev'ry  star, 
And  calculate  the  seasons  ftom  afar; 
Through  devious  air  pursue  the  certain  way, 
Kor  ever  from  the  conscious  dictate  stray. 
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*'  Yi  human  o&prings  of  distinguish'd  birth, 

80  justly  substitnted  lords  of  Earth ; 

Who  boast  the  seal  of  highest  Heav'n  impress'd. 

Thence  with  supremacy  of  reason  blessM, 

Attend  the  song,  and  vindicate  your  claim  1 

Recall  your  ancestry  of  antique  fame, 

Prime  artisans  of  each  sagacious  craft. 

The  curious  model,  or  designmg  draft. 

All  talents  technical  for  each  device. 

The  skilful  fabric,  and  the  texture  nice !  10 

*'  Or,  if  ye  pride  in  science  more  refin'd. 
Judicial  product  of  the  studious  mind. 
The  scheme  politic,  or  the  moral  plan. 
To  form  the  conduct,  or  the  heart  of  man  ; 
Attend  the  depth  of  maxims  which  ensue. 
More  than  e'er  Solon,  or  great  Cecil  knew  ; 
llie  moral,  i^ith  diviner  precepts  firaught, 
Than  stories,  or  than  eastern  magi  taught^ 

First  let  the  botanist  his  art  fbirego, 
Ando'er  the  mountain  trace  the  Cretan  doe:     20 
Behold  the  critic  stand  with  curious  mien. 
And  cull  the  virtues  of  the  various  green. 
Secrete  her  foliage  from  the  noxious  weed. 
And  eonscious  of  her  skill  securely  fieed ! 

Where  did  this  sylvan  leech  her  lore  acquire. 
From  ^sculapius,  or  his  radiant  sire  ? 
When  to  her  panting  flank  the  weapon  flies, 
And  deep  within  the  feathered  misdiief  lies. 
She  seeks  the  well-known  med*ftioe  of  the  plain, 
Nor  yet  despairs  where  human  art  were  vain ;    30 
Mild  through  her  frame  the  sov'reign  balsams  glide. 
And  the  keen  shaft  falls  guiltless  from  her  side. 

Ye  wanderers  of  the  faithless  main !  relate. 
Whose  science  then  averts  impending  fate. 
When  haply  on  the  distant  climate  thrown. 
Ye  view  strange  objects,  and  a  worid  unknown ; 
Each  tree  unc^th,  with  foreign  fruitage  crowned. 
And  unacquainted  plenty  blooming  round: 
Bat  who  shall  dare,  with  rash  adventurous  hand, 
To  pluck  the  bane  of  a  suspected  land  ?  40 

Half  famish'd^  they  devour  with  wistful  eyes; 
But  fear  dissuades  to  tempt  the  dangerous  prize : 
Yet  should  they  spy,  amid  the  firuitful  brake. 
The  skilful  trace  of  some  luxurious  boik, 
With  birds  their  elegant  repast  they  share. 
And  bless  the  learned  inhabitants  of  air. 

Bear,  bear  my  song,  ye  raptures  of  the  mind ! 
Convoy  your  bard  through  Nature  unconfin'd, 
Licentious  in  the  search  of  wisdom  range, 
Plunge  in  the  depth,  and  wanton  in  the  change ;  50 


Waft  me  to  Tenpe,  and  her  flow^  dale^ 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  ev'ry  tuneful  gale; 
Amid  the-wild  profusions  let  me  stray, 
And  share  with  bees  the  virtues  of  the  day. 

Soon  as  the  matin  glory  gilds  the  skies, 
Behold  the  little  virtuosi  rise ! 
Blithe  for  the  task,  they  preen  their  early  wiag. 
And  forth  to  each  appointed  labour  spring. 
Now  Nature  boon  ^chales  the  morning  steam, 
And  glows  and  opens  to  the  welcome  beam ;        60 
The  vivid  tribes  amid  the  fragrance  fly, 
And  evVy  art  and  ev*ry  business  ply. 
Each  cbymist  now  his  subtle  trunk  unsbeatiis. 
Where,  from  the  flow*r,  the  treasured  odour  breathes ; 
Here  sip  the  liquid,  here  select  the  gum. 
And  o^er    the  bloom    with  qaiv*ring  membraaa 

hum. 
Still  with  judicious  scrutiny  they  pry. 
Where  k)dgM  the  prime  eawntial  juices  fie  ; 
Each  luscious  vegetation  wide  explore. 
Plunder  the  spring  of  ev'ry  vHal  store :  TO 

The  dainty  suckle^  and  the  fragnmt  thyme. 
By  chymioal  reduction,  they  sublime ; 
Their  sweets  with  bland  atfcemp*ring  soction  strain^ 
And,  curioas,  through  their  neat  alembics  drain  ; 
Imbib*d  recluse,  the  pure  secretions  glide. 
And  vital  warmth  conoocta  th'  ambrotial  tide. 

Inhnitable  ait  1  do  thou  atone 
The  long  lott  labours  of  the  latent  stone; 
Though  the  five  principles  so  oft  transpire, 
Fm'd,  and  refin'd,  amid  the  torf  ring  fire.  80 

Like  iMue  should  the  daring  chjrmist  see. 
Vain  imitator  of  the  curious  bee. 
Nor  arts  improved  through  ages  once  produce 
A  single  drachm  of  this  delicious  juice. 
Your's  then,  industrious  traders !  is  the  toil. 
And  man**  proud  science  is  alone  to  spoil. 

'<  Sweet 's  the  repast  where  pahis  have  spread 
the  board. 
And  deep  the  fund  incessant  labours  hoard ; 
A  firiendly  arm  makes  ev*ry  burden  light; 
And  weakness,  knit  by  union,  turns  to  might*'    90 

Hail,  happy  tribes !  illustrious  people  baill 
Whose  forms  minute  such  sacred  maxims  veil ; 
In  whose  just  conduct,  fVam*d  by  wondrqus  plan. 
We  read  reversed  each  polity  of  man. 
Who  first  in  council  formM  your  embnroa  ttate? 
Who  rose  a  patriot  hi  the  deep  debate  ? 
Greatly  proposed  to  reconcile  extremes. 
And  weave  in  unity  opposing  schemes  ? 
From  foaia  inferred  just  reason  of  defence, 
And  from  self-iot'rest  rais'd  a  public  sense ;       100 
7*ben  pois*d  hb  prq^t  with  transposing  sode. 
And  finMn  the  public,  show'd  the  private  w^  ? 
Whence  aptly  summ*d,  these  politicianB  dntw 
The  trust  of  power,  and  sanctitude  of  law ; 
Power  in  dispensing  benefits  employed. 
And  healing  laws,  not  sufl^d,  but  enjoy'd« 
The  members,  hence  unanimons,  combine 
To  prop  that  throne  on  which  the  laws  recline ; 
The  law  's  protected  e*en  for  private  ends. 
Whereon  each  individual's  right  depends  ;         110 
Each  individual's  right  by  union  giviws. 
And  one  full  tide  for  ev'jy  member  flows ; 
Each  member,  as  the  whole  communion  great, 
Back*d  by  the  powers  of  a  defendmg  state ; 
The  state  by  mutual  benefits  secure. 
And  in  the  might  of  ev*ry  member  sure ! 

The  public  thus  each  private  end  pursues ; 
Each  in  the  public  drowns  ail  private  views: 
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By  locia]  commerce  And  ezdmnge  they  live. 
Assist  supported,  and  reoeiyin^jf  give.  1 80 

High  oo  her  throne,  the  bright  imperial  queen 
Gires  the  prime  morement  to  the  state  machine : 
She,  in  the  subject,  sees  the  duteous  child; 
She,  the  true  parent,  as  the  regent  mild, 
With  princejy  gtmce  hiTested  sits  elate, 
Informs  their  conduct,  and  direcU  the  state. 
Around,  the  drones,  who  form  her  courtly  train, 
Bask  m  the  rays  of  her  auspicious  reign ; 
Beneath,  the  sage  consulting  peers  repair. 
And  breathe  the  virtues  of  their  prince's  care;  130 
Debating,  cultivate  the  public  cause. 
And  wide  dispense  the  benefit  of  laws. 

So  have  I  seen,  when  breathing  organs  blow, 
One  board  sonorous  fill  the  various  row  ; 
The  pipes  divide  the  unity  of  sound. 
And  sjMread  the  charms  ojp  symphony  around. 

The  clust'ring  populace  obsequious  wait. 
Or  speed  the  ditferent  orders  of  the  state  $ 
Here  greet  the  labourer  on  the  toilsome  way, 
And  to  the  load  then*  friendly  shoulder  lay ;     140 
Or  frequent  at  the  busy  gate  arrive, 
And  fill  with  amber  sweets  their  fragrant  hive ; 
Or  seek  repairs  to  close  the  fractnr'd  cell  j 
Or  shot  the  waxen  wombs  where  embryos  dwell  $ 
The  caterers  prompt,  a  frugal  portion  deal, 
And  give  to  diligence  a  hasty  meal ; 
In  each  appointed  province  all  proceed. 
And  neatest  order  weds  the  swiftest  speed  ; 
Dispatch  flies  various  on  ten  thousand  wings. 
And  joy  throughout  the  gladsome  region  rings.  150 

Distinctly  canton*d  is  their  spacious  dome : 
Here  infants  throb  within  the  quickening  comb ; 
Here  vacant  seats  invite  to  sweet  repose. 
And  here  the  tide  of  balmy  nectar  flows; 
While  here  their  frugal  reservoirs  remain. 
And  not  one  act  of  this  republic 's  vain. 

As  oft  the  North,  or  Oallia's  firuitful  coast, 
Pour'd  forth  their  sons,  a  wide  superfluous  host ! 
To  distant  climes  the  banded  legions  stray'd. 
And  many  a  plan  of  future  empire  laid ;  1 60 

Like  powen  these  wise  prolific  people  send. 
And  o'er  the  globe  their  colonies  extend. 

When  swarms  tumult*o1is  claim  an  ampler  space, 
And  through  the  straitening  citadel  increase. 
An  edict  issn'd  in  this  grand  extreme. 
Proclaims  the  mandate  of  the  power  supreme. 
Then  exil'd  crowds  abjure  their  native liome. 
And  sad,  in  search  of  foreign  mansions  roam ; 
A  youthful  empress  guides  their  airy  clan, 
And  wheels  and  shoots  illustrious  from  the  van.  1 70 
Fatigu'd  at  length,  they  wish  some  calm  retreat. 
The  rural  settlement,  and  peaceful  state; 
When  man  presents  his  hospitable  snare. 
And  wins  their  confidence  with  traitorous  cm. 
Suspicion  ever  flies  sf  gen'rous  breast — 
Betray *d.  each  enters  an  unwary  guest; 
Here  every  form  of  ancient  maxim  trace. 
And  eoralate  the  glories  of  thehr  race. 

As  when  from  Tyre  imperial  Dido  fled. 
And  o'er  the  main  her  future  nation  led ;  1 80 

Then  staid  her  host  on  Afric's  meted  land. 
And  in  strait  bounds  a  mighty  empire  plann*d: 
So  work*  this  rival  of  the  Tyrlan  queen ; 
So  founds  and  models  with  assiduous  mien ; 
Instructs  with  little  to  be  truly  great, 
And  in  small  limits  fbrms  a  mighty  state. 

Intent,  she  wills  her  artists  to  auend, 
And  from  the  zenith  bids  her  towers  descend: 


Nor  like  to  man's,  the  aerial  stmctores  rise ; 

But  point  to  earth,  their  base  amid  the  skies.    1 90 

Swift  for  the  task  the  ready  builders  part. 
Each  ban<}  assigned  to  each  peculiar  art ; 
A  troop  of  ch]rmists  scour  the  neighboring  field. 
While  servile  tribes  the  cnlPd  materials  wield. 
With  tempering  feet  the  laboured  cement  tread, 
And  ductile  now  its  waxen  foliage  spread. 
The  geometricians  judge  the  deep  design. 
Direct  the  comiMSs,  and  extend  the  line; 
They  sum  their  numbers,  prorident  of  space. 
And  suit  each  edifice  with  answering  grace.      200 

Now  first  appears  the  rough  proportionM  frame, 
Rough  in  the  draught,  but  perfect  in  the  scheme ; 
When  k) !  each  little  Archimedes  nigh. 
Meets  ev'ry  angle  with  judicious  eye; 
Adjusts  the  centring  cones  with  skill  profeand. 
And  forms  the  curiouS' hexagon  arooiKL 

The  cells  indorsM  with  doubled  range  adhere. 
Knit  on  the  sides^  and  guarded  on  the  rear ; 
Nought  of  itself,  with  circling  chambers  bound,    ^ 
Each  cell  is  formM,  to  form  the  cells  around ;  SIO 
While  each  still  gives  whf  t  each  alike  demands, 
And  but  supported  by  supporting  stands ; 
Jointly  tran  ferring  and  transferr'd  exists ; 
And,  as  by  magic  union,  all  subsists. 

Amazmg  ele^nce!  transcendent  art ! 
Contrived  at  once  to  borrow  and  impart ; 
In  action  notable,  as  council  great. 
Their  fabrics  rise,  just  emblems  of  their  state. 

Nor  be  the  wasp  exclusive  of  our  \ayn ; 
Though  in  a  foe,  still  merit  claims  its  praise,     S20 
Claims  the  revealing  song,  and  claims  the  light. 
Though  long  concealed  in  all-obscuring  night. 
For  deep  these  subternmean  tribes  retire, 
Nor  work  like  man,  that  mortals  may  admire ; 
In  Earth's  dork  womb  their  pompous  structures 

rise. 
Worthy  the  sight  of  Heaven's  all-seeing  eyes ; 
l^ile  they  recluse,  o'er  nether  kingdoms  reign, 
And  wrapt  as  in  a  little  world  remain. 

Around  this  world  a  waxen  vault  extends, 
And  wide  like  Ton  enfolding  concave  bends ;     230 
Magnific  cupola !  on  either  hand. 
Unfolded,  two  mysterious  portab  stand. 
Emblems  of  hunmn  life,  precarious  state. 
At  entrance  bom,  and  dying  in  retreat 
Thousands  within  retiring  taste  repose; 
Or  through  the  streets  the  busy  concourse  flows  : 
.Yet  not  as  ours  their  costly  pavements  spread. 
But  high  on  terrasses  and  towers  they  tread, 
Wifli  which  not  Roman  aqueducts  may  vie. 
Not  the  fam*d  gardens  pendent  finom  the  sky :  240 
Here  cities  pil'd  o'er  cities  may  be  seen, 
And  sumptuous  intervals  displayed  between. 
Where  columns  each  proud  architrave  support. 
And  form  the  pomp  of  many  an  ample  court ; 
The  weight  through  ten  successive  stories  t>ear. 
And  to  ,the  top  th'  incumbent  fabrics  rear. 

So  have  I  seen  in  all  the  pride  of  show, 
Some  splendid  theatre  divide  below. 
With  charms  of  gay  machinery  surprise, 
Scenes  over  scenes,  and  stage  on  stage  arise,    250 
Lost  in  the  glory  oif  descending  ^kies. 

Not  so  the  multipede  aurelias  dwell, 
But  form,  sole  architects,  the  pensive  cell; 
Like  seers  of  old,  they  seek  some  lonely  seat. 
And  from  the  vain  the  busy  worid  retreat ; 
Here  fondly  form  a  structure  Of  their  own,  , 
And  bind  the  vault  of  solitary  stone;  OOQ  Ic 
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Or  clay,  or  limber,  oft  attempering,  mould. 
And  round  their  form  the  ductile  mamion  fold ; 
Or  in  peculiar  occupations  tliiU'd,  260 

A  wondrous  dome  of  silken  fabric  build : 
No  debt  to  foreign  implements  they  owe, 
But  from  themselves  the  mantling  tissues  flow; 
Themselves  the  gorgeous  canopy  they  spread. 
Themselves  the. loom,  the  distafi;  and  the  thread— 
The  thread.as  fam*d  Arachne's  texture  6ne, 
When  thwart  the  mom  she  darts  her  floating  line, 
Or  spins  the  scheme  of  implicated  wiles. 
And  o^erher  great  Newtonian  rival  smiles; 
Reveab  the  deep  enigma  of  bis  trade,  S70 

And  squares  the  circle  in  the  vernal  glade  ; 
The  sportive  plans  of  matchless  art  ^sp'ays, 
While  round,  and  round,  thedext*rotts  wanton  plays. 

How  might  the  song  with  endless  rapture  pry, 
Secluded  deep  where  latent  nations  lie. 
And  scar'd  from  man,  a  mighty  hunter,  fly  ? 
He  follows  panting  with  a  8a>'age  joy. 
Rapt  in  his  favourite  transport  to  destroy : 
To  nun,  even  man  becomes  a  mutual  prey; 
No  gain  can  satiate,  and  no  limits  stay ;  280 

Down  the  dread  depths  his  boundlesis  lucre  dives ; 
Warr'd  on  himself,  with  passion  passion  strives. 
Fly  him,  ye  rangers  of  the  rolling  flood ! 
Fly  him,  ye  songsters  of  the  warbling  wood ! 
Ye  dwellers  subterrene,  the  tyrant  fly ! 
And  safe  in  your  remote  asylums  lie; 
Where  mice,  innoxious  cottagers,  remain. 
Meek  in  the  covert  of  the  flowery  plain ; 
Recluse  their  cautious  hermitage  explore. 
And  treasure  provident  the  wintry  store.  S90 

With  kindred  crafts,  deep  mining  burrows  work, 
And  sunk  amid  Dedalean  lab'rinths  lurk ; 
Their  various  habitation  nightly  change. 
And  through  a  length  of  max'd  apartments  range. 

The  beaver  too,  great  architect !  iqimurM, 
With  his  associate  tram,  retires  8ecur*d ; 
Their  wary  mansion  el^antly  stands. 
Where  the  smooth  stream  or  smiling  lake  expands. 
Whose  gentle  wave  in  friendly  visit  glides, 
And  swelb  the  tenement  with  grateful  tides.      300 
Two  posterns  gape  with  deep  deceit  below. 
And  o'er  the  pass  foir  mantling  waters  flow ; 
Evasive  whence,  they  scape  the  dangerous  train, 
Or  wide  expatiate  on  the  yielding  plain ; 
Through  trading  currents  sail  to  distant  shores, 
Or  homeward  laden  with  returning  stores, 
laborious  here,  they  hew  the  southing  wood. 
And  lift  the  prize  triumphant  o'er  the  flood ; 
Here,  lightly  some  vimineons  burdens  bear. 
Or  jointly  here  the  ponderous  rafter  share :        310 
Spread  o*er  their  taib,  they  waft  the  tempered 

clay. 
And  deep,  and  broad,  their  firm  foundations  lay ; 
Assign  each  chamber  its  commodious  size. 
Till  rooms  o*er  rooms  and  trodden  ceilings  rise; 
Their  tail  the  trowel,  as  adorning  train. 
Their  teeth  the  saw,  the  chissel,  and  the  plane. 

While  ardent  Sinus  shoots  a  thirsty  ray, 


Intent  they  furnish  the  propbetio  hoard. 
And  pile  the  treasures  of  their  homely  board. 
With  friendship's  charm  beguile  the  soiled  year. 
And  barter  luxury  for  soc.al  cheer.  330 

For  them  Astrea  holds  th'  impartial  scaler 
HcT  frugal  hands  unenvy'd  portions  deal ; 
Health  quaffii  satiety  from  Nature's  bowl ; 
Peace  gives  the  constant  banquet  of  the  soul ; 
High  in  the  midst  chaste  Temperance  is  crowned. 
And  Time  leads  on  the  smiling  Hours  around. 

Thou  awfiil  Depth  of  Wisdom  unexplor*d ! 
Thou  Height,  where  never  human  foncy  soar*d  ! 
Supreme  Irradiance !  speed  the  distant  ray. 
Far  speed  the  dawn  of  thy  internal  day  ;  340 

And  O !  if  such,  inform  the  fav'rite  line. 
And  be  the  praise  as  inspiration  thine ! 

Say !  when  the  nest  thy  little  halcyons  form. 
Brood  on  the  wave,  and  mock  the  threatening  storm  ; 
Who  quells  the  rage  of  thy  reluctant  main. 
Or  o'er  thy  winter  throws  a  lordly  rdn } 
Lulls  the  rock'd  mansion  on  the  slumb*ring  tide^ 
And  bids  the  care  of  guardian  depths  subdd^? 
Till,  volatile,  the  new-fledg'd  infants  risTp"'^ 
The  surge  mounts  free,  and  breaks  upon  the  skies. 

Eternal !  thine  is  ev'ry  round  of  time,  351 

The  cireling  season,  and  the  varying  clime ; 
Thine !  ev'ry  dictate  of  the  conscious  breast ; 
Thine !  ev'ry  texture  of  the  genial  nest, 
Tlie  oval  embryon,  and  the  fosfring  ray ; 
And  thine  the  life  that  struggles  into  day ! 

To  thee  thy  callqw  importuners  cry, 
Oracious  thy  ear,  and  bounteous  thy  nipply  ; 
Till  the  flown  choirs  the  revel  copsort  raise. 
And  hymn  to  Heav'n  the  rhapsody  of  praise!     360 

Dispersed  through  ev'ry  copse,  or  marshy  plain. 
Where  haunts  the  woodcock,  or  the  annual  crane^ 
Where  else  encamp'd  the  feather'd  legioot  qpread. 
Or  bathe  incumbent  on  their  oozy  bed. 
The  brinmiing  lake  thy  smilin|r  presence  fills. 
And  waves  the  bannen  of  a  thousand  hills. 
Thou  speed*st  the  summons  of  thy  warning  voice; 
Wiog'd  at  thy  word,  the  distant  troops  r^<Mce, 
From  ev'ry  quarter  scour  the  fields  of  air. 
And  to  the  general  rendezvous  repair :  370 

Each  firom  the  mingled  rout  disparting  turns. 
And  with  the  love  of  kindred  plumage  bums : 
Thy  potent  will  instinctive  boeoms  fed. 
And  here  arranging,  semilunar,  whed; 
Or  marshal'd  here  the  painted  rhomb  display. 
Or  point  the  wedge  that  cleaves  the  aerial  way : 
Uplifted  on  thy  wafting  breath  they  rise ; 
Thou  pavest  the  regions  of  the  pathless  >kie%  [boat. 
Through  boundless  tracts  support'st  the  joviney'd 
And  point'st  the  voyage  to  the  certain  coast ; 
Thou  the  sure  compass,  and  the  tea  they  sail. 
The  chart,  the  port,  the  steerage,  #nd  thf  gal^  I 

Thus  through  the  ma^  of  tl^y  eternal  round. 
Through  yon  steep  Heav'n,  and  nether  gol^  P«o- 
The  dusky  planet,  and  the  lucid  sphere,      [fonod. 
Earth's  pond'rous  ball,  and  8olt  eflStqlding  air. 
The  fish  who  glanoe  or  tempest  through  the  mniii» 
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While  Anittide  erewbile  was  ooconllii'd, 

Nor  space  |^w  relative,  to  form  af»ign*d  $ 

Tbou  didst  thy  owo  eternal  now  sustain, 

And  space  was  swallow'd  in  thy  boundless  main ; 

Thyself  the  filler  of  thy  own  abyss,  401 

Thyself  the  great  eternity  of  bliss  ! 

All  when,  and  Where,  in  thee  nnbosom'd  lay, 

The  blaie  of  majesty,  and  sdf-bom  day  ; 

No  void  was  fouud,  where  Endless  Beauty  beamed ; 

No  darkness,  where  Bnenttal  Olory  flamM ; 

No  want,  no  sditude,  where  thoa  wer^  blessed, 

And  in  thyself  th'  unbounded  whole  possessU 

Of  reason  thou  the  co-etemal  cause. 
Thyself  all  reason,  and  thy  will  all  laws ;  410 

All-reasoning  will  with  powerful  wisdom  fivaght ! 
Thy  wisdom,  one  unchanging  endless  thought. 
Where  all  potential  natures  were  surrejr'd. 
And  even  in  pre-existeoce  lay  displayed — 
All,  all — things  past— now  present — yet  to  be^ 
Great  Intellect!  were  present  all  to  thee; 
While  thou,  sole  infinite  essential  reign'd. 
And  of  finites  the  infinite  contained. 
Ideal  entities  in  One  Supreme,  480 

Distingnish.'d  endless,  yet  with  thee  the  same, 
Thy  pow'r  their  essence,  and  thy  will  their  claim. 
Whence— At  thy  word,  worlds  caught  the  potent 
And  into  being  leap*d  this  wondrous  round,  [sound, 
Pois'd  on  thy  will  the  universal  hung; 
Attraction  to  its  central  magnet  clung ; 
Thy  spacious  grasp  the  mighty  convex  clos'd ; 
Soft  on  thy  care  incumbent  worlds  repos'd : 
Within,  throughout,  no  second  cause  presiiles, 
And  One  Sole  Hand  the  maz*d  volution  guides ! 
Hence  endless  good,  hence  endlessorder  springs  ; 
Hence  that  importance  in  mmutest  things; 
And  endless  hence  dependence  must  endure, 
Bless'd  in  his  wilt,  and  in  his  pow>r  secure! 
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Op  arms,  devote  to  Hestv^'s  Eternal  King, 
Of  sainted  hosts  the  sacred  Chief  I  sing, 
Who  freed  that  tomb,  to  infidels  a  prey, 
Where  once  the  Loid  for  ail  the  living  lay: 
Alike  his  might  and  conduct  claim  applause; 
And  much  he  suflbr'd  m  the  glorious  cause: 
In  vain  infernal  fury  rais'd  alarms. 
And  half  the  world  oppos*d  contending  anni ; 
Sedition,  rul'd,  beneath  bis  sceptre  lay, 
I'oes  leam'd  to  fear,  and  rebels  to  obey: 
So  Heaven  would  crown  its  hero  with  success, 
Aad  virtue  triumph'd  in  the  power  to  bless. 


His  bitter  thus  the  fKendty  leech  oonceall. 
And  with  the  fraud  of  latent  med'cine  heals; 
To  the  sick  taste  he  promises  delight. 
And  obvious  sweets  the  infant  lip  invite ; 
Health,  ambush*d,  in  the  potion  is  imbib'd. 
For  man  must  e'en  to  happiness  be  bribed. 

Six  suns  had  now  their  annual  journey  run. 
And  seen  the  war  that  with  the  first  begun  ; 
Still  in  his  cause  Messiah's  hosts  engage. 
And  eastward  bid  the  kindling  combat  rage. 
Antioch,  and  Nice,  were  now  the  victor's  pricey 
Or  won  by  storm,  or  captive  by  suiprise : 
In  vain  all  Asia  rises  to  repel. 
Beneath  their  force  unnumber'd  Persians  fell ; 
And  last  TortO!«  vanquish^,  they  retire, 
Till  war  shall  with  returning  spring  respire. 

Scarce  winter,  warm'd  before-the  golden  ray» 
Restored  the  battle  with  the  length*ning  day. 
When  Ood,  self  raised  from  his  eternal  throne. 
Sublime  o*er  Heav'n'tt  high  empyrean  shone. 
Aw*d  firom  his  seat,  though  patent  to  his  view. 
The  rolling  universe  holds  distance  due: 
He  looks )  unnumber'd  worlds  before  him  lie, 
And  Nature  lives  collected  m  bis  eye. 

To  Syria,  on  the  Christian  peers  intent, 
All-piercmg  the  Divine  Perception  bent ; 
Where  Godfrey  stood,  conspicuous  m  his  sight. 
Above  the  princes  eminently  bright : 
Nor  wealth  allures  him,  nor  ambition  charms. 
But  feith  refines,  and  heavenly  ardour  arms  ; 
While  zeal  alone  his  placid  bosom  fires, 
And  with  the  warrior  all  the  saint  conspires. 

Not  such  the  thoughts  that  Heav'n  in  Baldwhi 
From  virtue  alien,  though  by  blood  slly'd ;  [spy*d. 
Ambitious  phantoms  haunt  his  idle  brain, 
And  pride  still  prompts  him  to  be  greatly  vara. 
.    With  silent  anguish  Tancred  stood  oppress'd. 
While  love,  fond  passion,  languish*d  in  his  breast* 

But  Boemond's  cares  on  Antioch'b  glory  wait. 
And  model  in  his  mind  her  new-form*d  state  ; 
While  the  great  chief,  late  terrible  in  arms. 
With  arts  of  p«?ace  and  social  conduct  charms. 
At  once  of  Earth  and  Heaven  asserts  the  cause. 
Instructs  with  piety,  and  forms  with  laws. 

Rinaldo  then,  to  war  and  nature  new. 
Gave  all  hu  brave,  his  open  soul  to  view ; 
Untamed  that  restless  bosom  wish'd  the  fight. 
And  circling  perils  gave  hif  eyes  delight: 
Wisdom  and  feme,  but  fame  the  most  refln'd. 
By  turns  prpvail'd,  and  fir'd  or  form'd  his  mnid| 
While  he  on  Guelpbo,  sage  instructor,  hung. 
And  caught  the  maxims  felling  firom  his  tongue. 
This  saw  the  Deity — ^through  ev'ry  breast. 
Each  latent  inclination  lay  confem'd ; 
Then  call*d,  and  from  the  bright  angelic  round. 
Forth  isso'd  Gabriel  to  the  sacred  sound ; 
He,  of  the  prime  celestial  splendours  came. 
Obsequious  to  the  will  of  Heaven^s  Supreme :     . 
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Nor  now  Heaven^  flammg  minister  dela3r8 ; 
He  heard  with  transport,  and  with  speed  obeys: 
Air  organiz*d  his  casual  limbs  composM, 
AttempVing  radiance  round  his  essence  clos'd  ; 
A  human  form  the  dazzling  shape  display'd. 
But  in  the  majesty  of  Heav'n  array'd ; 
While  youth  smii'd  o'er  him  with  celestial  grace, 
And  beamy  ringlets  wantoned  round  his  face. 

He  spread  for  flight  his  manv-tinctur'd  wings. 
And  light  from  Heaven*s  high  firmament  he  springs: 
All  feather*d  as  the  darting  shaft  he  flies, 
Cuts  the  bright  steep,  and  cleaves  the  jrielding  skies. 
Divides  the  sphere  of  many  a  shining  star; 
And  sends  the  coming  glory  from  afkr ; 
Then  stands  on  Lebanon  revealM  to  view. 
And  shakes  his  plumes  bedropp*d  with  morning 

Now  half  appeared  the  horizontal  Sun,       [dew. 
And  west,  and  east,  with  equal  glory  shone ; 
There  shed  his  evening,  here  his  morning  ray, 
And  gave  to  diff 'rent  worlds  dividual  day — 
When  wing'd  from  Lebanon's  aspiring  head. 
The  angelic  message  to  Tortosa  sped. 
What  time  the  duke  his  orizoos  address'd, 
And  breathM  to  Heav'n  the  rapture  of  his  breait: 
In  usher'd  graceful  with  the  morning  beam, 
A  brighter  mom  the  dazzling  angel  came  > 
And  placid,  to  the  much  admiriug  man, 
The  bright,  the  social  intellect  b^g^an. 

'*  Attend,  thou  favoured  of  Supreme  Decree ! 
Thus  sends  the  Deity,  and  sends  to  thee — 
In  Bulloign*s  breast  what  kindling  zeal  should  glow. 
What  fires  impel  him  forceful  on  the  foe  ? 
When  Sioo  calls,  when  listening  Heav'n  commands, 
And  consecrates  her  cause  in  Godfrey's  hands, 
T  is  thine  to  vindicate  her  just  complaints. 
To  strike  the  shackles  from  her  captive  saints ; 
'T  is  thine  to  summon  ev*ry  christian  peer. 
Reprove  the  tardy,  and  the  valiant  cheer ; 
Their  gen*ral  thou,  superior  in  thy  sway — 
God  so  appoints,  and  mortals  must  obey." 

He  ceas*d ;  and  lessening  firom  the  hero*s  view. 
Back  to  his  native  Heav'n  the  brightness  flew ; 
Nor  Godfrey  yet  support*  excess  of  light. 
New  to  the  shape,  anid  dizzyM  at  the  sight; 
Not  the  wide  blaze  his  darkling  eye  sustains. 
And  chillnesB  thriird  unwonted  through  bis  veins. 

But  soon  he  calls  the  vision  to  his  mind. 
And  ponders  on  the  glorious  charge  assign'd; 
Fresh  to  his  soul  the  high  behest  returns. 
And  with  redoubled  zeal  his  bosom  bums : 
Nor  yet,  that  Heav*n  preferred  its  warrior  saint, 
Did  pride  dilate  him,  or  ambition  taint ; 
But  through  Almighty  will,  his  will  aspires. 
As  the  spark  mounts  amid  the  kindling  fires. 

Straight  where  they  lay,  each  chieftam  he  invites ; 
Now  mild  requires,  and  now  by  mandate  cites  : 


"  Ye  warriors !  Heaven  dected,  to  rartort 
The  sacred  fai'h  of  him  those  Heavens  adore; 
Preserved  (or  this  through  many  a  fearful  day. 
The  foreign  climate,  and  the  deadly  (ray. 
Well  may  ye  rush,  thus  arm'd,  upon  the  foe. 
And  fight  secure  where  Heaven  averts  the  blow. 
Nor  vain  I  deem  the  purchase  of  jyxir  toil. 
The  vanqui^^d  province,  and  the  glorious  spoil  | 
Since  trophies  through  reforming  nations  rise. 
And  bear  Christ's  name  triumphaiit  to  the  skies. 

"  Bui  not  for  this  we  left  our  native  place. 
The  known  endearment,  and  the  chaste  embrace; 
Each  social  sweet  for  distant  battle  changed. 
And    wand'ring,    through    the    foithJ^    ooeaa 

rang'd: 
For  this,  an  end  unequal  po  yoar  arms. 
Nor  bleeds  the  combat,  nor  the  conquert  cbarms; 
Nor  such  the  prize  your  matchless  labours  claira» 
Barbarian  kingdoms,  and  ignoble  fome. 

**  Was  not  the  scope  of  our  united  powers 
To  scale  the  steep  of  Sion's  hallowM  towers  ? 
High  o'er  her  waHs  to  force  resistless  way  ? 
Deep  on  her  dungeons  pour  the  long-lust  day  ? 
To  Kft  oppression  firom  her  bouse  of  pain, 
'Snap  the  vile  yoke,  and  burst  the  pagan  chain  ? 
Restore  to  piety  her  sacred  seat. 
And  build  for  vhtue  a  secure  retreat ; 
Where  each  devoted  pilgrim  might  repair. 
And  Christ  receive  the  tributary  prayer  ? 

**  Where  triumph  stands,  defeated  of'its  aim* 
How  vain  the  victory  1  how  fraitless  fome ! 
While  8t  11  the  wished  achievement  turns  aside. 
And  conquest  flows,  but  with  a  different  tide. 
For  wherefore  is  the  might  of  Europe  arm'd, 
Asia  invaded,  and  the  world  alarm'd. 
If  ruin  be  alone  tbe  victor's  praise, 
And  states  subverted,  while  we  meant  to  raise  ? 

'*  Frail  is  the  strength  of  sublunary  things. 
The  pomp  of  tides,  and  tbe  pride  of  kings ; 
Nor  such  the  hope  a  faithful  few  may  boast. 
Hemmed  in  by  nations,  and  a  barb'rous  coast; 
Our  country  distant,  fickle  Greece  untry'd. 
Nor  aught  bat  Heav*u  to  combat  on  our  side. 

"  True,  we  have  fought,  nor  have  we  fbug^bt  i* 
vain — 
Proud  Antioch  won,  and  hostile  armies  slain ! 
But  these,  achieved  by  many  a  wondrous  way. 
Show  God  still  guides  the  fortune  of  the  day  ; 
Then  if  we  seek  or  conquest,  or  applause, 
,  Through  means  averse  to  his  victorious  causey 
The  pride  of  triumph,  and  the  thirst  of  fame. 
In  death  shall  vanish,  or  be  quench'd  in  shame. 

'*  Ah !  never  may  our  arms  such  issue  find. 
Nor  we  rebel  iiigrate,  while  Heav'n  is  kind ; 
But  still  conform 'd  to  the  divine  behest. 
Be  the  great  period,  as  commencement,  blessed ! 
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^te  cedflM ;  a  tolemn  whispVmg  fill'd  the  pause. 
And  the  whole  senate  murmur'd  deep  applause : 
When  Peter,  sage  and  venerable  man. 
Slow  rising,  to  the  circling  chiefe  began. 
(Though  distant  from  the  war  and  world  retired. 
Prime  author,  he  the  distant  war  inspir!d ; 
Which  once  in  act,  be  iseu'd  from  his  cell, 
4nd  thus  promotes  what  he  commenced  so  well.) 

**  With  transport  I  survey  the  truth  express'd 
Warm  in  each  eye,  aod^big  in  ev*ry  breast; 
When  ^ulloign  spealu  it  with  prevailing  charms. 
No  task  remains  but  to  enforce  with  arms: 
Yet  pardon  one  reflection  still  behind, 
A  weight  long  since  incumbent  o'er  my  mind. 

**  Wherefriendships  are  by  light  suspicions  cool*d, 
And  rulers  are  themselves  by  passions  rurd, 
Incongruona  orders  issu'd  by  the  great. 
Sedition  pregnant  in  the  lower  state  ; 
Occasions  opportune  are  ever  lost, 
And  ev'ry  gcwd  and  glorious  end  is  cross'd : 
HI  does  i':  seem,  when  discord  thus  attaints 
The  cause  of  christians,  and  a  host  of  saints ; 
A  host,  whom  breach  eternal  must  divide. 
While  various  minds  in  various  powers  preside. 

"  The  mutual  weal  divided  pow*r  withstands, 
Nor  Justice  holds  her  scale  with  various  hands; 
Corruption  ev'ry  partial  view  attends. 
And  the  torn  state  each  selflsh  member  rends. 
Not  so  has  Nature,  in  the  frame  of  man, 
Drawn  the  tm«  scheme  of  each  politic  plan; 
Gave  various  parts  to  form  one  beauteous  whole, 
And  gave  a  head  in  prudence  to  control ; 
Like  ruler  should  ye  choose,  could  1  advise, 
And  form  your  own,  as  Nature's  conduct,  wise." 

He  saud,  when,  mantling  from  each  hero's  breast, 
Ambition  mounts  in  ev*ry  eye  express'd : 
But  soon  a  beam,  emissive  from  above. 
Shed  mental  day,  and  touched  the  heart  with  love; 
Gave  jealous  rage  to  know  divine  control. 
And  rul'd  the  tempest  rising  in  the  souL 
Calm  reason  the  recoiling  tumult  swa3rs; 
The  sage's  speech  attentive  judgment  weighs; 
To  merit  ev'ry  partial  view  expands. 
And  Godfrey  1  Godfrey  !  ev>y  voice  demands. 

His  will,  they  vote,  their  future  test  of  right, 
His  leading  arm  their  ensign  to  the  fight. 
Their  Atlas  fit  to  bear  th*  incumbent  weight. 
The  trust  of  empire,  and  the  task  of  state; 
Submiss,  to  him  they  yield  nnrivaVd  sway. 
And  willing  princes,  late  his  peers,  obey. 
The  consult  ended,  and  the  royal  name 
Was  borne  wide  wafted  on  the  wings  of  flame  ; 
The  news  a  thousand  busy  tongues  impart. 
Cheer  ev*ry  brow,  and  gladden  ev'ry  heart 

For  not  unconscioua  was  the  warlike  crowd. 
Of  worth  to  ev'ry  vulgar  eye  avow'd ; 
Approving  throngs  their  Godfirey's  presence  greet, 
Cha  *m'd  to  his  sight,  or  prostrate  at  his  feet. 
Proclaim  tbdr  monarch  with  united  voice;. 
And  loudly  consecrate  the  public  choice.         \ 
He  mild  returns,  while  correspondina  frace 


Whose  bumish'd  mail,  with  flittmg  lustre  gay. 
Reflect  thick  lightnings,  and  return  the  day. 

Superior  the  observant  Godfrey  stands. 
Orders  the  field,  and  marshals  all  the  bands; 
Directs  the  moving  legions  from  on  high. 
And  rules  a  host  with  his  experienc'd  eye. 

Say  thou,  my  soul,  with  gifb  divinely  bless'd. 
And  all  thy  treasures  of  a  conscious  breast ! 
What  chieib  conspicuous  then  ad^'d  the  pUuRi 
Their  ancient  glory,  and  attending  traui? 
So  may'st  thou  recollect  the  spoils  of  age. 
And  fitKn  oblivion  snatch  the  future  page : 
To  thee  old  Time  shall  ev'ry  tit>phy  yield. 
And  all  the  pristine  honours  of  the  field. 
Transplanted  fair  on  each  immortal  line, 
And  ev'ry  ear,  in  ev'ry  age,  be  thme. 

First  came  the  Gauls,  Clothario  at  their  head, 
Whom  Hugo  late,  unhappy  warrior,  led: . 
Where  four  fair  streams  an  ample  nation  fold, 
And  Gallia's  isle  with  soft  embraces  hold. 
He  in  the  front  of  levy'd  numbers  shone. 
Prime  of  their  host,  and  brother  of  the  throne; 
But  early  death  suppress'd  the  vital  flame, 
Secure  of  Heav'n,  and  still  surviving  fame. 
Nor  now  the  troops  an  equal  leader  scorn. 
Great  as  the  first,  though  not  of  princes  bom : 
A  thousand  arm'd,  sedate  they  move  along, 
In  weighty  mail  indissolubly  strong ; 
Attend  their  chief  with  boasted  ensigns  gay. 
And  the  proud  arms  of  ancient  France  display. 

To  these,  each  clasp'd  within  his  steely  case. 
Alike  in  stature,  and  in  marUal  grace. 
From  Celtic  Gaul  a  kindred  band  succeeds. 
A  thousand  warriors  on  a  thousand  steeds ; 
Normania's  Robert  in  the  van  presides. 
And  the  closM  files  with  native  sceptre  guides. 

Two  prelates  next  their  dreaded  arms  unite, 
Renown'd  for  piety,  as  fam'd  in  fight ; 
Great  Ademare  with  standards  richly  spread. 
And  William  reverend  at  his  peopled  head ; 
Great  Williahi,  chief  amid  four  hundred  known. 
From  Orange  and  the  deep  meander'd  Rhone ; 
like  dangers  Ademare  from  Poget  sought. 
And  hn  the  front  of  equal  numbers  fought. 
Awfiil  in  arms,  in  ministry  divine, 
Rever'd  alike,  in  lawn  or  mail  they  shine ; 
Their  docile  troops  with  bold  example  teach. 
And  fearless  coaU>at  for  the  foath  they  preach. 

Then  Baldwin  o'er  his  powers  appear'd  supreme^ 
Prom  Bouillon  seated  on  the  silver  Seme, 
Chief  of  the  bands  whom  late  duke  Godfrey  led. 
Now  chief  of  ohiefe,  and  of  their  host  the  head. 
Carinto  o'er  four  hundred  next  presides, 
With  valour  fires  them,  and  with  wisdom  guides;     - 
But  thrice  that  number  mightier  Baldwin  leads^ 
And  arm'd  janA  haughty  in  the  van  precedes. 

To  these  ensue,  amid  the  beaten  fields. 
Whom  Guelpho  governs,  and  whom  Suabia  yields  ^ 
Guelpho,  with  merit,  as  with  fortune  crown'd. 
And  greatly  e'en  among  the  great  renown'd : 
I'he  nriucely  house  of  Est,  and  Romanaire^ 
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A  race  addicted  much  to  free  delights. 

To  social  jojrs,  and  hoepitabie  rites, 

While  o'er  their  hute  the  wintry  tempests  pass, 

Wami'd  by  the  geuial  6re  and  sparkliDg  g^ass: 

Five  thousand  hence  the  s£ge  coonnander  drew, 

A  eheerfal,  fikithfiil,  and  intrepid  crew ; 

Sad  chance  of  war,  the  irreater  numbca*  slain. 

To  mirth  no  longer  wakeful,  press  the  plain. 

The  Belgi  next,  in  helm-  and  pol  sh'd  mail. 
Their  snowy  limbs  and  flaxen  ringlets  veil ; 
Whose  narrow  realms  nnboanded  wealth  contain. 
Hemmed  in  by  France,  Almania,  and  the  main. 
Where  the  Moselle  and  blended  Rhine  extend, 
Wide  o'er  the  banks  their  weighty  harvests  beod : 
A  people  valiant,  aud  iniir*d  to  toil. 
Domestic  industry,  and  fore  gn  spoil. 
With  these  appear,  disposM  in  armed  flies. 
The  subject  powers  of  their  associate  isles; 
Whow  thsteep  mounds  repairthosedangYousshores, 
Where  the  breach  threatens,  and  the  tempest  roars; 
Where  the  proud  flood  disdains  inferior  prey, 
And  o*er  a  nation  pours  the  headlong  sea. 

Beneath  another  Robert  all  unite, 
A  thousand  arm'd,  and  eager  for  the  fight. 
They  pass,  and  to  the  British  squadrons  yield 
The  next  succession  of  the  moving  field. 
But  thece,  superior  to  the  Belgi  shone, 
Array*d  by  William,  Al|l>'ion's  younger  son ; 
From  their  broad  backs  their  g^racefiil  weapons  flow. 
The  swift  wingM  quiver,  and  the  twanging  bow: 
With  them,  Hibemia  sends  her  sons  to  war, 
Hibemia,  neighbour  of  the  northern  star, 
Where  her  bleak  hills  and  hoary  woods  aspire, 
And  less'ning  from  the  distant  world  retire. 

Then  Tancred  caught  the  eye  with  heedless  grace, 
Strength  in  his  arm,  and  beauty  in  his  face: 
Of  all  that  valiant,  that  nnnumber*d  host, 
Rinaldo  might  superior  prowess  boast; 
Of  worth  untainted,  fearless  in  the  fight. 
And  else,  unmatch'd,  m  glory,  as  m  might 
One  sole  defeult  his  nobler  s^our  chained, 
While  love  amid  his  strength  of  virtues  reign*d, 
Caught  from  a  glance  of  momentary  charms. 
And  nurs>d  wi  h  anguish  in  the  din  of  arms. 
So  fame  relates,  on  that  triumphant  day, 
When  Persians  fell  an  undistinguished  prey, 
Far  from  his  host  the  slaughter  Tancred  led, 
And  singly  followed  where  the  foremost  fled ; 
Till  feverish,  and  fetigu'd,  he  sought  repose, 
And  to  his  wish  a  rural  arbour  rose. 
Where  a  cool  stream,  beneath  the  whispering  shade. 
With  pendent  flow'rs,  and  quiv'ring  willows  play'd; 
Thither  he  tum'd,  but,  with  unwary  thought. 
Soon  lost  the  sweets  of  that  repose  be  sought. 
By  the  clear  stream  unlook*d  for  perils  lay. 
In  all  the  charms  of  virgin  beauty  gay ; 
Her  body  armM  with  Amazonian  grace. 
But  obvious  all  the  dangers  of  her  fece: 
His  captive  step  the  warrior  stopp*d  amaz'd, 
Sigh'd  as  he  looked,  and  trembled  while  he  gaz'd; 
His  eyes  ran  o'er  the  maid,  with  hasty  art 
Thence  drew  her  form,  and  flx'd  it  in  his  heart. 


Within  his  eyes  the  loved  ideas  rolf. 
Heave  in  his  heart,  and  sicken  in  his  sonf. 

Hem^e  oVr  his  cheek  distemper'd  anguish  tptttS^ 
PreyM  on  his  strength,  and  on  his  beauty  fed  ; 
Despair  lay  sad,  but  silent  in  h^s  breast. 
And  sighs  alone  the  lengthening  woe  expressed. 
Proud  to  attend  Campania^s  valiant  bands. 
Eight  hundred  horse  await  the  chiefs  commaiidf } 
Campania.  bleasM  with  all  the  bloom  of  healtb, 
A  seat  of  pleasures,  and  a  fund  of  wealth. 
Where  the  rich  odonn  breathe  along  her  vales. 
And  feed  old  ocean  with  the  firagrant  gales. 

Behind,  two  hundred  hardy  warriors  came. 
The  only  warriors  of  the  Grecian  name :        [field. 
Light  arm*d,  and  swift,  they  range  th*  emlMttl'd 
Nor  poise  the  lance,  nor  bear  the  pond'rouashiM; 
But  in  close  fight,  or  distant  skirmish,  know 
The  dextrous  felchion,  and  the  bending  bow. 
Spare  were  their  steeds,  and  slender  thehr  repast. 
Put  b'ithe  and  agile  as  an  eastern  blast; 
Untir*d.  and  practis'd  to  the  nimble  rein. 
They  stop,  and  turn,  and  dart  along  the  {dain  s 
Thus  borne,  the  riders  confidently  go, 
Defece  the  battle,  and  fatigue  the  foe  ; 
Expert4  to  charge,  to  traverse,  and  to  fly, 
Pursu'd  they  combat,  and  the  conquenirs  die. 

Tatjno  points  their  progress  o'er  the  fields. 
He  the  sole  chief  the  Grecian  empire  yields; 
fnglorious  Greece !  in  indolence  profound 
Repos'd,  wh'le  arm'd  contention  raag'd  aroond  : 
"  But  now  the  sad  equivalent  is  paid^ 
lieft  by  the  cause  you  once  refus'd  to  aid, 
Th«i  haughty  Pagan  lords  ito^er  your  plains. 
And  wakes  the  sbaiAefiil  lethargy  with  chains.* 

To  close  the  rear  the  bold  adventurers  came^ 
The  last  in  order,  though  the  first  in  fame; 
A  troop  of  heroes,  Europe's  proudest  boast. 
And  the  dire  terronr  of  the  Asian  host ! 
Whatever  through  tmes  of  high  memorial  rong^ 
By  prose  recorded,  or  by  poet*s  sung. 
Achievements  valorous  and  knights  renown*d. 
In  chivalry,  or  antique  fable  found — 
.Transferr'd  to  these,  may  real  credence  find. 
And  sum  th'  excellence  of  human  knd. 

Though  each  might  claim,  as  of  peculiar  right. 
To  lead  a  host,  and  rule  the  ranks  of  fight, 
Dudon  that  high  pre-eminence  demaoos. 
By  joint  assent  of  the  advent*rous  bands. 
Where  Aufidus  first  rolls  an  infent  wave, 
lliis  chief  of  chiefr  Hesperian  Conza  gave: 
Sage  were  his  words,  and  hoary  was  his  head. 
To  constant  toil,  and  eariy  battle  bred ; 
Yet  ever  was  his  boiling  courage  young. 
And  his  try'd  nerve  to  vivid  action  strung; 
His  bosom  nobly  trench 'd  wth  many  a  sear, 
Old  to  the  field,  the  fether  of  the  war 

Amid  the  prime  of  thos^  illustrious  peers 
Eustatio,  Bulloign's  youngest  son  appears; 
Great  wa*t  his  challenge  of  peculiar  feme, 
But  more  through  his  imperial  brother's  nan 
With  him,  Gemando,  heir  of  Norway,  ride^ 
I  And  in  his  pomp  of  vaunted  title  prides: 
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Nor  hnm  Aehilles,  ^rza,  Palaneed, 
Well  worthy  praise  for  mftny  a  worthy  deed  5 
From  Lombardy  the  valiant  brethren  came. 
To  fbrin  the  ^reat  triumvirate  of  fame. 
With  these  rode  CHton,  who,  in  single  fight. 
Won  the  dire  trophy  of  the  Paynim  knight. 
High  on  whose  helm  a  naked  infant  lay, 
Carl*d  by  a  snake  voracious  o'er  the  prey. 

Tba  like  memoral  Guaschar,  Raphe,  demand, 
Who  boldly  join  the  voluntary  band ; 
To  Eberard  and  Gnemier  too  belong, 
The  force  and  fiame  of  an  immortal  song ; 
AihI  the  two  Gaidos  equal  honours  claim, 
Alike  in  glory  and  alike  in  name. 

But  you,  bright  pair!  shall  ever  foremost  shine; 
Shall  still  survive,  to  deck  the  mournful  line— 
Gildippe,  in  thy  dearer  Edward  blest; 
And  Edward,  only  in  thy  cares  distress'd ! 
Too  fond  the  knot  which  wedded  faith  supplies. 
When  mutual  merit  holds  what  beauty  ties  I 
One  life  intpir'd  them,  nor  could  death  divide; 
They  fought  together,  and  together  died. 

Ah  love,  all  subtle  tutor,  thou  can'st  teach 
What,  miia«tructive  else,  the  world  might  preach ; 
Give  the  soft  sex  to  loathe  inglorious  rest. 
String  the  weak  arm,  and  steel  the  snowy  breast ! 
You  braced  the  fsir-one's  helm,  her  corselet  tied, 
And  gave  the  guardian  to  her  Edward's  side  ' 
Thus  ou  they  pass'd,  inseparably  |>air'd ; 
For  him  she  battled,  and  for  her  he  fear*d : 
By  each,  for  each  alone,  was  life  desir'd ; 
And,  wounded  in  the  other,  each  expired. 

Last  in  the  rear  of  that  embattled  train. 
Shone  the  young  comet  of  the  glitt'ring  plain, 
RiBaldo—in  whose  fair,  majestic  fisce. 
Soft  beauty  sweetenM  ev'ry  martial  grace  i 
The  youth  impatient  of  his  manly  prime. 
Fled  from  his  years,  and  stripp'd  the  speed  of  time; 
Proud  on  his  arm  the  force  of  battle  lay. 
And  round  his  snowy  limbs  the  Graces  play. 

This  chief,  by  Adige  on  the  winding  shore, 
Sophia,  spouse  to  great  Bertoldo,  bore : 
But  ioon  Matilda  takes  their  infont  heir, 
Caresses  fondly,  and  oouduets  with  care ; 
To  earlj  honour  fires  his  growing  youth. 
The  thirst  of  glory,  and  the  love  of  troth  ; 
When  to  his  ears  the  warlike  tidings  came, 
And  sent  the  stripling  to  the  fields  of  fime. 

Five  summers  thrice  had  bloomed  around  his  head, 
When  to  the  wondering  camp  the  warrior  fled : 
Alone  he  past,  all  eager  on  his  way. 
And  reach'd  the  shore,  and  cross'd  the  Egean  sea; 
Then  sped  along  by  many  an  unknown  coast, 
Aftd  mizVi  exulting  with  the  Christian  host 
And  now  three  years  were  spent  amid  alarrai, 
Since  first  the  princely  fugitive  took  arms. 
When  manhood  early  dawning  from  within. 
Shed  the  smooth  down  to  deck  his  ivory  chin. 

The  horsemen  past,  the  num'roos  foot  succeed, 
And  trace  the  marches  of  the  bonoding  steed  ^ 
But  these,  Toiosa's  monarch,  Raimond  heads. 
And  in  the  front  majestically  treads : 
From  the  proud  cliffi  of  Pyren^an  hills. 
From  lucid  Garonne,  and  the  neighbouring  rilli^ 
Wide  o'er  a  placid  climate  s'retchM  his  reign, 
And  eastward  overlook'd  the  midland-main. 
Four  thousand  vefrans  hence  the  hero  drew. 
Who  all  the  arts  of  various  battle  knew  : 
Composed  they  march,  to  ev'ry  toil  address'd ; 
But  he,  their  bulwark,  tow'n  before  the  rest 
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Five  thousand  Stephen  from  Amhasia  brings. 
And  Tours,  and  shelving  Blese,  seat  of  kings, 
Where  Loire  the  too  delicious  region  laves. 
And  cities  float  reflected  o*^r  the  waves ; 
Impatient,  hence,  of  discipline  or  toil, 
They  caught  the  native  softness  of  the  soil : 
Yet  the  fair  troops,  in  martial  semblance  arm*d. 
With  show  of  lively  preparation  rharm'd ; 
Their  val(»or  as  the  lightly  flaming  fire. 
Furious  they  charge,  and  fainting  soon  retire. 

Alcastu  then  stepp'd  forth  with  haughty  pace ; 
Pierce  was  his  mien,  and  menacing  his  face: 
Where  o'er  the  clouds  the  steepy  Alps  extend. 
Six  thousand  from  Helvetia's  tow*rs  attend ; 
In  shining  mail  their  temper'd  ploughshares  glancei 
Spread  in  the  shield,  and  pointed  in  the  lance; 
While  the  right  arm,  that  rul'd  the  flocks  so  late. 
Now  threats  the  mighty,  and  insults  the  great 

Last,  in  the  papal  standard,  they  display 
The  triple  crown,  and  apostolic  key ; 
Sev'n  thousand  valiant  Romans  march  behind. 
And  great  Camillo  had  the  charge  assign'd 
The  moving  cuishes,  and  their  corselets  bright. 
Exchange  quick  lightnings,  and  fatigue  the  sight : 
Elate  in  hope,  and  cheerM  amid  alarms. 
They  bless  the  cause  that  calls  the  world  to  arms; 
So  to  revive,  and  vindicate  the  fame. 
That  once,  unrival'd,  mark'd  the  Roman  name. 

Now,  summM  to  view,  the  invincible  array 
Stands  on  the  plain,  and  brightens  in  the  day : 
The  general  calls— obsequious  to  the  sound. 
His  peers  approach,  and  range  attentive  round ; 
When  Bulloign  his  imperial  will  express'd. 
And  thus  reveal'd  the  counsels  of  his  breast 

**  Soon  as  the  next  succeeding  morn  shall  rise. 
And  dawning  purple  streak  the  eastern  skies, 
Prepar'd,  and  arm*d  with  best  appointed  speed. 
Be  ev'ry  warrior,  and  be  ev'ry  steed ; 
For  then  we  mean  to  visit  Salem's  tow'rs, 
By  secret  marob,  and  swift  invading  pow'rs: 
The  mighty  crisis  to  the  combat  calls. 
And  the  foe  trembles  in  her  sacred  walls." 

Bold  was  the  hope  his  ardent  words  inspire ; 
As  the  plied  fan  provokes  the  slumb'ring  fire. 
Impatient  they  regret  the  ling'ring  night. 
Fierce  for  the  day,  and  for  the  promis'd  fight 
But  other  cares  hold  Godfrey  from  repose, 
Nor  tastes  the  chief  those  transports  he  bestows: 
Yet  deep  he  held  the  secret  of  his  breast. 
From  ev'ry  ear  and  ev'ry  eye  suppress'd. 

Small  cause  of  joy  his  late  advices  bring— 
How  Lybia,  arm'd  beneath  the  Memphian  king, 
From  Damiata,  eastward  in  the  way 
To  Gaza,  on  the  Syrian  frontiers  lay. 
lunnmerous  thero  such  warriors  he  unites. 
As  force  made  confident  or  fame  excites ; 
Nor  Godfrey  hopes  advances  can  be  slow, 
From  so  inveterate,  so  renown'd  a  foe : 
How  best  to  frustrate  or  oppose,  he  seeks; 
And  to  his  legate,  trusty  Henry,  speaks. 

*"  Go,  speed  thee,  Henry— spread  the  flyhig  s^jl, 
Cut  the  green  wave,  and  catch  the  favouring  gale ; 
Nor  give  indulgence  to  the  labouring  oar, 
Till  the  cruok'd  keel  divides  the  Grecian  shore. 
Thero  should  arrive,  as  private  seals  impart. 
From  one  who  knows  not  the  deceiving  art, 
The  royal  Dane,  for  matchless  force  renown'd, 
As  with  the  grace  of  every  virtue  crown'd ; 
Zeal  sends  the  northern  youth  its-warmest  ray. 
And  glory  wings  him  to  the  tmlsome  w»y, 
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From  the  oold  circle,  end  the  polar  sUr, 
The  friend  end  brave  companioo  of  the  war. 

<'  But,  for  I  know  the  Oreekish  monarch's  heart, 
Stor'd  with  old  wilet,  and  well  diisembled  art, 
I  fear  lest  he  divert  the  princely  youth. 
And  wrest  his  purpose  from  the  paths  of  truth  | 
Or  other  specious  enterprise  persuade. 
And  rob  our  armies  of  the  promised  aid. 
But  you,  my  messenger  and  fiuthful  friend. 
Dispose  his  journey  to  its  destinM  end ; 
Alike  his  honour  and  oar  arms  shall  nend 
His  utmost  forces,  and  his  swiftest  speed. 

**  Nor  yoa  return,  but  to  the  Grecian  sue 
For  aids,  by  previous  obligation  due. 
Such  aids  as  with  his  kingly  compact  st«ids ; 
And  more  than  compact— what  the  cause  de- 


The  guardian  chief  thus  wakeful  shuns  repoM, 
While  in  his  care  ten  thousand  eye-lids  close : 
The  herald,  speeding  to  the  breezy  shore, 
"Thwibeals  of  trust  and  royal  greeting  bore ; 
And  late,  the  duke,  from  every  task  reclined. 
Gave  to  his  couch  the  labours  of  his  mind. 

And  now  the  night  emba|ro*d  in  early  dew. 
Slow  ebbing,  from  the  paler  dawn  withdrew  i 
Aurora  on  the  purpling  ocean  rose ; 
The  reddening  east  with  warmer  lustre  glows; 
His  previous  beam  the  solar  brightness  shed. 
And  from  the  wave  upraised  his  peerless  head- 
While  through  the  camp  loud  echoing  clarions  ring ; 
Eous'd  to  the  note,  the  sprightly  soldiers  spring ; 
Their  ears  delighted  drink  the  warlike  spunds. 
And  every  heart  wjth  answering  motion  bounds. 
*  So  joys  the  peasant  on  the  sultry  f^n. 
When  thunders  roll,  the  messengers  of  rain. 

With  quick  impatienc^every  bosom  glows ; 
Apt  to  their  limbs,  the  wonted  armours  close: 
Each  conscious  soldier  on  his  chief  attends. 
And  o'er  the  plain  the  ranging  host  extends : 
The  banners  stream,  redundant  to  the  wind ; 
All  move*  as  ruPd  by  one  informing  mind; 
Whihi  high  towards  Heaven,  the  Cross  in  triumph 

niread, 
Waves  from  the  van,  and  blazes  at  their  head. 

Now  up  the  steep  of  Heaven  the  cloudless^Sun, 
Fresh  in  his  pomp  of  rising  splendour  shone— 
He  strikes  the  squadrons  with  a  trembling  light ; 
The  flash  gleams  restless,  and  rejects  the  sight : 
All  ether  flames,  and  sparkles  round  the  ho^ 
And  the  wide  glory  fir^  the  distant  coast; 
The  coursers  neigh,  the  clanging  arms  resound. 
And  deafening  hUls  return  ,the  din  around. 

Meanwhile  the  chiefs  great  guardian  of  hb  train, 
Benders  all  slights  of  lurking  ambush  vain : 
He  sends  the  light-arm'd  horse  detach'd  before. 
To  scour  the  woodland  and  the  winding  shore ; 
The  pioneers  with  previous  labours  go. 
Pull  down  the  lofty,  and  supply  the  low, 
Unfbid  the  strait,  detect  the  covert  way. 
And  give  large  travel  to  the  wide  array. 

Not  the  rude  onsets  of  encountering  foes, 
Soon  scattered,  could  the  impervious  march  oppow; 
Not  the  proud  rampart,  and  the  steepy  mound. 
The  guarded  battlement,  and  trench  profound — 
In  vain  by  thickets,  rocks,  and  bilb,  withstood. 
The  rising  forest,  and  the  rushing  flood  ! 
8p  when  the  Po;,  imperial  torrent,  swells, 
Ko  power  resists  him,  and  no  force  repels : 
Deep  from  the  root  the  sylvan  shade  he  heavesy 
The  min  rolls . ingulf  d  within  his  waves; 


He  foams,  he  roars,  heboonds  along  Hie  pWs, 
And  bears  his  prey  triumphant  to  tiie  mna. 

Meantime,  the  king  of  Tripoli,  alarm'd. 
Manned  every  hold,  and  every  men  be  arm*4  ; 
But  still  reatrara'd  his  pow'rs,  his  wealth  supprf 
And  rul*d  the  wrath  rebellions  m  his  breast ; 
With  specious  gifts,  and  ill  diasembled  cheer. 
Beneath  feign'd  friendship  he  disgnis'd  hie  fear ; 
Sign'd  ev'ry  term  that  Godfrey  would  iospoae. 
And  gave  wide  progress  to  his  potent  foes. 

Where,  south  fiom  Salem,  Sdr's  hills  arise. 
And  eastward  range,  incumbeivt  o*cr  the  skies. 
Promiscuous  pours  a  numerous  troop  of  firiends. 
And,  joyful,  every  sex  and  age  desoends : 
Large  gifts,  the  tribute  of  their  love,  they  bring 
To  the  great  chief,  of  Christian  annict  king; 
They  view  the  wondrous  n;ian  with  strange  delight, 
Press  to  his  touch,  and  dwell  upon  hia  sgfat ; 
Throngh  ways  well  known  conduct  his  jomne^  host, 
And  point  his  passage  o*er  the  hostile  coast. 

Still  toward  the  deep,  the  windings  they  eqpkn^ 
On  sea-beat  shallows,  and  the  sanded  ahoie  ; 
00*  to  the  right  the  ships  of  burden  ride. 
And  plough  the  surge  that  murmurs  at  their  sidfr 
Convenient  here,  the  flying  barge  from  for 
Imports  the  various  implements  of  war ; 
Replete  from  Scios,  and  the  Gredush  isles» 
All  autumn  in  the  copious  navy  smilea ; 
While  luscious  Crete  her  geserons  juice  be<fto«s» 
And  to  the  host  the  purple  vintage  flows. 

From  BriUin,  Belgia,  and  the  Gallic  bays. 
From  Venice,  native  of  the  circling  seas  ; 
The  gulf  of  Genoa,  and  Tuscan  shores. 
And  where  Sicilia  piles  her  naval  storea ; 
Ships,  barks,  and  gallies,  cut  the  midland-main. 
And  join  in  arms,  ^  complicated  train. 
For  here  no  Pagan  to  the  driving  gale. 
With  daring  hand  unforis  his  timorous  sail ; 
UnrivaPd  round,  the  huge  armada  rides. 
And  with  a  forest  veils  the  nether  tides ; 
Beneath  the  load,  indignant.  Ocean  swells^ 
The  vessel  labours,  and  the  surge  rsbela. 

Wmg'd  from  the  circling  world,  the  fleet  nnilei; 
One  wish' informs  them,  and  one  cause  invites: 
Their  murmuring  keels  divide  the  side-kxig  coast. 
With  large  provision  to  the  landed  boat ;      [shore, 
Then  l^ncb^d,  they  shout,  and  scour  the  wiadiDf 
Hoist  every  sail,  and  ply  with  every  oar ; 
All  bound,  where  Christ  the  dear  abUitiDn  shed. 
And,  for  a  sinful  world,  a  smless  victim  bled. 

Fame  flies  through  Sion  with  preceding  eound. 
And  hastes  to  spread  the  fearful  news  arouBd ; 
The  pow'n,  the  names,  the  numbers,  all  sbe  soms— 
**  See,  see,"  sbe  cries,  *'  the  dreaded  victor  comes! 
His  steps  a  troop  of  matchless  heroes  wait* 
Known  jto  the  field,  the  delegates  of  fate : 
Fear  ye,  whose  short  enduring  power  detainft 
The  saoed  city,  and  her  saints  in  chains ! 
He  comes;  and  on  his  conquering  weapon  briagi 
Death  to  her  foes,  and  temmr  to  her  langs  !" 

Those  ills,  that  present  we  might  learn  to  beer. 
In  prospect  spread,  and  magnify  by  fear; 
The  phantom  realiz'd  in  foncy's  eye. 
Is  greater  ill  than  all  those  ills  we  fly. 
With  busy  foce,  and  ever  listening  e#r, 
Restless  they  run  to  learn,  but  dread  to  hear; 
Tbrougliout  the  city  and  adjacent  plains. 
Tumultuous  haste,  distrost,  and  rumour  reigns; 
While  in  her  old  inalicioQS  tyrant's  aaol. 
Black  tboui^tf  i«d  hoary  pm^hmliHiM  rolL 
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For  Aladine  in  Sios  newly  tkroo'd, 
Beneath  the  proud  usurper  Judah  groaned : 
Dire  wai  the  native  purpose  of  bis  mind. 
To  er'rj  act  of  early  ill  iaclin'd  5 
Bat  as  his  years  increaae,  his  fires  assuafe. 
Allay  with  tioM,  and  mitigate  with  age. 
He  learns  the  progress  of  the  Christian  pow'rs, 
That  like  a  torrent  comes  to  sap  his  towers ; 
And  a  new  doubt  his  anxious  bosom  tears — 
Treason  within,  and  force  without,  he  fears. 

Por  Salem's  sacred  city,  then  enclo8*d. 
Two  different  sects,  of  different  faith,  composed  j 
In  Christ,  divine  instructor,  those  believed ; 
And  these,  in  Macon,  carnally  deceived : 
In  number,  and  in  pow*r,  the  last  excel ; 
The  former,  only,  in  believing  well. 
But  late,  when  he  the  imperial  seat  attain'd, 
And  scepter'd  o'er  the  pow^  of  Judah  reign'd. 
The  P^ynims  lightened  ftom  the  tax  of  state, 
He  whelms  the  Christians  with  the  unequal  weight 

Susfucious  hence,  he  trembles  in  his  turn, 
I^st  ii^ury  with  due  resentment  bum. 
Bons'd  at  the  thought,  his  native  wra«h  respires. 
And  wakes  the  fury  of  his  slumb*ring  fires ; 
The  glut  of  future  carnage  feasts  his  soul. 
And  in  his  eye  new  scenes  of  slaughter  roll. 
ThniB  numb  and  peaceful  lies  some  poisonous  snake, 
Cbin*d  in  the  dropping  of  a  wintry  brake ; 
Till,  warm'd  beneath  the  Sun's  returning  ray. 
He  stirs  and  curls,  and  kindles  with  the  day ; 
Reviv'd  to  ill,  his  bumish'd  spires  arise. 
And  Tenom  lightens  from  his  sanguine  ejeB. 

"  Behold,''  he  said,  «*  malicious  in  their  joy, 
How  the  smi  le  lurks,  when  Christians  would  destroy ! 
In  transport  hush'd,  they  wait  the  coming  foe, 
Their  heuta  exulting  in  the  public  woe: 
Nor  less  such  secret  meditations  mean. 
Than  nightly  treasons,  and  some  murderous  scene ; 
Or  through  our  gates  yon  hostile  pow'rs  to  guide. 
To  ns  thoug^h  hostile,  yet  to  them  allied. 

**  But  prudence  bids  to  disappoint  the  blow. 
And  turn  iU  force,  retorted  on  the  foe; 
The  traitor^s  scheme  shall  on  himself  recoil. 
And  take  him,  with  his  own  invented  toil. 
Stabh'd  on  the  breast  let  bleeding  infants  die; 
Each  tex  and  age  in  mingling  slaughter  tie; 
While  iKwry  on  the  shrine  their  priests  expire^ 
And  ev'ry  temple  flames  a  funeral  pyre  '.*' 

80  brew*d  the  murd'rous  mischief  in  his  mind, 
BubkNia  to  act,  what  deadly  he  designed ; 
The  threatlVil  storm,  superior  fears  control. 
And  do  the  work  of  mercy  in  his  soul ; 
While  the  foil  purpose  through  his  bosom  boils, 
With  rancour  rises,  and  with  dread  recoils. 
Lest  to  hioiself  tike  fortune  might  betide, 
CompeU'd  to  crave  that  mercy  he  denied, 
And  all  the  war,  with  desperate  vengeance  sped, 
Shoald  pour  iU  wrath  on  his  devoted  head. 
The  tyrmt  hence,  imsolnte  in  rave. 


But  here,  with  utmost  vigtlanee  he  pHes ; 
The  bars  are  doubled,  and  tble  ramparts  rise; 
And  last,  with  native  and  auxiliar  pow^s. 
He  arms  her  wards,  and  fortifies  her  towers. 


BOOK  n. 

Tine  king  in  each  anticipating  thought 
Thus  foii'd  his  foes,  and  futurS*  combats  fought ; 
When  lo !  Ismeno,  horrid  seer,  drew  nigfa» 
A  vicious  counsellor  and  dread  ally ; 
Ismeno,  deep  in  all  the  pow'rs  of  Hell, 
The  mystie  philter,  atad  infomal  spell  !  — 
The  monumental  corse  Ismeno  warm'd. 
And  the  pale  dead  with  mimic  life  infona*d  ; 
CompeU'd  the  fiends  to  issue  to  bis  aid. 
And  Hell's  dread  king  in  his  own  realms  obey'd. 
A  Christian  once,  be  late  transferr'd  his  vows, 
And  now  to  Macon,  fitter  master,  bows ; 
Nor  well  the  form  of  either  system  knew. 
False  to  the  first,  nor  to  the  latter  true : 
Still  were  the  terms  of  sacred  phrase  retain'd, 
Mix'd  m  his  songs,  and  in  his  rites  profan'd  ; 
With  lore  divine  the  abhorrent  charm  he  yokes. 
And  highest  Heav'n  with  deepest  Hell  invokes. 
Dnne  (1^  his  cave,  where,  impiously  retir'd. 
His  arts  he  practised  and  his  skill  aoquir'd. 
He  issu'd,  grateful  to  a  tyrant's  will ; 
And  thus  advis'd  the  minister  of  ill 

"  You  see,  O  king,  the  fury  of  our  foes, 
Flnsh'd  with  the  past,  for  future  conquest  glows ; 
But  fury  is  by  answering  force  controll'd. 
And  Heav^  is  prompt  in  fovour  to  the  bold. 
Thrice  happy  Judah,  doubly  arm'd  in  thee  i 
Expert  to  act,  as  cautious  to  foresee. 
Who  singly  boast  the  twofold  pow'r  to  save, 
Mature  for  counsel,  as  for  con^t  brave. 
Ah,  would  ]rour  subjects  catch  the  kind^  fire. 
And  bravely  emulate  as  you  inspire. 
Then  Godfrey,  soon  entomb'd,  might  here  obtain^ 
'  Unenvied  tenure,  and  a  still  domain. 
For  me,  whate'er  sage  science  may  devise, 
Wbate'er  of  trust  in  deepest  magic  lies, 
I  briqg,  prepared,  through  each  advent'rous  states 
To  ward  your  danger,  or  to  share  your  fote  ; 
Bow'd  to  the  lore  of  necromantic  laws, 
The  host  exil'd  from  Heav'n  shall  aid  your  cause  t 
Then  list  to  what  my  first  instructions  move ; 
And  what  I  counsel,  let  my  king  approve. 

*<  Remote  and  deep  withdrawn  from  rulgar  eyes, 
A  shrine  beneath  the  Christian  temple  lies. 
With  show  of  pompous  consecration  plac'd. 
And  the  bright  image  of  their  goddess  grac'd : 
A  mortal  ddty  this  virgin  bole. 
And  her  flxise  sects  idolatrous  adore  f 
His  vows  tojier  the  travell'd  pilgrim  pajrsy 
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These  wmlls  imprefoable  ensure  your  reign. 
And  hostile  fury  storm  around  in  vain.*' 

He  spoke ;  and  prompt  to  ill  the  tyrant  rose  : 
Impatience  through  his  kindling  aspect  glows ; 
Unhallowed,  to  the  latent  shrine  he  flies. 
And  grasps,  with  arms  impure,  the  rirgin  prize : 
In  vain  the  zealous  ministry  withsunds, 
Opprobrious,  he  insults  their  reverend  bands} 
Then  bears  his  sacrilege  to  Macon*s  fisne. 
Where  HeaVn  was  ever  deaf,  and  prayer  profane : 
The  sorcerer  with  dread  action  stalks  around. 
And  shocks  with  blasphemy  the  trembling  ground. 

And  now  succeediug  mom,  array 'd  in  white. 
Had  silvered  Solyma  with  new-born  light; 
His  charge  in  vain  the  anxious  keeper  sought. 
As  quickly  vanished  as  profanely  brought: 
All  pa|e,  the  tidings  to  his  prince  he  l^ars. 
Who  scarce  the  messenger  in  madness  spares. 
But  o*er  the  Christians  all  his  rage  renews. 
For  malice  ne'er  wants  colour  to  accuse. 
Yet,  whether  mortal  arm  may  boast  the  deed, 
Or  Heav*n*8  high  band  the  captive  image  freed. 
Remote  the  goddess  from  pollution  bore. 
And  left  the  tyrant  blindly  to  explore — 
The  times  declare  not ;  but  in  silence  choose 
To  leave  the  deep  decision  to  the  Muse, 
Who  would  all  praise  in  piety  assign 
As  due  to  pow'r  superior  and  divine. 

Strict  was  the  search  the  chafing  monarch  made, 
And  wide  his  ministers  of  wrath  invade ; 
His  threats  and  vows,  or  menace,  or  invite. 
Whom  rack  could  terrify,  or  gold  requite : 
The  wizard  too  his  impious  art  applies. 
And  to  his  aid  emerging  demons  rise : 
Nor  art,  nor  yet  den^oniac  aid  avails. 
Nor  deepest  Hell  imparts  wh«t  Heav'n  conceals. 
But  when,  no  more  with  baffled  charms  amus'd, 
The  king  in  wrath  conceiv'd  his  pow'r  abus'd. 
His  limbs  all  trembled,  apd  his  eyes  shot  flame. 
And  vengeful  fury  shook  his  labouring  firame : 
Rous'd  in  the  wrath  of  unforgiving  age, 
Against  the  faithful  bum'd  his  ei^dless  ftige  j 
••  Perish  !"  he  cried,  "  destruction  seize  on  all! 
So,  with  the  race,  the  curs*d  offender  fall. 
Yes,  ere  the  guilty  'scape  the  wrath  decreed. 
Perish  the  just,  and  let  the  guiltless  bleed  ! 
What  said  I,  guiltless? — O  ill-suited  name! 
Alike  all  Christians  all  our  vengeance  claim; 
Foes  to  our  prophet,  traitors  to  our  state, 
They  justly  suffer  by  the  laws  they  hate. 
Up,  up,  my  subjects,  with  the  sword  and  fire ; 
Quick  be  their  doom,  and  let  their  name  expire !" 

So  spoke  the  tyrant ;  Fame  receiv'd  the  sound. 
And,  cloth'd  in  terrour,  pours  the  news  around : 
The  blood  from  ev'ry  Christian  cheek  she  drains. 
Strikes  to  their  hearts, and  shudders  in  their  veins: 
No  force  of  prayer,  no  bold  defence  they  try. 
Fear  froze  their  limbs,  nor  left  the  pow*r  to  fly ; 
While  o'er  their  souls  impending  horrours  wait. 


But  merit  vainly  from  esteem  retires ; 
The  world  pursues,  discloses,  and  admires: 
In  vain  from  love  the  bashful  charmer  flies, 
A  bashful  youth  perceives,  pursues,  and  dies ; 
To  him,  intruding  love  the  maid  reveal'd. 
And  kiird  with  graces  from  herself  conceai'd. 
Love  through  the  shade  of  deepest  covert  spies, 
A  blindfold  Argus  with  a  thousand  eyes ; 
A  various  influence  his  powYs  impart. 
And  warm  the  chaste,  and  cool  the  wanton  heart. 

Sophrouia  she,  whose  charms  his  love  inspir'd ; 
Olindo  he,  whose  love  those  charms  admir'd  ; 
In  ev'ry  grace,  to  ev*ry  virtue  train'd. 
One  faith  instructed,  and  one  town  contained. 
Yet  he,  nor  hopes,  nor  ventures  to  complain, 
Hush'd  as  th'  eternal  calm  beneath  the  main  ; 
With  awful  glance  at  distance  eyes  the  fair. 
Breathes  but  to  sigh,  and  loves  but  to  despair  ; 
A  prey  to  silent  anguish,  mourns  alone. 
Unseen,  unmark'd,  iinpitied,  and  unknown. 

The  dire  decree  arrests  Sophronia's  ear. 
Nor  taught  the  Christian  for  herself  to  fear ; 
Tp  nobler  views  her  ample  soul  makes  room. 
With  her  own  death  to  ward  the  public  doom  ; 
The  generous  maid  would  greatly  hieed  for  all. 
And  one  a  sacrifice  for  thousands  fall. 
Strong  zeal  inspir'd,  and  native  courage  taught. 
But  female  decency  reproves  the  thought ; 
Nor  so  prevaird,  fbr  resolutely  sham'd, 
The  bolder  blush  through  bashfulneas  inilam'd. 
On  through  the  gazing  crowd  she  pass*d  alone. 
And  like  a  star  new  risen  the  virgin  shone; 
A  veil  thrown  o'er  her  charms  with  thin  disguise. 
But  half  eclips'd  the  danger  of  her  eyes ; 
Adorn'd,  with  easy  negligence  she  moves. 
And  ev'ry  eye  engages,  and  reproves ; 
For  mildness,  bright*ning  through  majestic  graoe^ 
Spoke  in  her  mien,  and  lighten'd  in  her  &ce. 

Thus  gaz'd  by  all,  on  pass'd  the  lovely  daose, 
And  fearless  to  the  royal  presence  came ; 
Dire  was  the  form  the  tyrant's  visage  wore. 
Which  she  in  innocence,  regardless,  bore. 
"  O  turn,"  she  cri*l,  "  the  terrours  of  thy  ire. 
Nor  thou,  O  king/against  thyself  conspire ; 
Taint  not  the  guardian  glories  of  thy  reign. 
With  bleeding  innocents  and  subjects  slain : 
*Tis  mine  to  give  the  traitor  to  thy  view. 
To  point  thy  wratl^  and  point  the  vengeance  doe.'* 

I'hat  decent  confidence,  and  awful  grace, 
Mix'd  with  the  glories  of  that  loveliest  face, 
Surpris'd  the  monarch ;  half  abash'd  be  stands. 
And  fsels,  that  beauty,  more  than  kings,  commaiida: 
Low  sunk  before  the  fair  all  forms  of  pride. 
And  bend  for  mercy  to  the  suppliant  side. 
For  mutual  grace  unbind  the  sov'reigu  brow, 
Wishfif  1  to  find,  and  willing  to  allow ; 
But  the  fond  hope  po  answering  smiles  impart. 
And  wayward  beiauty  damps  the  kiudling  heart. 
Not  love,  but  sullen  pleasure,  seiz'd  his  sense. 
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SoTpritM  he  paosM,  yet  seeming  to  require 
A  form  less  fair,  and  apter  to  his  ire : 
"  Say,  who  conspir>d,  who  prompted  to  the  deed  ? 
Nor  give  a  breast  so  soft  as  thine  to  bl«sed.'* 
"  AH  rivals,**  she  retum'd,  "  my  works  disclaim. 
Nor  brook  a  partner  ia  the  deeds  of  fame : 
My  courage  prompted  what  my  thoughte  conspired  j 
Alone  I  counsetl'd,  and  alone  acquired." 
"  On  thee  alone,"  the  tyrant  then  replied, 
^  Be  the  full  weight  of  my  resentment  tried  !" 
•*  T  is  just,  t  is  jrtst,*'  she  cried,  ««  nor  I  repine; 
Mine  be  the  penalty,  the  glory  mine !" 

^ew  choler  now  his  gathering  visage  swells, 
And  all  the  tyrant  in  his  heart  rebels : 
"  How,  where,  hast  thou  presumed  thy  theft  to  hide  ? 
Say,  quick,  nor  further  urge  thy  fate!"  he  cried. 
"  Not  rescued,"  bold  she  said,  "  tp  be  betrayed. 
Is  the  bless'd  sh^pe  of  that  celestial  maid. 
Vain  you  require  what,  now  consumM  with  flame. 
Nor  infidels  can  touch,  nor  kings  reclaim. 
What  would  you  more  ?  your  former  captive  freed, 
Yoa  hold  the  criminal  who  boasts  the  deed. 
But  why  the  criminal  to  me  transferred  ? 
Must  subjects  blee^when  kings  alone  have  err'd? 
What  you  unjustly  jfez'd,  1  justly  gain'd  j 
And,  guiltless,  purified  what  you  profand." 

She  spoke;  and,  from  within,  the  labouring  storm 
Roac  in  his  vo^ce,  and  spread  o'er  all  his  form  : 
The  dire  distemper  of  the  tyrant's  soul. 
No  mercy  mitigates,  no  bounds  control ; 
In  Tain  ofllcious  love  his  favourite  arms. 
And  lends  an  unavailing  shield  of  charms. 

By  doom  severe,  he  judg'd  the  fearless  dame 
With  beauty's  gifts  to  fet»d  devouring  flame : 
Officions  vHlains  on  his  wrath  attend ; 
Her  veil  and  floating  robe  they  nidely  rend  ; 
Strict  i^und  her  arms  the  livid  cordage  wind. 
And  to  the  stake  the  lamb-like  victim  bind  j 
While  nfeek  and  silent,  she  attends  her  fate. 
In  para  unalter'd,  and  in  death  sedate, 
Save  that  the  rose  its  wonted  mansion  fled, 
And  like  the  lily  dmo^'d  her  beauteous  head. 

The  busy  rumour  spread  with  murmuring  sound; 
The  vulgar  ran,  and  clust'ring  poiirM  around. 
Olindo  too  in  tremblmg  haste  drew  near. 
With  love  prophetic,  and  all  pale  with  fear. 
But  when,  by  souK^istracting  woe  oppressed, 
The  dreaded  truth  his  hapless  eyes  confess'd, 
His  love  condemned,  in  cruel  fetters  bound. 
And  the  dire  ministers  of  death  aronnd ; 
The  youth  all  frantic  through  the  tumult  broke, 
And  thus  the  king  in  rage  and  haste  bespoke : 
"  Not  so,  not  so,  my  lord,  this  vaunting  dame 
Shall  arrogate,  what  only  I  can  claim : 
She  did  not,  would  not,  could  not  singly  dare 
A  work  so  weighty,  and  a  deed  so  rare ; 
The  guard  with  unexperienc'd  craft  deceive^ 
And  from  her  seat  the  massy  substance  heave  x 
This  arm  achiev'd  what  she  assumes  in  vain." 
(Ah,  thus  he  lov*d,  though  hopeless  to  obuin  !) 
He  added,—"  Favoiir'd  by  the  friendly  night. 
Where  your  proud  fane  admits  the  eastern  light, 
I  scal'd  the  steep,  and  gain'd  the  dang'rous  pass, 
And  through  the  postern  bore  the  sacred  mass : 
Nor  shall  she  thus  usurp  a  foreign  spoil. 
With  hazard  enterpris'd,  and  eam'd  with  toil ; 
Mine  are  these  welcome  tortures,  chains,  and  flame, 
The  trophied  monument,  and  deathless  name/* 

Her  eyes  from  earth  the  grateful  charmer  rais'd, 
And  gently  chiding,  on  her  lover  gaz'd : 
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«  Say  whence  th<  frenzy  that  infects  thy  mind. 
And  why,  ah  why,  to  me  severely  kind  ? 
Sufficient  to  my  fste,  howe'er  I  seem. 
Thy  life  would  but  more  cruelly  redeem : 
I  want  not  such  society  in  pain ; 
Whate'er  he  dares  roflict,  I  dare  sustain." 

The  maid,  in  vain,  the  enamour'd  youth  address'd. 
Nor  shook  the  steady  purpose  of  his  breast : 
His  fate,  in  vain,  the  stedfast  you*h  demands; 
The  maid,  as  stedfast.  and  as  kind,  withstands. 
O  irond'rous  pair !— Unpleasing,  pleasing  sight ! 
Where  love  and  virtue  amicably  fight ; 
Where  death  alone  is  to  the  victor  dear. 
And  safety's  ail  the  vanquish'd  wretch  can  fear. 
But  now  his  wrath  the  king  no  longer  rein'd. 
Who  vengeful  judg'd  his  regal  pow'r  disdained : 
"  Cease,  cease !"  with  cruel  irony  he  cries ; 
"  You  both  have  won,  and  shall  obtain  the  prize*" 
Quick,  at  his  beck,  the  guards,  who  waited  round. 
With  chains,  the  brave,  t  he  blooming  stripljng  bound; 
Then  back  to  back  the  lovely  pair  they  tied, 
And  whom  they  join  in  death,  in  death  divide. 

And  now,  applied  to  the  surrounding  pyre. 
Contagious  breath  provokes  the  lingering  fire.  , 
A  moumftil  pause  the  plaintive  lover  broke. 
And  to  bis  lov'd,  his  patient  partner,  spoke : 
•*  Are  then  my  vows,  my  tedious  sufferings  crown'd. 
With  thee  in  such  eternal  spousals  bound  ? 
Far  other  ties  my  flatt'ring  fancy  fram'd. 
Far  other  fire  my  faithful  breast  inflam'd  ! 
Nor  these  the  ties  that  bind  connubial  hearts; 
Nor  these  the  fires  the  bridal  lamp  imparts ! 

*'  Sad  is  the  scene  our  nuptial  pomp  displays. 
And  long  I  eam'd  what  fate  severely  pays. 
While  life  still  sunder'd  whom  the  grave  unites. 
And  death  my  fond  unfailing  faith  requites. 
But  yet,  with  thee,  even  agony  fhids  ease; 
Death  knows  to  charm,  and  pain  can  learn  to  please : 
Thy  fate  alone  can  teach  me  to  repine. 
And  all  the  pangs  you  feel  are  doubly  mine. 
Ah  !  could  1  but  obtain,  that,  breast  to  breast. 
Of  thee  in  this  my  latest  hour  possessed, 
I  m'ght  but  catch  thee  with  my  ck)sing  eye, 
And  my  last  breath  within  thy  bosom  sigh — 
That  were  a  bliss,  beyond  what  life  could  give; 
It  were  indeed  too  much  to  feel  and  live!" 
Ill  us  he,  with  various  agitation  mov'd  ; 
And  thus  the  maid  with  gentle  speech  reprov'd. 
'*  Not  these  the  griefs,  the  cares,  you  should  at- 
tend; 
Far  other  griefs,  far  other  cares,  impend — 
The  dreadful  summons  of  offended  pow'r. 
The  doubtful  sentence,  and  the  mortal  hour ! 
The  lapse  of  frailty,  and  the  kindling  flame. 
Alike  thy  penitence  and  trann>ort  claim ; 
The  martyr,  with  peculiar  splendours  bright. 
Selected  sits  above  the  sons  of  light ! 
View  yon  fair  azure  with  desiring  eye. 
Nor  fear  to  tread  the  glories  of  the  sky : 
But  O — ^beyond,  beyond — what  scenes  invite ! 
O'er  Heaven,  another  Heav'n,  still  opening  to  our 
sight !" 
Soft  sorrows  seiz'd  the  pale  deploring  crowd: 
The  pagans  wept  their  pitying  griefs  aloud  ; 
But  not  the  Christians  the  still  tempest  show, 
They  drink  their  tears,  and  choke  the  swelling  woe. 
The  king,  who  felt  unwonted  pity  rise,' 
Melt  in  his  soul,  and  moisten  in  his  eyes, 
Retired,  the  soft  emotion  to  control. 

And  fix  the  flinty  temper  of  his  souk      .^  .^  ^T  r> 
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But  you,  bright  maid,  tradw^eodeiit  greatneis  prov'cl, 
By  weepiu;  floods  and  circling  flames  untiiovM  ; 
Inspired  an  anguish  you  refus*d  to  own. 
In  grief  superior,  and  in  crowds  alone ! 

Thus  hope  was  far  from  ev'ry  weeping  e3re, 
And  death  i^mid  involving  fires  drew  nigh ; 
When,  mounted  like  some  favourite  son  of  fame, 
A  stranger  to  the  mourning  concourse  came: 
In  foreign  semblance,  and  unwonted  mode. 
Proud  through  the  parting  throng  the  hero  rode; 
Clorinda*8  corselet  grac*d  the  warrior's  breast. 
And  the  fsm'd  tigress  ravenM  on  her  crest ; 
The  admiring  crowds  her  awful  signal  own, 
To  routed  hosts  and  trembling  nations  known. 

With  nobler  gifts  of  native  worth  adom'd, 
The  heroic  maid  her  sex's  softness  scom'd ; 
Scom'd  each  important  toil  of  female  hearts^ 
The  trickii^^  ornament,  and  needled  arts. 
The  silken  indolence,  the  soft  fatigue. 
The  chambered  spleeu,  and  closeted  intrigue : 
Kor  envious  breath  her  virgin  honour  stained. 
Through  wander'd  climes  and  foughten  fields  re- 
tained; 
While  o'er  the  beauties  of  her  loveliest  face, 
Delight  sat  fierce,  and  smil'd  with  dreaded  grace. 

With  early  thirst  of  each  adventurous  deed, 
She  steered  the  manage  of  the  bounding  steed ; 
With  infisnt  arm  would  lanch  the  whistling  spear, 
Whiri  the  rough  disk,  and  wield  the  sword  in  air; 
And  fbil'd  each  rival  with  contending  grace, 
9tfain*d  in  the  grasp,  or  distanced  in  the  race. 
Now  from  the  hills  the  shaggy  spoils  she  tore. 
The  brind^  lion,  and  the  tusky  boar ; 
And  last  whole  hosts  beneath  her  prowess  jrield. 
She  riots  like  a  tigrew  o'er  the  field. 
From  Persia  late  the  fair  destroyer  came. 
And  bore  deep  hatred  to  the  Christian  name ; 
Oft  had  she  bath'd  the  mountains  with  their  blood. 
And  with  their  bodies  chok*d  the  purpling  flood : 
At  Salem  just  arriv'd,  her  wand*nng  view, 
Aspiring  flames  and  murmuring  tumults  drew. 
When  curious  to  inquire  she  tum'd  with  speed. 
And  o'er  the  pavement  nrg'd  her  flying  steed. 

The  crowd  gave  way ;  the  Amazonian  fair 
With  strict  regard  beheld  the  captive  pair— 
The  virgin  silent,  while  the  youth  repined; 
The  stronger  plaintive,  and  the  weak  resign*d ; 
But  plaintive  he,  as  in  ber  sufferings  pain*d ; 
.  No  pangs  but  for  the  dearer  maid  sustained  ; 
She  silent,  as  her  speech  were  in  her  eyes. 
To  hold  superior  converse  with  the  skies, 
As  though  her  soul  had  took  a  previous  flight. 
The  mortal  sufierings  passed,  and  Heav'n  in  sight 

Ciorioda's  breast  divine  compassion  filPd, 
Her  silver  lids  the  pitying  drops  distill'd  ] 
But  chief  she  moum'd,  and  chief  admir'd  the 

maid, 
'PluriA  in  nun.  nor  even  in  d^ath  dinnftv'd  t 


«  Let  none,  with  crad  or  adventnroot  hand^ 
Officious  dare  to  act  what  I- withstand. 
Till  from  the  court  returning  orders  brng 
Freedom  or  fete,  determin'dM>y  your  king: 
Nor  fear  in  this  to  rouse  the  monarch's  rage; 
My  will's  your  warrant,  and  my  word  yonr  gage^" 
So  saying,  to  their  sonls  she  look*d  dismay. 
As  only  bom  for  others  to  obey; 
Then  swift  to  court  the  lovely  suitor  ran. 
But  obvious  met  the  king,  and  brief  began. 

<*  Ere  this,  O  king,  Clorinda's  distant  fame 
Has  haply  taught  your  ear  f^ stranger's  name, 
Who  comes,  you'll  say  presumptuous,  thus  wkige, 
To  guard  our  faith,  and  vindicate  your  throne. 
Whate'er  of  war  the  various  terms  comprise. 
Within  my  sphere  of  copious  battle  lies ; 
Nor  aught  above  me,  nor  beneath  V  know. 
From  the  proud  bulwark  to  repel  the  foe,  ^ 

To  form  the  phalanx,  or  to  lead  the  field. 
Or  hand  to  hand  the  deadly  weapon^idd.'*- 

She  ceasM;   and  thus  the  king—*'  O  glorioai 
maid! 
Arm  of  the  host  you  condescend  to  aid. 
From  pole  to  pole  thy  honour'd  name  is  knoam 
Thy  fame  unbounded  by  the  dbtaot  Lone : 
Not  all  this  warlike  confidence  of  tow'rs. 
The  force  of  native  and  auxiliar  pow'rs. 
Such  trust  defensive  of  our  throne  provide. 
As  that  right  hand,  that  weapon  at  thy  side. 
Come,  Godfrey,  come,  with  laureb  on  thy  brow, 
Thy  march  too  swift,  so  late,  is  tedious  now ; 
Nor  less  than  his  Clorinda's  glories' claim. 
Thy  word  as  absolute,  as  great  thy  fame ! 
Thine  be  the  sphere  of  arbitrary  sway. 
The  secret  council,  and  the  DOld  array; 
Beneath  thy  scepter'd  hand  my  pow'rs  I  yield, 
First  in  the  throne,  as  foremost  in  the  field ! 

He  spoke ;  with  easy  grace  the  virgin  bow*d, 
And  suppliant  thus  ^er  gen'rous  plea  avow'd : 
**  Though  Aladine  may  deem  the  matter  new, 
Where  gifts  precede,  and  services  ensue, 
So  highly  your  munificence  I  hold. 
Your  bounty  bids  the  diffident  be  bold. 
Then  for  the  aid  I  bring,  the  life  would  spend, 
For  all  I  shall  perform,  or  may  intend, 
To  my  request  those  wretched  captives  give, 
And  grant  the  lovely  criminal^may  live. 
Their  sentence  merely  on  suspicion  built. 
Much  might  be  urg*d  abating  of  their  guilt ; 
But  ev*ry  plea  of  innocence  I  wave,  * 
And  sole,  in  lieu  of  future  service,  crave. 
Yet,  mighty  king,  permit  me  to  disclaim 
The  guilt  imputed  to  the  Christian  name ; 
Nor  should  I  from  receiv'd  opinion  lead. 
Were  reason  not  resistless  to  persuade ; 
For  ill  the  wizi^'s  pedant  arts  retain 
That  s^nctitnde  which  Macau's  laws  0fdaiB» 
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Yet  high  obterrMiee  of  the  gaflaot  nwid. 
Her  hoooar'd  pfewnce,  maA  her  promii'd  aid, 
Preraird:  **  All  pleadfng,"  he  return'd^  "  it  vain; 
Clorind^  ne'er  can  ask,  but  to  obtain : 
Nor  I  their  innooence  or  guilt  debate; 
Be  you  alike  lole  mittreM  of  their  fate !" 

Thus  were  they  freed.    Olindo,  happiest  youth ! 
Great  is  the  recompense  that  waits  thy  truth ; 
Pare  was  thy  constant  flame,  serere  the  test. 
And  Hea^'n  with  e^ual  retributioo  blessHL 
Now  beyond  hope  exulting,  from  despair 
He  pass'd  associate  with  the  yielding  fair  :- 
lb  death  he  lov'd  her ;  and  the  gratefuf  maid. 
With  a  long  life  of  mutual  lore  repaid. 

But,  ever  to  a  tSTranfis  soul  ingrate. 
He  held  such  Tirtoe  dang*rous  in  the  state; 
And  distant  far  the  bridal  exiles  sent. 
Rich  in  their  lore,  and  each  in  each  content 
With  these  be  banishes  the  brave  and  young, , 
And  e?*ry  ChristiaD  arm  with  vigour  strung; 
In  hostage  then  the  softer  sex  retains. 
The  tender  infiuit  binds  hi  needless  chains, 
Whose  helpless  cries  the  wonted  names  require, 
Th'  eodeariog  husband,  and  protecting  sire. 

Some  through  the  devious  wild,  or  mountain 
shade. 
Where  chaiioe  or  sadness  tempted,  pensive  strayed ; 
While  some,  with  gkiry  abd  resentment  flr*d, 
To  heights  of  more  determined  worth  aspir'd, 
Bold  to  Enunaus  bend  their  warHke  course. 
And  with  new  arms  augment  the  Christian  force ; 
For  to  Emmaos  now  approach'd  their  pow'rs, 
Emnuus,  west  from  Salem^  regal  tow*rs. 
Who  treads  the  fresh  of  April's  early  dew, 
(A  thousand  scenes  of  rural  scope  in  view) 
At  leisure  may  the  mediate  space  beguile, 
By  the  third  hour,  the  third  of  Hebrew  style. 
While  distant  yet,  the  town  and  neighVring  coaSt» 
^i^^th  the  first  ken,  salute  the  Christian  host, 
"  tomans  !**  knid,  triumphmg  legions  cry, 
And  catch  tbe  place  with  long  desiring  eye. 

And  now,  down  Heav*n,  the  swift  careering  Son 
His  ev'ning  course  of  steep  direction  run ;  * 
At  Godfrey's  word  tiie  traveli'd  annies  stand, 
And  canvass  cities  rise  to  his  command, 
Whose  tented  canopy^  and  flaxen  shed, 
O'er  many  a  field  with  ready  structure  spread. 

Nor  yet  Hecv'n's  lamp  forsook    th*  ethereal 
plain, 
But  hover'd  vergmg  on  tbe  western  main> 
Whenio!  two  peers,  attivetive  of  tbe  eye, 
la  mode  of  foreign  ornament  drew  nigh: 
Peace  in  their  bands  and  open  brow  they  bear, 
Complaoence  in  thehr  gentle  mien  and  air; 
While  gorgeous  equipage  attendant  wait 
Their  embassy  from  E^rpf  sscepter'd  state. 

The  first  Aletes,  versed  in  ev'ry  vice; 


Furious  the  bent  of  his  unconquer*d  soal, 
Nor  knew  his  heart  or  pity  or  control ; 
Slave  to  his  will,  his  will  by  passion  sway'd. 
Proud,  restless,  fierce,  untir*d,  and  undismayed, 
Nor  Berth  he  thought  his  match  in  arms  could 

jrield, 
As  yet  unrival'd  through  the  san^ine  field ! 
His  impious  arm  the  only  God  ador*d, 
His  reason  perch'd  upon  his  conqu'ring  sword. 

Admittance  to  the  general's  ear  they  sue. 
And  introducM  the  royal  Godfirey  view. 
Low  on  a  couch,  in  unafibcted  state. 
Amid  surrounding  chiefs  the  hero  sat: 
Plain  was  bis  vestment,  negligence  with  grace, 
And  awe  with  meekness  liv'd  within  his  fttoe ; 
As  6odfi«y  only  oould  his  state  adorn, 
Too  great  to  value,  though  too  meek  to  soora. 

Argantes  ent'ring,  scarce  his  head  incHu'd ; 
Haughty  his  mien,  expiessive  of  hii  mind : 
As  from  due  rite  he  purposely  abitain'd. 
For  conscioos  merits  in  himself  retain'd. 

Nut  so  Aletes ;  Struck  with  decent  awe, 
Entering  he  8eem*d  half- wishing  to  withdraw; 
As^one  surprised,  his  forward  step  repress'd. 
And  bore  his  hand  respectful  to  nis  breast; 
Then  easy,  bow*d  with  deference  profbund. 
And  fix'd  bis  eye*  half^dosing  on  the  ground. 
Spontaneous  through  >iis  Kps,  a  wonted  road. 
The  stream  of  voluntary  diction  flow'd. 
Gentle  as  dews  or  summer's  ev'ning  rain 
To  slake  the  fevers  of  the  sultry  plam  ; 
WbOe  thus  the  Syriac  melted  from  his  tongne^ 
And  list'ning  princes  on  the  cadence  hung. 

**  O,  mightiest  thou !  sole  worthy  of  the  sway. 
Where  circling  heroes,  cbiefii  like  these  obey,   ' 
Who  bearfVesh  wreaths  on- each  vhstorious  bead, 
Fir'd  by  thy  deeds,  and  by  thy  conduct  led. 
Beyond  the  Herculean  pillar  flies  thy  fnne, 
And  Egypt  e'en  to  Nolta  tells  thy  name. 
But  chief  our  monarch   marks    thy   wondrous 

ways, 
Lists  to  thy  name,-aod  dwells  upon  thy  praise: 
No  envy  bis  superior  bosom  fiires. 
He  hears  with  pleasure,  with  esteem  admires ; 
To  worth  like  thine  peroeives  his  heart  allyd, 
And  is  by  love,  if  not  reKgibn  ty'd. 
Yet  well  appriz'd  ef  what  jrour  arms  mtend, 
Oppo8*d  where  he  in  honour  must  defend. 
From  08  his  amicable  purpose  know, 
A  fsithiitl  friend,  but  a  rehietant  foe. 

'*  With  thee  in  mrms,  in  council,  and  in  mind, 
In  equal  amity  and  hate  combin'd. 
He  vows,  'whate'er  eacounfring  dangers  wait. 
To  fix  the  fortunes  of  thy  wav'ring  state ; 
Be  Sion  only  sacred  to  repose, 
He  joins  with  Godfrey,  should  the  world  oppose. 

**  Transcendent  chief!  whose  memorable  page 
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Her  neit  advance  the  western  steep  iwitn. 
Prone  she  descends,  and  suddenly  benights. 
Ah  think,  great  chief! — ^the  dangerous  venture  shun, 
Where  all  thy  deeds  may  be  at  once  undone : 
Doubtful  thy  hope,  and  thy  advantage  small ; 
But  great  the  loss,  and  wondrou^  deep  the  fall. 

**  Yet,  Godfrey  may  reject  our  fond  address ; 
He  views  the  future  hi  the  past  success : 
His  svord  with  blood  of  routed  armies  stain'd. 
Beneath  his  band  reluctant  nations  rein*d, 
With  all  the  bold  the  boundless  wish  can  crave. 
That  bribes  the  fortunate,  or  fires  the  brave — 
These,  these  siay  win  him  to  the  waste  of  war. 
And  passions  prompt  what  reason  would  abhor. 
Delusive  orators  !  they  sti*!  persuade, 
Unshe^thM  to  brandbh  that  redoubted  blade ; 
Still  t^  punue  where  fortune  would  betray. 
Where  glory  smooths  the  faithless  arduous  way. 
Till  Afacon  be  no  more;  and  waste,  forlorn. 
Sad  Asia  like  some  widow'd  matron  mourn : 
Fair  hopes,  high  projects,  and  allunements  sweet. 
But  covert  ruin,  and  assured  deceit. 

*'  If  zeal  exhibits  no  intemperate  dream, 
Kor  clouds  of  wrath  tdipse  thy  reas'ning  beam ;  . 
How  just,  how  diff'rent  would  the  scene  arise. 
Nor  hope,  but  apprehension  meet  thine  eyes ! 
W«ll  Fortune,  false  as  the  alternate  sea. 
For  thee  perpetual  iow,  alone  for  thee  ? 
High  the  ascent  her  hourly  favourites  know, 
But  steep  the  precipice  that  sinks  below;  . 
One  step  alone  'twixt  triumph  and  defeat. 
The  guify  ruin  and  the  tow'ry  height. 
Say,  chief !  should  Nile  with  all  his  dread  allies, 
Potent  of  wealth  and  anns,  in  vengeance  rise; 
The  Turk,  the  Persian,  and  Cassano^s  heir. 
Frown  in  the  van,  and  deepen  in  the  rear ; 
What  mortal  pow*r  could  such  a  storm  assuage, 
X)r  check  the  thunder  lanch'd  in  all  iu  rage  ? 

**  Perhaps,  to  western  aid  thy  prospects  bend  ; 
Aid  from  the  Greek,— that  try'd,  that  trusty  friend! 
Yes,  yes,  his  faith  attesting  nations  own;* 
T  is  Pnnic  all,  and  to  a  proverb  known ! 
His  plighted  powers  we  then  may  Learn  to  fear. 
When  you  grow  credulous,  or  he  sincere ; 
When  those  who  late  thy/  peaceful  march  withstood. 
To  buy  thy  progress  -will  expend  their  bfcx>d ; 
Who  late  retail'd  the  venal  air  for  hire. 
Fight  in  thy  cause,  and  at  thy  side  expire. 

**  Shrunk  to  the  limits  of  this  warlike  rouad. 
All  hope  is  to  thy  proper  squadrons  bound ; 
To  these,  who,  distant  from  their  native  soil,. 
By  death  diminish,  and  decline  with  toil ; 
And  is  it  hence,  thy  brave  presumption  grows, 
To  foil  the  fury  of  united  foes  ? 
Not  slight  the  fray  thy  former  conquests  boast, 
Wh«n  with  lull  pow*rs  you  quell'd  each  separate 


"  No  harvests  here  wave  bopeM  to  thy  eqrc; 
Consumed  aroood,  the  blasted  paatures  lie  ; 
The  tiller  has  himself  undone  his  toil, 
Nor  left  for  him  to  reap,  or  thee  to  spoil) 
While  wasting  fires  have  robb'd  thy  fointmg  steed, 
And  wide  devoured,  lest  fiercer  foes  should  feed: 
Deep  guarded  battlements  the  grain  immure. 
From  foree  defend,  and  from  access  secure. 
But  then  your  fleet  shall  waft  the  large  supply, 
.\nd  seas  shall  yield,  what  hostile  lands  deny; 
Yes,  you  shall  live  as  please  the  tide  and  wind. 
When  gales  are  constant,  and  when  storms  are  kiad, 

«  Yet  could  thy  pow'r  the  struggling  tempot 
rein. 


Direct  the  blast,  and  rule  th'  indignant  i 
How  will  thy  feeble,  thy  unequal  fleet. 
Such  joint,  such  formidable  fcMTces  met>t. 
When  lanchM  around  our  naval  powers  unite. 
And  from  the  boundless  ocean  snatch  the  sight? 

<*  Strange  is  the  turn  of  thy  caprteioiis  state. 
Where  double  conquest  must  prevent  defeat  f 
As  strange  our  fav'ring  fete,  where  one  success 
Shall  with  a  sure,  a  double  conquest  bless: 
If  we,  by  land  or  sea,  thy  pow'rs  sustain. 
Vain  are  thy  powers,  by  land  and  ocean  vain; 
And  if  by  sea  or  land  thy  forces  foil. 
By  land  and  sea  alike  our  arms  prevail. 
In  vain  by  land  the  fruitless  field  you  boast. 
When  femine  triumphs  o'er  thy  conquering  host ; 
In  vain  thy  fleet  shall  waft  the  plenty  o'er. 
Thy  conquering  fleet,  when  armies  are  no  aiore. 

'*  If  yet,  nor  love,  nor  interest  can  invite, 
And  only  wars  remorseless  wars  delight. 
How  has  thy  soul  her  former  praise  disclaimed, 
llirough  ev*ry  clime,  for  ev'ry  virtue  fam'd  I 
But  ah,  if  war  thy  milder  thoughU  deform. 
May  Heav*n  with  gentle  hand  appesse  the  stoim; 
Through  Asia  may  the  horrid  conflicts  cease. 
And  Godfrey  rule  the  conquered  realms  in  peace! 

*<  And  you !  whose  arms,  in  dubious  battle  tiy'd* 
The  virtues  of  your  matchless  chief  divide. 
Who  share,  alike,  his  council  and  his  care. 
Who  evVy  toil  and  ev»ry  peril  share ; 
Let  heav'niy  peace  the  swelling  passion  sway, 
Nor  smiling  fortune,  feithless  feir,  betray. 
The  mariner,  though  sails  and  cordage  ton, 
Through  sands,  and  rocks,  and  whirling  eddio  bome^ 
At  length  within  the  friendly  haven  cast. 
With  transport  sees  that  evVy  danger's  pass'd: 
Escaped  like  him  the  trusty  port  retain. 
Nor  tempt  the  future  temp^  on  the  Biain." 

He  ended  smooth;   but,  through  the  warUkf 
round. 
Of  deep  disgust  the  murmuring  accents  sound ; 
Impassioned  gestures  all  their  soul  avow. 
And  indignation  bends  in  ev'ry  brow. 
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**  Know  tbeii,  that  all  our  stiff*riiig  pow^rasutUin, 
Through  hostile  dimes,  mnd  the  tempettoooi  mmio. 
Sole  oeotYiDf  to  ooe  § loriout  object  tends, 
Aud  ooly  leads  where  all  our  labour  ends-— 
To  free  yoo  sacred,  Tenerable  wall ! 
Let  ev'ry  threat,  let  ev'ry  ruin  fall. 
Nor  death  can  terrify,  nor  toil  distress. 
Since  Heav^  with  future  recompense  will  bless. 

**  'T  is  not  the  transient  gust  of  morul  joys, 
Gems,  crowns,  or  pageant  sceptres,  glittering  toys ! 
Nor  fame  in  all  her  pomp  of  titles  dress'd. 
Inspires  the  fervour  of  a  Christian  breast: 
Who  to  the  spheres  their  constant  course  assigned, 
Alone  directs  the  movements  of  our  mind ; 
He  is  the  Pole  whose  fix'd  attraction  charms. 
The  Voice  that  dictates,  and  the  Cause  that  arms. 
His  Hand  alone  the  whirling  surge  restrains. 
And  o*er  his  tempest  throws  the  lordly  reins. 
Alike  to  us  the  wintry  gusts  arise^ 
Or  Syrius  fires  th'  equinoctial  skies; 
Warm'd  by  his  breath,  or  shaded  by  his  wing. 
His  Presence  tempers  oor  eternal  spring. 
Smoothed,  where  he  leads,  the  strong  ribb'd  bills 

subside. 
The  dangers  vanish,  and  the  floods  divide  j 
Low  lie  proud  heads,  aud  ev'ry  hostile  pow'r. 
And  from  its  basis  smokes  the  tumbling  tow'r. 

**  Not  from  the  cumbrous  shield,  or  brittle 
spear, 
Or  strength  of  mortal  arm,  we  hope— or  fear; 
Nor  list  if  Orecia  or  the  world  be  foes ; 
We  trust  a  Pow'r,  who  can  alone  oppose ; 
Nor  shall  the  world  against  our  host  abide. 
Against  ooe  man,  if  Htjav'n  be  on  his  side. 

*<  But  if,  before  yon  consecrated  wail, 
His  Will,  inscrutable,  ordains  our  ftdl, 
Oor  bones  shall  mingle  with  that  hallow'd  clay, 
Where  once  the  Prinoe  of  Life,  Messiah  lay : 
So  will  we  fill,  triumphant,  though  overthrown ; 
So  will  we  die! — but,  trust  me,  not  alone- 
Sad  Asia  shall  the  mournful  vigil  keep, 
And  (friendless)  we  will  give  the  foe  to  weep. 

**  Yet  thhik  not  we  in  savage  wars  delight. 
That  terms  of  honourable  peace  we  slight ; 
Or,  vain  of  conquest,  equally  despise 
Such  formidable  foes,  such  strong  allies.    ' 
But  why  your  monarch  prop  tbeae  distant  walls. 
Where  neither  interest  claims,  nor  justice  calls? 
If  east  or  west,  his  oonqo*ring  ensigns  bend. 
Pleased  with  his  pow*r,  we  rise  not  to  defend ; 
Still  with  his  glory  may  his  sway  increase. 
Still  may  he  rule  his  native  realms  in  peace. 
Nor  toil  to  find  unnecessary  foes. 
But  take  and  gtant  reciprocal  repose  !*' 

He  oeas'd;  when,  passion  maddening  in  his  eye, 
Argantes  in  a  storm  of  wrath  drew  nigh, 
Th'  impetuous  gust  disdaining  to  coi^rol ; 
And  thus  loosed  all  the  fury  of  his  soul. 
*'  Yes,  chief,  henceforward  let  the  sword  decide; 
War  it  thy  wish,  nor  be  thy  wish  denjr'd. 
HI  bast  thou  answered  to  our  terms  of  peace ; 
But  cause  of  strife  to  mortals  ne'er  can  cease." 

So  saying,  quick  his  flowing  garb  be  seix*d. 
And  folding  with  terrific  action  raisVi: 
'*  Here,  thou  contemner  of  events!''  he  cries, 
**  Ubre^  peace  and  war  within  my  vesture  liek 
If  war  be  in  thy  bold  election,  say ; 
Choose  as  you  list,  but  choose  without  delay." 

Such  utt*ring  amgance,  and  scornful  air. 
Not  likely  such  a  princely  round  should  bear  : 


Incensed,  no  voice  attends  their  chief^s  reply ; 

"  War,  war!"  at  once,  ••  War,  war!"  aloud  they 

cry. 
With  risng  wrath  the  fierce  Circassian  bom'd. 
And  **  War,  eternal,  mortal  war  !'*  returned. 
His  robe  with  hasty  furious  hand  expos'd. 
The  gates  of  Janus  seem  at  once  disclos'd: 
Peace,  scared,  on  trembling  pinions  org'd  her  flight; 
And  Hate  and  Discord,  issuing,  claim'd  the  light. 
All  dread  and  terrible,  Argantes  stands : 
Dire  as  Tipboius  with  his  hundred  hands, 
Or  Babel,  that  in  spite  of  Heav'n  arose ; 
So  tow^  the  chief,  aud  menaces  his  foes. 
With  awful  grace  superior,  Godfrey  smil'd. 
And  thus  rejoin'd  more  menacingly  mild. 

"  Our  answer  let  your  Memphian  mouaroh  hear, 
Who  better  knows  to  threat  than  we  to  fear — 
If  here  he  means  we  should  attend  the  fight. 
Swift  be  his  march,  and  well  assured  his  might ; 
Or  soon  we  *11  wait  him  on  Egyptian  soil; 
For  we  are,  haply,  more  inur'd  to  toil." 

The  hero  spoke,  and  gracefully  humane 
Dismiss'd  the  chiefs  with  their  attending  train : 
Aletes  had  a  helm  of  richest  price, 
With  plumage  proud,  the  beamy  spoil  of  Nice : 
But  to  Argautes'  mightier  hand  he  gave 
A  massy  sword,  fit  present  for  the  brave; 
Though  gold  the  hilt,  and  gem'd  tJ^ith  costliest  stone, 
Superior  to  the  mass  the  model  shone; 
Curious  to  view,  but  pood'rous  *t  was  to  feel, 
And  like  a  meteor  gleam'd  the  length'ning  steel. 
Tlie  bounty  quick  the  proud  Circassian  took, 
Ey*d  with  delight,  and  with  dread  action  shook : 
*'  Soon  Bulk>ign !  much  too  soon,"  he  cried,  *<youMl 

find. 
Such  trust  was  ne'er  to  better  hands  anign'd." 

They  parted  thus;  and,  to  his  peer  addressed, 
Argantes  spoke  the  boldness  of  his  breast : 
"  Go  thou  to  Egypt  with  the  morning  light; 
I  go  to'Sion,  and  I  go  this  night. 
My  pen  or  presence  to  no  ei^  conduce. 
Where  deeds  are  dead,  and  only  words  of  use: 
Talk  is  thy  province,  and  may  have  its  charms  ; 
Be  mine  the  war,  the  nobler  clash  of  arms  !'* 
Brief  spoke  the  Pagan,  nor  reply  attends. 
But  tum'd  with  haughty  step  to  Salem  bends; 
The  dictates  of  his  swift  impetuous  soul 
No  rites  of  embassy,  no  laws  control: 
Beneath  the  glimm'riag  of  the  starry  ray. 
Impatient,  he  directs  his  warlike  way ; 
While  warm  in  ev'ry  act,  and  evVy  thought. 
Contention  bled,  and  future  combats  fought. 
And  now  still  night,  diffus'd  to  either  pole, 
From  Heav*n  her  balmy  visitation  stole; 
With  soft  constraint  the  drowsied  sense  oppress'd. 
And  weigh'd  the  weary  bustling  world  to  rest 
Through  nature,  peace  and  short  oblivion  reign: 
The  tempest  slumben  On  the  silent  main ; 
Hush'd  through  the  sylvan  shade,  and  dreary  den. 
Smooth  lake,  and  peopled  flood,  and  willow'd  fen, 
Each  foot,  and  fin,  and  fsather,  finds  repose; 
With  gentler  pace  each  lasy  current  flows; 
Ezil'd  from  ev'ry  heart  oppression  fled. 
And  labour  sunk  upon  the  grateful  bed. 

But  not  the  shade  with  kindly  Opiate  bless'd. 
That  lull'd  the  remnant  of  the  world  to  rest. 
Nor  toil  persuasive  of  profound  repose, 
Through  Qodf^y's  camp  could  give  an  eye  to  dose : 
Impatience  bangs  upon  the  lingering  night, 
Conati  the  kmg  boor,  and  claims  the  promis'd  light ; 
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Still  through  the  gloon  e%pionng  looks  essay 
The  dawning  whiteness  of  the  eastern  ray. 
That  shall  o*er  long-soagbt  Solyma  arise. 
And  gire  her  spires  to  their  expecting  eyes. 


BOOK  IH. 

Tub  eastern  breeze,  fresh  harbinger  of  dawn. 
Sprung  firooi  the  surge,  and  wbisper*d  o^er  the  lawn : 
Aurora  wak'd,  suffiis  d  with  early  dew, 
And  round  her  form  the  purpling  vesture  threw ; 
Her  orient  locks  racreasing  glory  shed, 
And  Eden*8  rose  adom*d  her  radiant  head. 
The  soldien  arm;  ten  thounand  shouts  arise, 
Ring  through  the  camp,  and  bnrtt  upon  the  skies; 
Triumphant  clarions  answer  to  the  sound, 
And  boundless  joy  and  clamour  pours  anmnd. 

Wild  were  the  transports  of  the  madding  host, 
Wild  as  the  waves  on  the  Trinacrian  coast. 
Or  winds  that  o*er  the  ridgy  mountain  sweep. 
That  rend  the  clouds,  and  rush  upon  the  deep : 
Yet  to  their  chief  the  ranging  troops  conform. 
He  rales  the  rapture,  aqd  directs  the  storm ; 
In  order'd  file  arrays  th'  impetuous  train ; 
Rapid  they  march,  but  rapid  with  th«  reiu. 

MTmg'd  were  their  heaila,  with  previous  trans- 
port fleet. 
And  wing'd,  like  feather'd  Mercury,  their  fieet; 
Nor  travel  tires,  nor  obstacles  impede. 
So  warm  their  ardour  and  so  swift  their  speed. 
But  when  careering  up  the  ethereal  road. 
The  disk  of  Heav'n  with  rising  fervour  glow'd, 
Jervsalem  the  ravished  squadrons  spy, 
"  'Jerusalem  1'*  triumphing  thousands  cry ; 
Jerusalem,  thair  acclamations  sweet, 
JBxpand'rog  arms,  and  reachitag  raptures,  greet. 

So  when  beneath  the  keen  Septentrion  pole, 
Or  where  the  tides  of  Austrial  oc«uis  roll. 
Adventurous  mariners,  a  desperate  band. 
Roam  in  the  search  of  yet  untrodden  land, 
Where  skies  unknown  the  dreary  prospect  bound. 
With  gulfs  that  gape,  and  storms  that  rage  around; 
If,  haply,  now  some  aaure  hill  they  spv, 
Hmr  is  the  voice  responsive  to  the  eye ! 
Thdr  cheeks  with  mutual  gratulation  glow. 
And  shouts  in  soora  dismiss  all  former  woe. 

To  the  first  hurry  of  that  wild  delight 
When  Salem  rasa  tranqiorting  to  their  sight. 
Contrition  soon  with  reverent  check  succeeds; 
With  dulcet  anguish  ev*ry  bosom  bleeds: 
Their  humble  eyes  all  trembling  they  withhold 
From  walls  too  dear,  too  awful  to  behold. 
Where  Christ  his  seat  of  mortal  passion  chose. 


While  thus  the  penitent,  the  dear  distress. 

Low  fiiulfring  tangoes  and  speaking  hearts  expresi: 

"  O  Lamb!  who  here  for  all  the  living  died. 
Love's  purple  fountain  issuing  from  thy  side, 
Whose  currents  through  the  maze  of  mercy  ran. 
To  wash  the  ways,  the  sinful  ways  of  man; 
Receive,  receive  the  contrite  tears  we  shed. 
Due  tribute  where  our  suffering  Saviour  Med; 
Nor  comoBon  tears  should  thy  memorial  keep. 
But  poor'd  to  thee  our  bleeding  hearts  sbooM 
weep!" 

Meanwhile  the  watch,  wbo»  frons  his  tow'ry  stand, 
In  spacious  prsspect  hekl  the  neigb*ring  laiid, 
1  o  right,  to  left,  slow  gathering  on  the  skies, 
PerceivM  wide  wreaths  of  corimg  dust  arise. 

As  fraught  with  coming  storm  when  clouds  ascend 
And  sable  wmg'd  fVom  north  to  east  eactend, 
The  nimblo  lightnings  pour  upon  the  sight. 
And  the  dark  vapour  labours  with  the  light; 
So  through  th*  eclipse,  shields,  behns,  and  conletf 

gleam, 
ThicJi  ported  spears  project  a  quiv*ring  beam, 
With  man  and  steed  the  wide-womb*d  cloud  is  flO*d, 
And  glitt'ring  arms  the  skirted  region  gikL 

The  hasty  centinefthe  town  alarms-^ 
**  To  arms,  ye  citiEens,"  he  cries,  '*  to  arms ! 
Heavensl  what  a  horrid  cbud  invohrea  the  sky ! 
What  ranks  of  steely  war,  what  hosts  I  spy  I 
Up,  up,  the  fbe^s  at  hand ;  yoar  walte  ascend ; 
Your  law,  your  lives,  your  native  rights  defend !" 

The  female's  feeble  sex,  and  silvered  sage. 
Too  soft  by  nature,  or  unnerv'd  by  age. 
With  tremhling  infonts  to  the  mosques  repair, 
And  tire  their  prophet  with  a  lengUi  of^prayer. 
But  those  of  limb  assur'd,  and  pourage  bold, 
Seiz'd  their  keen  weapons  with  a  hasty  hold: 
Some  run  to  line  the  portals,  some  the  wall ; 
The  king  informs,  directs,  and  govenis  all. 
Then  to  a  tower  that  brow'd  the  northern  coast, 
And  front  to  front  o'eriook'd  th*  approaching  hoil» 
His  city  here,  and  here  his  foe  in  view. 
The  monarch,  to  inspect  the  whole,  withdrew. 
Erminia,  to  his  royal  house  ally'd, 
Crminia,  gentle  charmer !  graced  his  side, 
Whom  late  (her  kingdom  seiz'd,  and  slain  her  tat) 
The  victor's  chain  permitted  to  rethne. 

Meaatime  Qorinda,  issuing  at  their- head. 
The  forte  of  many  a  gallant  warrior  led ; 
While,  with  his  squadron  oo«cb'd,  Argantas  lay, 
Prepared  to  sally,  and  sustain  the  day. 
Clorinda's  daring  voice  each  ear  inqpir'd ; 
Each  eye,  her  wariike  presence  fiU'd  and  flr'd: 
**  This  day,"  she  crTed,  **  let  grafeefbl  Asia  blea, 
That  to  our  arms  assign'd  the  first  sncoam." 
She  said— when  straight  appear'd  a  Qiristian  baad, 
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Rq»drd,  with  speed  the  Chriitiani  quit  the  ipoil, 
And  ttep  by  step  their  shetter'd  pow'rs  recoil; 
Till  the  kind  summit  of  a  hill  they  gam'd, 
And  rallying  thence  the  stronger  foe  sostam'd : 
Whenio!  impetnoiit  as  loos'd  whirlwinds  rise, 
Or  the  red  bott  that  shoots  athwart  the  skies, 
His  arms  and  eager  eyes  ejecting  flame, 
Far  wingM  before  his  squadron  Tsncred  came. 

As  in  a  tempest  stands  some  stable  mast, 
Brac*d  to  the  board,  yet  lab'ring  in  the  blast; 
So  great,  so  firm,  the  spear  which  Tancred  takes. 
Sits  in  his  grasp,  and  in  his  anger  shakes. 

The  king  beheld  him  dreadful  in  his  chamis, 
^  Bloomii^  in  strength,  and  eminent  in  arms. 
His  presence  fllt'd  the  careful  monarch's  breast, 
Who  thus  Ermmia,  trembling  maid,  address'd: 
**  Weirshould  thy  eye,  through  long  acquaintance, 

know 
The  hated  shape  of  each  distinguished  foe; 
Say  then,  what 'S  be,  whose  hot  and  warlike  form 
Before  him  sends  theterrour  of  a  storm?" 

He  said;  nor  answer  save  the  sigh  receiVd, 
That  in  the  whiteness  of  her  bosom  heav'd. 
That  half  suppress'd  in  its  sweet  prison  lay, 
And  through  her  lips  half  wmg*d  its  odorous  way;; 
While  round  her  eyes  the  crimson  circlets  glow*d. 
And  bright,  within,  the  liquid  anguish  flow^l. 

At  length  o'er  fore  she  threw  aTersion's  cloke, 
And  thus,  with  feign'd  yet  real  passion,  spoke : 
"  Ah  me !  too  well,  too  well  his  form  I  know. 
Whose  steed  so  proudly  bears  my  deadliest  fbe ; 
Him  from  my  eyes  nor  mingling  hosts  can  hide. 
Him  from  my  thoughts  nor  time  nor  place  divide. 
Great  prophet!  in  what  heaps  from  Antioch%  wall, 
Beneath  that  arm  I  saw  my  people  £sll ! 
The  wound  he  gWes  no  mortal  may  endure. 
No  armour  ward,  and  ah !— no  med'cine  cure. 
Tancrad  his  name, — O !  erud,— may  he  live. 
And  'scape  the  death  he  knows  too  well  to  give, 
Till  captive  once,  and  to  my  rage  assigned. 
He  feels  bom  strait  a  woman*s  chains  can  bind: 
A  thousand  deaths  my  vengeful  thoughts  prepare. 
And  one,  which  Heav'n  avert!  would  only  qfMura." 
She  said ;  involuntary  sighs  eipire. 
And  just,  though  great,  the  monarch  deem'd  her  ire ; 
But  ah !  how  sweet  the  vengeance  she  designed ! 
How  soft  the  fetters!  and  the  rage  how  kind ! 

Meantime  Clorinda  ey'd  the  warrior's  speed. 
And  full  to  thwart  the  tempest  urg'd  her  steed. 
CoQch'd  at  the  head  each  aim'd  a  deadly  stroke; 
Her  weapon,  shiver*d  to  the  gauntlet,  broke :    - 
But  the  rude  welcome  of  the  hero*s  spe&r. 
Nor  silken  thongs  nor  golden  buckles  bear; 
From  her  fair  front  the  plumed  helm  he  cast. 
Her  hair  dishevelling  revell'd  in  the  blast ; 
Qem'd  in  the  curiing  radiance  shone  her  fooe. 
The  fiercest  ardour,  and  the  sweetest  grace. 

Forth  from  her  glance  keen'  flash'd  the  Hvmg 
fire; 
Ah !  what  her  smitos    since  lovely  was  her  ire  ? 
Why,  Tancred !  ^lyrefore  stops  thy  late  career? 
Here 's  but  one  fbe.  and  can  the  miirhMr  ^aar? 


Her  shield  she  rai^d,  and  on  the  warrior  tew ; 
Fierce  she  advanc'd,  and  gentle  he  withdrew : 
On  other  foes  he  would  his  force  have  uyd; 
But  "  Here!    turn  here!"    the  threatful  virgin 

cry'd. 
Ah,  barb'rous  maid !  one  death  would  not  suffice  ; 
Thy  swoed  would  trace  the  progress  of  thy  eyes. 

Furious  she  strikes,  while  faintly  he  defends. 
And  only  to  her  killing  face  attends : 
**  Ah !"  thought  the  chief,  "sweet  combatant  forbear! 
'T  is  not  thy  sword  that  Tancred  knows  to  fear; 
Far  deeper  than  the  wounds  thy  arms  impart. 
Thou  'St  found  the  way  to  reach  thy  soldier's  heart. 
Strong  though  thy  arm,  the  strongest  arm  may  foil; 
But  fate  is  in  thy  eyes,  and  must  prevail." 

Yet,  ere  he  died,  determin'd  yet  to  tell. 
Why  thus  the  unresisting  victim  fell ; 
Half  timorous,  half  embolden'd  by  despair. 
With  troubl'd  accent  he  address'd  the  feir: 
"  If  the  steel'd  ranks  of  this  embattled  field,    . 
No  apter  object  of  thy  prowess  yield ; 
If  me  alone  thy  vengeance  would  pursue. 
Thy  valour  combat,  and  thy  arms  subdue; 
Hence  from  the  mingling  hosts  with  me  retire. 
And  prove  whose  arm  can  best  express  our  ire." 
The  maid  assented,  though  unhelm'd  her  head. 
And  rode  intrepid  where  the  challenge  led. 
And  now  she  aim'd,  and  now  discharg*d  a  strol», 
When,  scarce  preventing,  thus  the  warrior  spoke : 
<*  Hold !  lovely  heroine,  hold !  and  let  thy  rag* 
First  hear  the  terms  that  won  me  to  engage." 

She  stay'd ;   his  fiuiltVing  tongue  despair  made 
bold. 
And  gave  the  love  long  latent  to  unfold  t 
*<  Ah  my  feir  fbe,"  th'  impasslon'd  Tancred  cried, 
"  Since  peace  is  in  thy  endless  wrath  deny'd. 
The  terms  of  war  to  speedy  conquest  leati^ 
Oive  you  to  strike  and  me  alone  to  bleed  ; 
Too  bless'd,  if  so  I  may  thy  rage  appease. 
And  learn,  so  hap'ly,  learn  in  death  to  please* 
Long  since,  the  joys  of  irksome  life  are  fled. 
Nor  mine  the  heart  you  pierce,  or  blood  you  shed : 
Mistaken  maid !  in  ev'ry  part  you  reign. 
And  pour  the  vital  flood  through  ev'ry  veia 
Of  me,  more  nearly  than  thjrself,  possessed; 
Thine 's  all  the  int'rest  in  thy  Tancred's  breast ! 
See  to  thy  sword  his  bosom  I  impart; 
Too  well  thou  know^  thy  passage  to  the  heart-* 
Strike,  strike !  it  leaps  to  bleed  at  tby  command 
And  welcomes  death  endear'd  beneath  thy  hand.^ 

Yet,  Tancred !  further  had  thy  lips  essay'd. 
And  haply  touch'd  the  much  admiring  maid ; 
But  here,  by  luckless  interruption  led, 
Before  their  foes  some  routed  Paynuns  fiad. 
^  A  Gallic  soldier,  as  he  pass'd  tlie  feir, 
Mark'd  the  bright  flow  of  Iter  redundant  hair  } 
His  coward  hand  the  base  advantage  seis'd. 
And  high  m  air  the  cruel  steel  he  rais'd ; 
But  Tancred  oo  his  weapon  caught  the  strok^ 
And  the  first  force  of  its  encounter  broke; 
Yet  lightly  edg'd  the  glancing  sabre  hit. 
Where  the  fair  bead  and  oillar'd  neck  were  kniL 
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As  iwiftly  looi*d  to  aight  he  urg M  his  steed, 
For  imtant  fear  gave  feathers  to  bb  speed. 
Snspens'd  awhile,  and  orach  at  both  amazM, 
On  the  strange  chase  the  thoughtful  virgin  gaz'd ; 
But  tQm'd,  she  saw  her  shatter'd  squadrons  yield, 
And  chang'd  the  fortune  of  the  dying  field : 
With  shame,  grief,  rage,  all  kindling  at  the  sight, 
She  rushed  to  turn  her  routed  bands  from  6ight; 
Now,  singly  bold,  against  a  host  made  head. 
And  now,  o'erpower'd  by  pressing  numbers,  fled; 
Yet  mutual  flight  to  her  pursuers  taught, 
For  still  she  flew,  and  m»  she  fled  she  fought 

As  on  the  wlds  of  Plessa*s  bord'ring  wood. 
Or  where  broad  Volga  rolls  a  deepening  flood. 
The  savage  Ure,  by  circling  mastiflls  pressed. 
Shakes  the  dread  dewlap  of  his  bellowing  chest; 
Outnumbered,  now  prepares  his  flanks  fcM-  flight. 
Now  wheeling  lifts  his  homy  fixxit  in  flght; 
Oorinda  so,  half  chasing,  and  half  chas'd« 
Repel  ring,  and  repel  I'd,  now  fled,  now  fac'd; 
When  flying  fear^l,  and  faUi  though  pursued. 
She  rather  seem'd  subduing  than  subdu'd. 

The  Pagans,  pushed  before  the  Christian  pow'rs, 
Now  reach'd  the  bases  of  their  sheltering  tow'rs; 
Whence  rallied,  for  the  field  again  they  bum. 
And  wi^  a  shout  upon  their  hunters  turn. 

Meantime  Argantes  with  his  troop  impends. 
And  plam'd  in  horroor  from  the  mount  descends. 
Well  might  the  stoutest  tremble  at  the  sight. 
For  fearful  rash'd  the  giant  fam'd  in  fight: 
Pierc'd  by  his  sword,  or  by  his  lance  overthrown, 
Hie  prostrate  ranks  beneath  his  fury  groan ; 
Defbrm*d,  the  battle  bleeds  at  ev'ry  vein. 
And  man  and  steed  lie  tumbled  on  the  plain. 
With  equal  death  Clorinda  heap'd  the  field, 
And  made  the  pride  of  manly  prowess  yield. 
Ardelio,  whose  brave  spirit,  warm  though  sage, 
Felt  a  fresh  spring  in  his  autumnal  age. 
With  rash  essay  adventuring  to  repel, 
A  victim  to  the  fond  presumption  fell. 
Two  sons  he  bad  who  felt  their  father's  fire. 
Two  valiant  sons  to  guard  a  valiant  sire ; 
But  Wounded  lay  the  brave  Alcander^  might. 
And  scarce  was  Polipheraes  savM  by  flight 

But  Tancred,  who  untimely  o'er  the  plain 
Pursu'd  the  ruffian,  but  puivu*d  in  vain. 
Now  tuming  saw  th'  unequal  combat  wag*d, 
And  his  brave  troop  by  circling  hosts  engag'd  : 
With  double  grief  his  errour  pierc'd  bis  sight. 
Bit  double  valour  would  restore  the  fight; 
He  ran,  he  shot,  cooftrm'd  his  fainting  bands, 
RecalI'd  their  hearU,  and  fortified  their  hands. 

Nor  he  alone ;  for  now,  by  Dudon  led. 
The  AdventYous    troop   their    dreaded   ensigns 
spread* 


In  chains  all  Niger's  tawny  kings  shoald  trea^^ 
And  Nile  in  vain  would  hide  his  sacred  bead. 

"  But  turn  where  Dudon  thy  attentioo  claimsy 
Who  there  in  gold  and  mingling  verdure  flames  ! 
He  rules  yoa  band  whose  actions  task  belief 
Where  ev'ry  soldier  is  himself  a  chief; 
Yet  justly  his  experiencM  step  precedes. 
And  hundreds  that  were  bora  to  empire  leads. 

'*  Lo  theie  (unpraisM  who  in  his  prowess  prides) 
The  brother  of  imperial  Norway  rides. 
Qemando,  whose  huge  stature  loads  the  plain ! 
What  boots  to  say  be  's  valiant,  since  be  's  vain  ^ 

**  But  here,  O  king,  in  radiant  silver  dressed. 
Fair  as  the  faith  that  whitens  in  their  breast. 
Behold,  ah  sweet  associates !  side  by  side. 
Two  friends  espous'd,  the  lover  and  the  bride  ; 
Gtldippe,  Edward,  paradis'd  in  bliss. 
Her  Edward  that,  and  his  Oildippe  this ! 
No  force  can  foil  them,  and  no  fkte  can  past, 
PamM  in  the  fight,  and  wedded  in  the  heart" 

While  thus  she  gave  due  honour  to  the  ibe. 
Wild  was  the  riot  in  the  vale  below : 
For  now  in  Tancred  and  Kinaldo*s  ire. 
The  slaughter  rages  and  the  ranks  expire; 
Through  the  firm  depth  of  hemming  foes  they 

broke. 
And  some  arm'd  Pasmim  died  on  ev*ry  stroke; 
Not  e*en  Argantes  could  the  shock  sustain. 
But  fairn  beneath  Rinaldo,  spread  the  plain. 
And  now,  O  mighty  chief,  in  arms  surpaas'd» 
This  thy  first  foil  had  haply  provM  thy  last. 
But  chance  depriv'd  the  victor  of  his  prey. 
Who  profs'd  beneath  his  prostrate  courser  lay. 

Meantime  pale  fear  deform*d  the  face  of  fight. 
And,  mingling,  wing*d  the  Pagan  feet  for  fligbt; 
All,  save  Argantes  aud  the  martial  maid. 
Who  still  to  stem  the  conqu'ring  army  staid; 
The  bank  and  bulwark  of  their  host  they  rose. 
And  each  stood  equal  to  a  thousand  fides. 
Nor  so  restrained,  th'  impetuous  Dudon  flew. 
Still  urg*d  the  chase,  and  still  the  hindmost  slew  i 
Swift,  as  the'  victor  by  Tigranes  paas'd. 
Lopped  from  the  trunk  the  headed  helm  he  cast: 
What,  Corban,  what,  Algasar,  could  avail. 
Your  casque  well  temper  d,  and  your  circling  mail } 
For  his  keen  sword  cleft  Corban  to  the  chest. 
And  through  Algazar*s  back  transfixM  the  breast: 
Beneath  his  steel  Mabammed  pressed  the  plain, 
Alroaozer's  bulk  was  numbered  with  the  slain; 
Before  the  chief  great  Amurath  expir'd, 
And  e*en  Argantes  slow  and  stem  retired. 
With  bridled  wrath  the  indignant  warrior  buni'd, 
He  laboured,  rag'd,  withdrew,  stopped,  chaf^  and 

turn  d , 
Till  now  the  wish'd  advantage  he  essay'd. 
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Kor  can  he  leAin,  without  a  secret  pride, 
To  what  rare  use  his  favours  are  apply'd ; 
Freely  he  gave,  nor  I  his  bounty  spare, 
"Which  here  return*d  his  foremost  champion's  share : 
Yet,  tell  him«  yet  I  languish  for  that  day,  ^ 

"Wlwsn  hand  to  hand  I  shall  in  person  pay.** 

He  spoke,  when  hundreds  on  the  boaster  press'd. 
And  lanch*d  a  mingling  tempest  at  his  breast ; 
But  prudence  timely  prompted  to  evade. 
And  the  tall  towers  held  forth  their  friendly  shade. 

Now  shower'd  tempest'ous  from  the  embattled 
wall, 
Stones,  darts,  and  flints,  and  engtn*d  quarries  fall ; 
Wing*d  from  the  nerve  of  many  a  bending  bow, 
I>eath  points  a  cloud,  and  rains  the  storm  below ; 
The  Christian  pow'rs  receding  seek  the  plain. 
And  their  wide  gates  the  cover'd  Pagans  gain. 
"When  di8encumber*d  now  Rinaldo  rose, 
To  vengeance  loos*d  he  pour*d  upon  his  fbesj 
For  Dudon'sfate  had  reach'd  the  warrior's  ear, 
And  gave  a  fury  which  e*en  friends  might  fear. 
*•  On,  on  !'*  he  cried,  «*  why,  wherefore  stop  ?  O, 

shame ! 
Your  arms,  revenge,  revenge  and  Dudon  claim. 
In  vain  their  ramparts  veil  yon  trembling  rout, 
"Walls  rise  in  vain  to  keep  the  valiant  out; 
Though  fenc'd  with  adamant,  or  towers  of  steel, 
Argantes  should  my  entering  vengeance  feel.*' 
He  said,  and  forward  on  the  ramparts  sprung; 
A  storm  of  darts  around  his  temples  sung : 
Yet  he  gave  ail  his  dauntless  front  to  view ; 
£  en  danger  aw'd  before  his  eyes  withdrew ; 
The  towers  appear 'd  to  tottr^r  at  the  sight; 
And  quailnig  thousands  trembled  firom  their  height. 

Bnt  Sigiere  now  by  royal  Godfrey  sent, 
(Sage  herald)  bade  the  rage  of  war  relent : 
•*  Retire,  retire,  nor  vainly  hope,"  he  cried, 
'*  That  one  day's  arm  shall  Salem's  fate  decide : 
Steep  are  her  towers,  and  boldly  mann'd  her  walls; 
And  dire  must  be  the  shock  by  which  she  falls.*' 
They  staid  reluctant — As  the  fiery  steed 
Rein'd  in  his  pride  and  lorded  in  bit  speed. 
So  far'd  Ilinaldo*s  fury,  scarce  repress'd; 
And  still  the  battle  struggled  in  his  breast     [gore, 

Meantime,  with  dust  defbrm*d  and  ttain'd  with 
Brave  Dudon  from  the  fatad  field  they  bore; 
The  soldiers  press  to  touch  his  great  remains. 
And  round  his  corse  the  copious  sorrow  rains. 
But  Bulk>ign,  tnm  a  summit*s  neighboring  height, 
Survey'd  &ir  Solyma*s  imperial  site; 
Her  pow'rs,  her  force,  and  her  defeets  he  8cann*d, 
And  the  deep  schemes  of  future  conquest  plann*d. 

High  eminent  amid  th^  circling  lands, 
Fair  Solyma  in  ancient  glory  stands : 
Rear*d  on  two  hills  her  regal  spires  arise; 
Between  a  vale  in  rich  expansion  jies : 
From  three  proud  sides  she  overiooks  her  foe. 
And  smiles,  impervious,  on  the  war  below ; 
But,  weak  by  nature  on  the  northern  part. 
She  stoops  to  arm  her  in  the  strength  of  art. 

The  fhigal  trough  and  cistern's  vase  retain 
Her  wat'ry  stores  of  Heav*n-descending  rain  ; 
Around  her  walls  no  lively  verdures  grow; 
Few  founts  to  slake  the  sultry  region  flow; 
No  grove  extends  its  hospitable  shade 
To  the  tir'd  pilgrim,  or  the  fcv'rish  glade. 
Save  where,  two  leagues  divided  from  the  town, 
A  baleful  forest  rears  its  umbrage  brown. 
Whose  silent  shades  in  antique  horrours  rise, 
BnX)d  o*er  the  soil,  and  intercept  the  skies. 


Clear  to  the  dawning  of  th*  eastern  beam. 
The  hallow'd  Jordan  pours  a  plent'ous  stream ; 
A  sandf*d  billow  bounds  the  western  side. 
And  4Y>lls  alternate  on  the  midland  tide; 
Samaria  stretch*d  ui>on  the  north  expands, 
Where  Bethel  in  opprobrious  prospect  stands; 
But  Bethlem,  Israel's  gem  and  Judah's  boa^t. 
Rears  to  the  south,  and  consecrates  the  coast. 

While  Balloign  thus  surveys  the  hostile  ground. 
And  sends  his  eye  in  large  experience  round. 
Metes  the  proud  height  of  Sion*s  tower'd  wall, 
Marks  her  defects,  and  meditates  her  fall; 
Ermiura  intermitted  silence  breaks. 
And  thus  observant  of  the  hero  speaks. 

**  Behold,  O  king,  in  regal  purple  dress'd. 
Strength  in  his  arm,  and  wisdom  in  his  breast. 
Behold  where  Oodfrey  takes  his  awfiil  stand. 
All  fbrm'd  for  fame,  to  act  as  to  command! 
In  him  the  hefo  and  the  sage  unite. 
The  due  of  conduct,  and  the  force  of  fight: 
Raimond  alone,  of  yon  unnumbered  hosts, 
A  rival  in  the  nightly  council  boasts; 
Alike  young  Tancred*s  and  Rinaldo's  charms. 
Their  flame  of  courage,  and  their  force  of  arms  !'* 

**  I  know,"  the  monarch  with  a  sigh  replied, 
"  I  know  him  well,  and  saw  his  prowess  tried. 
When  I  the  seals  of  Egypt*8  sultan  bore, 
An«l  trod  a  friend  upon  the  Gallic  shore, 
A  stripling  in  the  lists,  he  struck  my  eyes. 
And  matchless  bore^from  ev'ry  arm  the  prize  ; 
Then,  ere  his  spring  of  bearded  down  began, 
In  ev'ry  excellence  a  more  than  man: 
Too  sure  presages  of  impending  woe 
To  such,  whom  fkte  should  mai-k  for  Bulloignlifbe ! 
*'  But  say,  what  *8  he,  whose  scarf  with  Tyrian 
pride 
Plowl  o*er  his  arms,  and  glows  at  Godfrey's  sidd  ? 
Though  Godfrey  treads  superior  to  the  sight. 
In  mien  and  majesty  they  both  unite.*' 
I  see,  't  is  Baldwin,*'  cri^  the  princely  dame, 
*'  His  brother,  less  in  features  tiian  in  fame.** 

"  But  mark,  intently  tum*d  how  Godfrey  hears, 
While  Raimond  speaks  the  judgment  of  his  years^ 
Whose  hostile  hairs  bring  terrours  to  my  sight. 
Grown  sage  in  war,  and  in  experience  white ; 
l^eyond  ten  thousand  hands  that  head  alarms, 
llie  ward  and  leading  wisAm  of  their  arms. 
**  There  William,  England's  younger  hope,  be- 
hold. 
His  flgur*d  buckler,  and  his  casque  of  gold  ! 
Guelfb  the  next,  whose  thirst  of  glory  springs 
From  a  long  race  of  heroes  and  of  kings ; 
I  know  him  well,  amid  a  host  express'd. 
By  his  square  shoulders  and  his  ample  chest. 
But  ah !  in  vain  I  send  my  eyes  about. 
To  find  my  foe,  the  cruel  Boeroond,  out; 
The  dire  usurptt* ,  whose  relentless  hand 
Slew  my  great  sire,  and  seiz'd  my  native  land  !** 

Thus  while  they  spoke  observant  of  the  foe. 
The  duke  descends,  and  joins  his  host  below: 
For  now  resolv'd,  and  hopeless  to  prevail 
Where  Salem's  eminence  o'erlook'd  the  vale. 
Incumbent  on  the  opener  north  he  lay. 
Spread  out  his  camp,  and  made  his  engines  play^ 
Where  ev*ry  rampart  shook  beneath  his  power. 
From  the  far  portal  to  the  utmost  tower— 
In  compass  near  a  third ;  for  such  the  space 
That  circles  Sion  in  a  wide  embrace ; 
Not  with  thin  ensigns  length'ning  tow*rd  themoond^ 
Gould  Godfrey's  Army  hem  the  wondrous  round: 
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Yet  ev'ry  lane  and  ef*vj  pass  he  barrM, 
And  fix*d  the  frequent  terrours  of  a  guard; 
Around  his  camp  the  spacious  lines  he  drew. 
And  bruad  and  deep  his  guardian  trenches  threw, 
To  shield  his  legions  from  untimely  fight. 
And  ev*ry  dark  hostility  of  night. 

These  orders  given,  the  gen'ral  held  his  way 
Where  Dudon,  much  lamented  hero,  lay: 
High  on  a  bier,  with  warlike  honours  grac'd. 
In  woeful  pomp  the  great  remains  were  plac'd ; 
Snapp*d  arms  and  sable  ensigns  spread  the  ground. 
And  mingling  princes  pour*d  their  griefr  around. 

At  BuliOign^s  sight,  the  sadly  silent  crowd, 
RenewM  in  rising  sorrows,  wept  aloud  ; 
But  he,  with  majesty  that  bore  the  show 
Of  dirge  in  triumph,  or  of  cheer  in  woe. 
Approaching,  t«>uchM  the  bier,  repressed  his  grief; 
And  thus  pathetic  spoke  the  mourning  chiet 
'*  Hail,  Dudon !  hail  to  thy  etemar  birth, 
Berir^d  in  Heav'n  from  all  thy  toils  on  Earth ! 
Nor  yet  shall  Heav'n  the  total  hero  claim, 
Still  found  on  Earth,  immortal  in  his  fame ! 
In  life,  my  friend,  in  death  thou  didst  excel ; 
Valiant  yda  fought,  and  valiantly  you  fell ! 
Clos'd  is  thy  warfore,  finish*d  is  thy  fight. 
And  stars  of  living  glory  crown  thy  might! 
Not,  not  for  thee,  this  sable  cloud  of  woe ; 
But  for  ourselves  our  juster  sorrows  flow : 
Our  arm  of  war 's  unnerv'd  upon  thy  bier, 
And  broke  with  thine  is  ev'ry  pointless  spear; 
DespoiPd  of  thee,  thou  cliiefost  earthly  aid. 
Our  banners  droop,  and  all  our  laurels  fade! 
Yet  the  great  cause  that  might  inform  the  dead. 
The  cause  survives,  for  which  thy  bosom  bled; 
Survives  to  warm  thee  with  its  wonted  charms, 
And  wing  thy  soul  asisstant  to  our  anns. 
When  hi  the  powers  of  heavenly  mission  brigbty 
Once  more  thou  shalt  descend  to  rule  the  fight. 
In  terrours  wrapped  to  thunder  on  the  foe, 
To  lay  the  pride  of  all  oppressors  low. 
To  raze  the  height  of  yon  embattled  wall. 
And  lift  thy  friends  victorious  finom  thy  fall  !** 
He  said — and  now  the  slumberous  dew  of  night 
MixM  with  the  shade,  and  sunk  upon  the  sight; 
O'er  care-swoln  lids  effus*d  the  halm  of  sleep, 
And  clos'd  those  eyes  that  daily  leam'd  to  weep.  ^ 
But  BuUoign  on  his  pensive  pillow  lay, 
Revolv'd  through  ev'ry  labour  of  the  day, 
While  forming  in  his  wakeful  round  of  thought 
Machines  arose,  and  novel  combats  fought. 

The  bHgh£-ey'd  mom  from  early  vapour  won, 
Saw  Godfrey  arm'd,  and  orient  with  the  Sun; 
At  Dudon*s  hearse,  the  friendly  melting  chief 
Ponr'd  the  last  tribute  of  attending  grief. 
Him  a  lont:  train  of  fun'ral  pomp  coovey'd. 


The  chief  of  chiefs,  oo  poblic  csret  in 
A  convoy  to  the  secret  forest  sent, 
Whefe  silent  grew  its  unfirequented  shade. 
Now  by  a  Syrian  to  the  duke  betrayed. 
Who  meditates  from  hence  oo  Skm's  foll» 
And  plans  machines  the  rivals  of  her  wall. 

The  woodmen  now  di^ose  their  ranging  bands, 
Th*  alternate  axe  high  brandished  in  their  hands ; 
Unwonted  noise  the  affrighted  forest  fills. 
And  echo  sighs  from  all  the  circling  hills. 
Beneath  their  strokes  the  victor  palms  subside; 
Down  falls  the  pine  from  its  aerial  pride ; 
Still  breathes  the  cedar  o*er  a  length  of  ground; 
The  firs  in  weeping  amber  mourn  around; 
Feird  with  her  elm  the  viny  consort  Cea, 
And  faithful  o*er  the  folded  trunk  she  dies. 

The  poplar,  beech,  and  alder's  watVy  shade, 
Sink  on  the  marsh,  or  wither  o'er  the  glade: 
Imperial  oaks,  that,  through  ten  ages  past. 
Had  brav*d  Heaven's  bolt  and  rough  enoounfriBg 
The  period  now  of  mortal  glory  feel,  [blast. 

And  foil  subdu'd  beneath  the  conq*ring  steel: 
Th'  exil'd  pard  abjures  his  wonted  den. 
And  ev'ry  feather  flies  the  voice  of  men  : 
Wide  lie  the  realms  of  loag  usurping  ntght» 
And  scenes  unfold  that  never  saw  the  light! 
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Hbnci  Want,  ungratefbl  visitant,  adieu  ! 
Pale  empress  hence,  with  all  thy  meager  craw- 
Sour  Discontent  and  mortified  Qiagrin, 
ol^n  hollow  Care,  and  self-corroding  ^leen; 
ptfstress  and  Woe,  sad  parents  of  Deipair, 
With  wringing  hands,  and  ever  rueful  air; 
The  tread  of  Dun,  and  Bnm'k  alarming  hand. 
Dire  as  the  touch  of  Circe's  cirelmg  wand; 
Keen  Hunger,  with  bis  sharp  but  fomish*d  eye^ 
And  dusky  Theft,  a  despVate  prompter  nigh ; 
While  agues  shudder  to  the  whistling  gale. 
And  jomtly  Law  and  Infomy  assail  1 
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Where  P^erty  her  hiiuting  progren  bends. 
The  godden  with  superior  wing  attends.: 
Arotmd  the  &ir  her  blessM  associates  play. 
Bask  in  her  eye,  and  whiten  in  her  ray — 
Bright  Purity,  with  fi^  unalterM  cheek. 
The  mild,  the  kind,  the  gentle,  and  the  meek; 
Humility's  henignly  placid  grace, 
.  And  Innocence  with  sweet  seraphic  face ; 
Calm  Piety  that  smiles  amidst  the  storm,     , 
And  Charity  with  boundless  wishes  warm. 

Bold  in  the  front,  to  guard  the  heavenly  band. 
Behold  the  masculine  adherents  stand ! 
Patience,  with  Atlantean  shoulders  spread; 
Hail  Temperance,  on  thrifty  viands  fed ; 
Firm  Fortitude,  unknowing  how  to  yield ; 
And  Perseverance  with  his  battered  shield; 
And  honest  Industry,  whose  early  toil 
Wins  health  and  plenty  from  the  labourM  soil. 
The  genuine  arts  behind  the  goddess  wait. 
Her  reign  illustrate,  and  improve  her  state; 
With  eye  elate  here  Contemplation  soars. 
And  Leamrag  piles  his  intellectual  stores ; 
Here  mental  sciences  arranging  shine ; 
Here  manua*  crafts  the  various  task  design ; 
While  Diligence  the  busy  finger  plies, 
And  wmgM,  6nom  rank  to  rank.  Invention  files. 
Such  wide  extremes  on  Indigence  attend  1 
There  Vice  assails,  the  Virtues  here  defend : 
Below,  the  g)oom  of  ev'ry  passion  storms ; 
Above,  calm  Virtue  moderates  and  reforms ; 
Here,  highly  elevate;  there,  deep  depress ; 
And  give,  or  bliss,  or  anguish,  in  excess. 

Hail  Virtue !  chaste  eternal  beauty,  hul  1 
Still  on  the  foe,  O  goddess,  still  prevail ! 
The  world,  ere  fram'd,  lay  open  to  thy  view ; 
You  fbrm'd  the  whole,  and  shall  again  renew ! 
Ere  I  thy  arditous  pleasing  toils  decline. 
Be  want,  ah,  still  be  each  disaster  mine ; 
Till  e'en  oppression  be  itself  subda'd. 
Nor  yet  a  wish  for  wealth  or  power  intrude! 

Nor  be  the  poor  alone  thy  fsv'rite  care ; 
Fly,  fly  to  courts,  and  let  the  mighty  share! 
The  silken  lethargy^  at  onoe  awake ; 
Debauch  fi^m  his  intemp'rate  opiate  shake ; 
Thence  ev'ry  vice  and  ev'ry  folly  drive, 
That  sting  or  glitter  round  the  gorgeous  hive., 
Before  thy  touch  let  insolence  retire. 
And  vanity,  an  empty  breath,  expire; 
Hypocrisy  cast  off  the  fair  disguise, 
And  starting  in  his  native  gloom  arise. 


Maugre  thin  bed  thon  must  for  indigence 
Or  stele,  or  begge,  or  borwe  thy  dispence. 

Thou  blamest  Crist,  and  saystful  bitterly. 

He  misdeparteth  richesse  temporal; 

Thy  neighebour  thou  witest  sinfully, 

And  savst.  thou  bast  to  litel.  and  he  hiith  all : 


Now,  goddess,  ent'ong,  view  the  dome  of  state  1 
Do  thou  inform,  and  give  me  to  relate ; 
Let  demons  obvious  to  my  eye  appear, 
(Which  known,  could  sure  find  no  admittance  here.) 
Amid  the  buzzing,  busy,  idle  crowd, 
The  mix*d  assembly  of  the  mean  and  proud. 
See,  Treason  smiles,  a  suitor  to  his  king. 
See,  Promise  flutters  on  a  C3rpress  wing; 
Her  p'mion  like  autumnal  foliage  falls. 
And  on  the  pavement  Disappointment  crawls. 
A  friendly  aspect  Enmity  a^umes ; 
Beneath  applause,  deep  lurking  Envy  glooms; 
The  tempting  mammon  Subornatioo  shows; 
And  in  the  patriot's  zeal  Dissention  glows. 

Oppression  there  with  gently  winning  graoe^ 
And  Ignorance  with  solemn  thinking  face, 
And  Pride  with  mortify'd  and  Christian  gniie, 
And  Infidelity  with  saintly  eyes. 
Four  rival  candidates,  their  mooareh  sue; 
Two  for  the  bench,  and  for  the  mitre  two. 

Lo,  there  Ambition,  from  his  height  elate  t 
And  Plefisure  lolling  on  a  couch  of  state  I 
On  these  the  pageantry  of  pomp  attends  ; 
To  these  th'  idolizing  tumult  bends ; 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  peasant,  and  the  peer. 
And  all  religions,  join  in  worship  here. 
Ambition,  reaching  from  his  airy  stand. 
Grasps  at  a  globe  that  shuns  his  desphrate  band: 
Around  the  glitt'ring  sphere,  confusedly  gay, 
Crowns,  truncheons,  gems,  and  trophy'd  radiance 

lay, 

But  changing  with  alternate  light  and  shade, 
The  lures  eppear,  and  vanish,  shine,  and  fada ; 
Vain  as  the  cloudy  meteor  of  the  mom. 
Which  fsncy  forms,  and  transient  rays  adorn. 

The  prime  rewards  four  suppliant  sons  of  fame, 
Lust,  Rapine,  Violence,  aqd  Slaughter,  claim; 
And  though  essential  happiness  is  due. 
For  toys  the  wise,  for  toys  the  virtuous  sue. 
Deluded  men  the  ready  ambush  fly ! 
Dire  lurking  deaths  behind  ambition  lie~- 
The  mourning  bk>ck,  keen  axe,  and  racking  wbeel« 
The  poison'd  goblet,  and  the  bosom'd  steel ! 

Here  Pleasure  on  her  velvet  couch  reclittes. 
Smiles  to  undo,  and  in  destruction  shines; 
With  seeming  negligence  displays  her  charms  ; 
The  strong  she  withers,  and  the  steelM  disarms. 
Imagination*  specious  handmaid,  waits,  « 

And  serves  a  pomp  of  visionary  cates : 
Hie  sorceress  still  essajrs  the  fresh  repasts; 
But  mock'd  eternally,  she  feeds,  and  fosts. 
Around  her  couch  unnumbered  votaries  meet. 
And  wish  to  share  th'  imaginary  treat ; 


If  thou  be  poure,  thy  brother  hateth  thee. 
And  all  thy  frendes  fleen  fro  thee,^  alas! 
O  riche  marchants,  ful  of  wele  ben  ye, 
O  noble,  O  prudent  folk,  as  in  this  cas. 
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Devour  each  morsel  with  d^rhig  eye, 

And  for  large  draagbts  of  fancy'd  nectar  tigh: 

A  thousand  nymphs  of  wanton  sprightly  mien. 

Trip  round  the  sofa,  and  amuse  their  queen ; 

With  transport  she  surreys  the  darting  train. 

All  daughters  of  her  light  fermenting  brain : 

Here  laughter,  mirth,  and  dalliance  unite. 

Illusive  joy,  and  volatile  delight. 

Conceits,  sports,  gambols,  titillations  gay, 

Hopes  that  allure,  and  projects  that  betray. 

Prime  sister  of  th*  inessential  bands, 

Erect,  persuasive  Expectation  stands; 

On  each  pursuit  slie  flourishes  with  grace. 

And  gives  a  butterfly  to  lead  the  chase; 

Or  wafts  a  babble  on  the  parting  gale. 

And  bids  surrounding  multitudes  assail ; 

With  sweets  the  fond  pursuit  alone  is  fraught. 

The  game  still  vanishes,  when  ouce  it 's  caught ; 

Vain  is  the  joy — but  not' the  anguish  vara ; 

And  empty  pleasure  givta  essential  pain  : 

Couch'd  as  a  tiger,  watchful  to  surprise, 

Grim  death  beneath  the  false  enchantress  lies ; 

The  fiends  around  invisibly  engage, 

Gnilt  stings, pains  rack,  and  disappointments  rage; 

Aches,  asthmas,  cholics,  gouts,  convulsions,  rheums. 

Remorse  that  gnaws,  and  languor  that  consumes. 

Far  other  train,  apparent  queen !  you  lead ; 
Tnie  bliss  attends,  though  arduous  toils  precede: 
Serene  thy  bosom,  though  thy  brow  severe; 
Pain  points  thy  path,  but  Heav'n  is  in  thy  rear. 
Wondrous  th*  influence  thy  power  supplies, 
Where  triumphs  only  from  oppression  rise ; 
Peace  springs  from  passion,    and  from  weakness 

might; 
Calm  ease  from  travel,  and  from  pain  delight ; 
No  sweets  that  vanish,  and  no  gusts  thai  ck>y — 
Clear  is  the  rapture,  and  serene  the  joy ; 
Reflection  culls  from  ev'ry  labour  past, 
And  gives  ibe  same  eternal  blis^'to  last. 
Thus,  by  long  trial,  and  severe  distress, 
Vou,  VirtueT  truly,  though  severely,  bless; 
Through  each  tradition,  each  recorded  page. 
Through  ev*ry  nation,  and  through  ev'ry  age. 
From  purpled  monarchs  to  the  rural  hind. 
By  pain  you  purify *d,  by  toil  refin'd  : 
The  mightier  weight  thy  fav'rite  heroes  bore; 
Chief  you  depress'd,  whom  chief  you  meant  should 
Still  with  the  foe  gave  forces  to  prevail,        [MMir; 
And  with  this  moral  fbrm*d  the  following  tmle. 

While  yet  the  Turk  his  early  claim  avow'd. 
And  rurd  beneath  the  sceptre,  ^ndah  bow*d  ; 
A  set  of  worthy  wealthy  merchants  chose 
The  world  f[>r  trade,  and  Sion  for  repose. 
Here  they  select  the  gems  of  brightest  rays. 
Rich  stuffs,  wrought  silks,  and  golden  tissues  blaze; 
Through  ev*ry  climate,  and  to  ev'ry.  gale. 
They  lanch  the  cargo,  and  expand  the  sail: 
Wide,  with  their  name,  their  reputation  grew, 
And  to  their  mart  concurring  chapmen  drew.. 

The  lure  of  novelty,  and  thirst  of  gain. 
Now  points  their  passage  oW  the  midland  main ; 


The  Tiber  now  their  spumy  keels  divide, 

And  stem  the  flow  of  his  descending  tide. 

To  Rome,  imperial  Rome,  the  traders  came ; 

Rome  beard  the  voice  of  their  preceding  (rnme : 

Free  mart  and  splendid  mansion  she  a&rds ; 

Joy  crown'd  their  nights,  and  elegance  their  boards. 

With  mutual  chat  they  gratify  desire. 

What 's  curious  now  relate,  and  now  inqntre ; 

Alike  ibr  knowledge  and  for  wealth  they  trsde. 

And  are  with  usury  in  both  repaid. 

But  Fame  surprised  them  with  a  wonder  new. 

Beyond  what  times  of  brightest  record  drew. 

The  poet's  foncy,  or  the  lover's  tongue ; 

And  thus  the  dariing  excellence  she  song. 

"  To  crown  our  monarch's  age  with  food  deliglit. 
His  cares  alleviate,  and  his  toils  requite. 
Beyond  whate*er  paternal  wish  could  crave. 
Indulgent  Heav'n  a  peerless  infant  gave: 
The  softer  sex  her  beauteous  body  forms. 
But  her  bright  soni  each  manly  virtue  warms ; 
Youth  without  folly,  greatness  without  pride. 
And  all  that  *s  firm  to  all  that  *s  sweet  ally'd. 
Rich  as  the  land  by  sacred  promise  blessed,       -  , 
Lies  the  fair  vale  of  her  expanded  breist; 
fiifild  on  a  parian  pillar  turns  her  head. 
Her  front,  like  Lebanon,  divinely  spread  ; 
There  sit  the  chaste,  the  placid,  and  the  meek. 
And  mom  smiles  firesh  upon  her  open  cheek. 
Babes  learn  distinction  at  Constantia's  sight. 
And  withered  age  revives  to  strange  delight; 
Tumulf  ous  wishes  breathe  ak>ng  her  way. 
Hands  rise,  tongues  bless,  and  centring  eyes  survey ; 
All  run  to  bend  the  voluntary  knee. 
The  blind  to  hear  her,  and  the  deaf  to  see. 
Ah !  were  she  bom  to  universal  sway. 
How  gladly  would  the  willing  world  obey? 


^ow  fell  it,  that  the  maisters  of  that  sor^ 
Han.8hapen  hem  to  Rome  for  to  wende, 
Were  it  for  chapmanhood  or  for  disport, 
Non  other  message  wold  they  thider  sende. 
But  comen  hemself  to  Rome,  this  is  the  eiide: 
And  in  swiche  place  as  thought  hem  avantage 
For  hir  entente,  they  taken  birherbergage, 

Sojoum'd  ban  these  marchants  in  that  toon 
A  certain  time,  as  fell  to  hir  plesance : 
And  so  befell,  that  the  excellent  renoun 
Of  the  emperoure*s  doughter  dame  Custance 
Reported  was,  with  evrey  circumstance, 
Unto  these  Surrien  marchants,  in  swiche  wise 
Fro  day  to  day,  as  I  shal  you  devise. 

This  was  the  common  vois  of  every  man; 
**  Our  emperour  of  Rome,  God  him  se, 
A  doughter  hath,  that  sin  the  world  bq^an. 
To  reken  as  wel  hire  goodnesse  as  beante, 
N*as  never  swiche  another  as  is  she : 
I  pray  to  God  in  honour  hire  sustene. 
And  wold  she  were  of  all  Europe  the  qoene. 
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And  now  with  wealthy  manufectare  stow'd, 
Ltnch'd  on  the  tide  their  freighted  vessels  rode ; 
Hie  pendants  vainly  point  the  fav'rin^  irale. 
Court  the  weigh'd  anchor,  and  th'  opening  tail. 
Till  first  (he  fair  perfection  they  beheld, 
Who  aH  report,  in  fatal  hour,  excel rd : 
For  Syi-ia  then  they  ply  the  laboring  oar. 
And  the  crooked  keels  divide  their  native  shore. 

Exulting  now  they  touch  the  fsv*rite  land. 
Unlade,  and  moor  along  the  yielding  strand. 
Now  duteous,  on  their  youthful  sultan  wait. 
Unfold  new  treasures,  and  new  tales  relate. 
With  usual  grace,  aAd  curious  ear  he  hears ; 
With  usual  courtesy  and  bounty  cheers ; 
The  Strang^  the  wondrous  narrative  admires. 
And  all  tha^  's  foreign,  alt  that  *s  new  requires. 

Ah,  hapless  prince,  thy  further  search  restrain; 
Cpucb'd  in  the  tale,  death  lurks  to  entertain ! 
Constantia*s charms  their  raptured  tongues  disclose; 
In  ev'ry  word  some  kindling  beauty  glows ; 
Her  form,  her  features,  mien,  and  soul  they  breathe, 
Unpraise  all  praise,  and  leave  all  terms  beneath. 

Strong  eloquence  can  picture  to  the  blhid. 
Create  new  forms,  and  people  all  the  mind  ; 
Can  pain  or  mitigate,  can  heal  or  wound, 
Enohant  with  sentences,  and  kill  with  sound. 
The  fiuicy'd  sweets  bis  ear  impatient  drinks ; 
Deep  oo  his  soul  the  imag'd  beauty  sinks ;  [reigns. 
Through  all  his  thoughts,  his  powers,  she  lives,  she 
Pants  in  each  pulse,  and  thrills  along  his  veins. 
Sure,  through  the  tracts  of  yon  celestial  maze, 
Where  mjrstic  planets  dance,  and  glories  blaze ; 


And  al  this  vois  was  soth,  as  God  is  trewe. 

But  now  to  purpos  let  us  turn  agein. 

These  marchants  han  don  fraught  hir  shippes  newe, 

And  whan  they  han  this  blisful  maiden  sein. 

Home  to  Surrie  ben  they  went  ful  fejrn. 

And  don  hir  nedes,  as  they  han  don  yore. 

And  liven -in  wele,  I  can  say  you  no  more. 

Now  fell  it,  that  these  marchants  stood  in  grace 

Of  him  that  was  the  soudan  of  Sorrie; 

For  whan  they  came  from  any  strange  place 

He  wold  of  his  benigne  cnrtesie 

Make  hem  good  chere,  and  besily  espie 

Tidings  of  sundry  regnes,  for  to  lere 

The  wonders  that  they  mighte  seen  or  here. 

Amonges  other  thinges  especially 

These  marchants  han  him  told  of  dame  Custance 

So  gret  noblesse,  in  emest  seriously. 

That  this  Soudan  hath  caught  so  gret  plesance 

To  han  hire  figure  in  his  remembrance, 

That  all  bis  lust,  and  all  his  besy  cure 

Was  for  to  love  hire,  while  his  lif  may  dare. 


More  wonders  tjrpical  impress  the  sky,- 
Tlian  e'er  was  trac.'d  with  astrologic  eye ! 
There  haply,  ere  his  natal  hour  express'd. 
First  bum*d  the  flame  that  glowM  within  his  breast: 
There  might  the  nymph  with  previous  beauty  bloom. 
With  previous  languishment  the  youth  consume; 
Expire  the  victim  of  successless  cai*e; 
Die  ere  he  liv*d,  and  ere  he  lov*d  despair. 
There  the  dear  friendly  stream,  ere  Julius  bled. 
Great  Brutus  to  his  dearer  country  shed ; 
With  destined  tyranny  there  pride  enslaves. 
With  destined  virtue  there  the  patriot  saves; 
There  Pompey  glow'd  for  freedom  and  for  fame. 
There  Socrates,  of  Greece  the  pride  and  shame : 
Alcides  there  each  horrid  monster  slew ; 
There  triumph*d  Sampson,  the  heroic  Jew; 
There  all,  or  doom'd  to  save,  or  to  destroy. 
The  chiefis  who  fought  atThebes,orfought  at  Troy ! 

Long  moum'd  the  youth,  with  secret  woe  op« 
press'd ; 
The  latent  vulture  preyM  within  his  breast : 
Constrained  at  length,  nor  able  to  sustain 
The  wasting  malady,  and  mental  pain ; 
The  sage  the  bearded  pillars  of  his  state 
He  calls,  and  privily  unfblds  his  (ate : 
"  No  mean,*'  he  cries,  "  my  cruel  stars  assign ; 
Swift  death,  or  else  Constantia  must  be  mine T" 

Alternate,  each  their  hopes  or  fears  disclose. 
Invent,  reject,  and  now  again  propose ; 
While  some,  with  mystic  rites  of  wondrous  art, 
Engage  to  gain  the  sympathetic  heart ; 
By  philter'd  science,  and  infernal  charms, 
To  win  the  bright  perfection  to  his  arms : 
Th'  abhorrent  scheme  his  generous  thoughts  disdain. 
Resolved  to  die,  or  justly  to  obtain ; 
And  all  their  arguments,  however  renew'd. 
In  rites  of  nuptial  sanctitude  conclude. 
But  here  again  new  obstacles  appeared. 
And  much  for  this  their  latest  hope  they  fear*d  ;  , 
FearM  that  diversity  of  faith  might  prove 
Alike  diversity,  and  breach  in  love; 
Nor  the  fair  Christian  e'er  consent  to  wed 
A  prince  in  Macon's  sacred  precepts  bred. 


The  deth ;  but  mennes  wittes  ben  so  dull. 
That  no  wight  can  wel  rede  it  at  the  fiilL 

This  Spodan  for  his  prive  councel  sent. 

And  shortly  of  this  matere  for  to  pace. 

He  hath  to  hem  declared  his  entent. 

And  sayd  hem  certain,  but  he  might  have  gracf 

To  han  Custance,  within  a  litel  space. 

He  n'as  but  ded,  and  charged  him  in  hie 

To  shapen  for  his  lif  some  remedie. 

Diverse  men,  diverse  thincessaiden : 
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The  monarch  thed^  "Ah!  wherefore  doubt  my 

friends; 
Why  yet  dispute  where  love  and  life  depends  ? 
That  faith  must  sure  have  most  prevailing  charms, 
That  gives  Constantia  to  my  circling  arms: 
No  obstacles  shall  bar,  no  doubts  deter; 
Nor  will  I  think  that  9he  was  form'd  to  err.** 

The  voice  determined,  and  imperial  eye. 
Leave  no  pretence  for  courtiers  to  reply : 
With  the  fond  speed  of  lovers  impatience  warm'd, 
Now  embassies  are  sent,  and  treaties  formM. 
All  zealous  to  promote  the  cause  divine. 
The  pope,  the  church,  and  Christian  powers  com- 
The  royal  long-reluctant  parents  yield,         [bine ; 
And  contracts  are  by  mutual  proxy  seal'd. 

High  was  the  trust  the  regal  writings  bore. 
And  solemn  th'  attesting  parties  swore. 
That  the  young  Syrian,  and  his  barons  bold. 
Each  sex  and  state,  the  infant  and  the  old. 
Should  all  Messiah's  hallow'd  faith  embrace. 
And  bright  Constantia  be  the  bond  of  grace. 

We  list  not  here  of  pompous  phrase  to  say^ 
What  orderM  equipage  prq>ares  the  day ;    [train. 
Grooms,  prelates,  peers,  and  nymphs,  a  shining 
To  wait  the  beauteous  victim  o*er  the  main : 
All  Rome  attend  in  wish  the  lovely  maid ; 
And  Heaven  their  universal  vows  invade. 


Wedden  his  child  under  our  lawe  swete. 
That  us  was  yeven  byMahound  our  prophete. 

And  he  answered :  *'  Rather  than  I  lese 
Cnstance,  I  wol  l>e  cristened  douteles : 
I  mote  ben  hires,  I  may  non  other  chese, 
I  ptay  you  hold  your  arguments  in  pees, 
Saveth  my  lif,  and  beth  not  reccheles 
To  geten  hire  that  hath  my  lif  in  cure. 
For  in  this  wo  I  may  not  long  endure." 

What  nedeth  greter  dilatation  ? 

I  say,  by  tretise  and  ambassatrie. 

And  by  the  popes  mediation. 

And  all  the  chirche,  and  all  the  chevalrie^ 

That  in  destruction  of  Manmetrie, 

And  in  encrese  of  Crbtes  lawe  dere. 

They  ben  accorded  so  as  ye  may  here ; 

How  that  the  Soudan  and  hb  baronage, 
And  all  his  liege  shuld  ycristened  be. 
And  he  shal  han  Custance  in  mariage, 
And  certain  gold,  I  n*ot  what  qnontitee, 
And  hereto  fiuden  suffisant  surete^. 
The  same  accord  is  swome  on  ey  ther  side ; 
Now,  ftur  Custance,  Almighty  God  thee  gide. 

Now  wolden  som  men^  waiten,  as  I  ge^^ 
That  I  shuld  tellen  all  the  purveiance. 
The  which  that  the  emperour  of  his  noblesse 
Hath  shapen  for  his  doughter  dame  Custance. 
Wei  may  men  know  that  so  gret  ordinoiMe 
IJklay  no  man  tellen  in  a  litel  clause, 
As  was  arraied  for  so  high  a  cause. 


At  length  the  day,  the  wofal  day  arrivePk 
And  ev'ry  face  of  wonted  cheer  derives ; 
The  fata]  hour  admits  no  fond  delay, 
That  shall  the  joy  fittm  cv'ry  heart  convey. 
Ye  men  of  Rome!  your  parting  glory  mourn; 
Far  from  your  sight  your  darling  shall  be  torn; 
No  more  the  mom  with  usual  smiles  arise. 
Or  with  Constantia  bless  your  longing  eyes^ 
Of  ev*ry  tongue,  of  ev'ry  pen  the  theme. 
The  daily  subject,  and  the  nightly  dream! 

But,  O  Constantia !  say,  thou  fair  distressed. 
What  woes  that  hour  thy  lovely  soul  possess'd  ? 
Its  native  cheek  the  bright  carnation  fled. 
And  charged  with  grief,  reelin'd  thy  beauteous  bead; 
To  lands  unknown  those  limbs  must  now  repair, 
Nurs'd  in  the  down  of  fond  paternal  core. 
Peace  spread  thy  nightly  couch  to  sweet  repose, 
Delight  around  tby  smiling  form  arose ; 
Each  scene  familiar  to  thy  eye  appeared. 
And  custom  long  thy  native  soil  endeared  ; 
Eas*d  by  thy  bounty,  at  thy  sight  exiPd, 
Grief  was  no  more,  or  in  thy  presence  smiPd ; 
Each  rising  wish  thy  glad  attendants  seized ; 
To  give  thee  pleasure,  ev'ry  heart  was  pleos'd : 
But  now  to  strange,  to  foreign  climes  conveyed, 
Strange  objects  must  thy  loathing  sense  invade. 
Strange  features  to  thy  weeping  eyes  appear. 
Strange  accents  pierce  thy  undelighted  ear; 
In  distant  unacquainted  bondage  tied. 
The  gilded  slave  of  insolence  and  pride. 
Perhaps  of  form  uncouth,  and  temper  base. 
Thy  lord  shall  clasp  thee  with  abhorred  embrace. 
Thus  sad  the  fair  revolv'd ;  soft  sorrows  flow, 
And  all  her  sighing  soul  was  loos'd  to  woe : 
**  Father!"  she  cried,  •*  your  fond,  your  wretched 

child!— 
And  you,  my  mother !  yon,  my  mother  mild  !— 
My  parents  dear,  beneath  whose  kindly  view, 
Bless'd  by  whose  looks,  your  cherished  infant  grew; 


The  day  is  comen  of  hire  departing, 

I  say  the  wofol  day  fatal  is  come. 

That  ther  may  be  no  longer  tarying, 

But  forward  they  hem  dressen  all  ajoid  some. 

Custance,  that  was  with  sorwe  all  overcome^ 

Ful  pale  arist,  and  dresseth  hire  to  wende. 

For  wel  she  seth  ther  neii  non  other  ende. 

Alas !  what  wonder  is  it  though  she  wept? 
That  shal  be  sent  to  straunge  nation 
Fro  iVendes,  that  so  tenderiy  hire  kept, 
And  to  be  bounde  under  subjection 
Of  on,  she  knoweth  not  his  condition. 
Housbondes  ben  all  good,  and  han  ben  yor^ 
That  knowen  wives,  I  dare  say  no  more. 

<<  Fader,"  she  said,  '<  thy  i^retched  child  CostaiM^ 
Thy  yonge  doughter,  fostered  op  so  soft. 
And  ye,  my  moder,  my  soveraine  plesanoe 
Over  all  thing,  (out  taken  Crist  on  loft) 
Custance  your  child  hire  recommendeth  oft 
Unto  your  grace;  for  I  shal  to  Surrie^ 
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When  far,  O  fir  from  3roar  embraces  torn. 
Will  you  then  think  a  wretch  like  me  was  born  ? 
Shall  then  jrour  child  some  sad  remembrance  claim  ? 
And  some  dear  drops  embalm  Constantia's  name  ? 
Yoar  face— ah,  cruel  fortune,  can  it  be  ? — 
These  eyes  shall  never,  never,  never  see! 
For  ever  parted  by  the  rolling  main, 
I  o€»w  must  feel  a  lordly  husband's  chain; 
From  every  friend,  from  every  joy  remove, 
And  the  rough  yoke  of  rude  barbarians  prove: 
Bat  ^  may  Heav>n  the  precious  issue  bless, 
ADd  all  find  happiness  through  my  distress! 
"Woman  was  doomM,  ere  yet  the  world  began, 
TTie  prey  of  sorrow,  and  the  slave  of  man.'* 

She  coold  no  more^  her  voice  by  sobs  suppressed. 
And  'ears,  pour*d  forth  in  anguish,  told  the  re«t. 
Wide  through  the  crowd  the  sad  contagion  flew ; 
£ach  hoary  beard  is  drench'd  with  mournful  dew; 
Zn  shortening  throbs  ten  thousand  bosoms  rise. 
Grief  showers  its  tempest  from  ten  thousand  eyes; 
Along  the  shore  the  deepening  groans  extend, 
And  louder  shrieks  the  cloudy  concave  rend : 
Not  through  old  Rome  when  desolation  reigned. 
And  bleeding  senators  her  fbmm  stain'd; 
Not  in  the  wreck  of  that  all  dismal  nigh^ 
When  lliou  tumbled  from  her  tow*ry  height; 
Such  utter  ng  plaints  the  deep  despair  betray'd, 
As  DOW  attend  the  dear  departing  maid. 

To  the  tall  ship,  with  slow  desponding  tread. 
All  drown'd  in  grief  the  beauteous  victim  's  led : 


Women  am  borne  to  thraldom  and  penance. 
And  to  ben  linder  manner  governance.** 

I  trow  at  Troye  whan  Pimis  brake  the  wall, 
pr  llion  brent,  or  Thebes  the  citee, 
Ne  at  Rome  for  the  harm  thurgh  Hanniball, 
That  Romans  hath  venqueshed  times  three, 
N^as  herd  swicbe  tendre  weping  for  pitee, 
As  in  the  chambre  was  for  hire  parting, 
But  forth  she  mote,  wheder  she  wepe  or  sing. 

p  6rste  moving  cruel  firmament. 
With  thy  diurnal  swegh  that  croodest  ay. 
And  huitlest  all  from  est  til  Occident, 
That  naturally  wold  bold  another  way ; 
Thy  crouding  set  the  heven  in  swicbe  array 
At  the  beginning  of  this  fierce  viage. 
That  cruel  Mars  hath  slam  this  marriage. 

Infbrtmiat  ascendent  tortuous. 

Of  which  the  lord  is  helpeles  fidi,  alas ! 

Out  of  his  angle  into  the  derkest  hous. 

O  Mars,  O  Atyzar,  as  in  this  cas; 

O'feble  Mone,  unhappy  ben  thy  pas. 

Thou  knittest  thee  ther  thou  art  not  received, 

Tber  thou  were  wel  fro  thennes  art  thou  weived. 

Imprudent  emperour  of  Rome,  alas ! 
Was  ther  do  philosophre  in  al  thy  toun  ? 
Is  no  time  bet  than  other  in  swicht  cas  ? 
Of  viage  is  ther  non  electioun. 
Namely  to  folk  of  high  conditioun, 
Nat  whan  a  rote  is  of  a  birth  yknowe  ? 
Alas!  wc  ben  to  lewed,  or -to  slow. 

To  ship  is  brought  this  wofiil  faire  maid 
Solempnely,  with  every  circumstance : 
**  Now  Jesu  Crist  be  with  you  all,"  she  said. 
Ther  n'i«  no  more,  but  **  fsrewel  fair  Custance." 
She  peineCb  hife  to  make  good  coontenance. 


She  tum*d,  and  with  an  achmg  wistful  lodk, 
A  loug  fartnrcl  of  ev'ry  field  she  took ; 
"  Adieu !'»  to  all  the  melting  crowd  she  cried — 
"  Adieu !  Adieu  !'*  the  melting  crowd  reply'd; 
Her  lanching  bark  the  mournful  notes  pursue. 
And  echoing  hills  return,  *•  Adieu  !  Adieu  !" 

Here  let  us  leave  the  virgin  on  the  main. 
With  all  her  peerage,  and  her  pompous  train; 
To  Sjnna  let  the  swifter  Muse  repair. 
And  say  what  cheer  prepares  her  welcome  there. 

I'he  dame,  from  whom  his  birth  the  prince  de- 
Imperial  dowager,  had  yet  survived :  [riv'd, 
Ambitious,  greedy  of  supreme  control. 
And  bom  with  all  the  tyrant  in  her  soul. 
At  filial  government  she  long  repin*d. 
Nor  yet  the  reins  of  secret  rule  resign'd. 
Her  savage  sentiments  her  sex  belied. 
And  vers'd  in  wiles  with  deepest  statesmen  vi^ ; 
Yet  o'er  her  soft*ning  tongue,  and  soothing  face. 
The  subtle  varnish  spread  with  easy  grace : 
The  sage  discera'd,  but  still  confessed  her  sway; 
And  whom  their  hearts  detest,  their  fears  obey. 
Tenacious  zeal  her  prophet's  lore  rever*d. 
The  practice  scoro'd*  but  to  the  text  adher'd; 
And  fsr  as  faith  with  fury  could  inflame, 
She  was  indeed  a  most  religions  dame. 

When  she  her  son's  determined  bent  perceiv'd. 
Her  breast  with  cruel  agitation  heav'd ; 
Her  call,  each  hoary,  each  experienc'd  fHendt 
In  haste,  and  midnight  privacy,  attend ; 
When  dire,  amid  the  dusky  throng  she  rose. 
And  from  her  tongue  contagious  poison  flows. 

*<  Ye  peers,  ye  pillars  of  our  falling  state  I 
Too  faithful  subjects  of  a  prince  ingrate ; 
A  SOD,  whom  these  detesting  breasts  have  fed, 
A  serpent  grown,  to  your  destraction  bred ! 
Say,  shall  a  single  hand  such  patriots  awe  ? 
Insult  your  prophet,  and  supplant  your  law  ? 
First,  Heav'n !  be  all  the  bonds  of  Nature  broke, 
Ere  I  assume  the  curs'd,  the  Christian  yoke: 
For,  what  import  these  innovating  rites, 
But  here  a  living  death  of  all  delights  ? 
Such  threats  as  penitence  can  ne'er  appease, 
The  body's  penance,  and  the  mind's  disease  ?^- 


And  forth  I  let  hire  sayle  in  this  manere, 
And  tume  I  wol  againe  to  my  matere. 

The  mother  of  theJSoudan,  well  of  vices. 
Espied  hath  hire  sones  pleine  entente. 
How  he  wol  lete  his  olde  sacrifices: 
And  right  anon  she  for  her  ooDseil  seoto. 
And  they  ben  comen,  to  know  what  she  meot^ 
And  whan  assembled  was  this  folk  in  fere. 
She  set  hire  doa%  and  ULjd  as  ye  sbul  here. 

**  Lordes,**  she  sayd,  "  ye  knowen  everich  od, 

How  that  my  sooe  in  point  is  fbr  to  leto 

The  holy  lawes  of  our  AlkaroD, 

Yeven  by  Goddes  messager  Mabomete: 

But  on  avow  to  greto  Ood  I  bete. 

The  lif  shal  rather  out  of  my  body  steiie. 

Than  Mahomctes  lawe  out  of  myn  herte. 

**  What  shuld  ns  tiden  of  this  newe  lawe 
But  thraldom  to  our  bodies  and  penaiyce, 
And  afterward  in  Helle  to  ben  drawe. 
For  we  reneied  Mahound  our  creance  ? 
Bat,  lordes,  wol  ye  maken  asturaiic^     ^^^I^ 
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Yet,  were  I  of  some  ^uthfiil  hearts  secure. 
Not  such  the  malady,  but  we  can  cure." 

She  spoke,  and  all  with  swift  compliance  swear. 
The  glorious  deed  with  all  their  pow'rs  to  dare ; 
Her  charge,  though  ne*er  so  bloody,  to  fulfill. 
Though  ne'er  so  dangerous,  to  effect  her  will. 

**  Doubt  not  a  birth,"  she  cried,  *'  so  well  con- 
cciy*d. 
Great  acts  are  more  by  fraud  than  force  achiev'd ; 
To  gain  the  conquest,  we  mutt  seem  to  yield. 
And  feign  to  fly,  that  we  may  win  the  field. 
Let  each  in  public  wear  a  Christian  face. 
And  counterfeit  the  saintly  signs  of  grace : 
What  though  our  skin  the  sprinkling  priest  baptize  ? 
Our  skin  's  unsully'd,  while  our  hearts  despise. 
Not  such  the  tricks  our  bolder  hands  shall  play. 
When  revels  end  th'  unsuspecting  day ; 
Nor  such  the  stream  our  purpling  points  shall  shed. 
When  we  shall,  in  our  turn,  baptize  with  red.*' 

Ah,  sex !  still  sweet,  or  bitter,  to  extreme ; 
Gloomy  as  night,  or  bright  as  morning  beam ! 
No  fiend's  may  with  a  female's  wrath  compare; 
No  angel's  purity  like  woman's  fair  ! 
To  save  or  damn,  for  bliss  or  ruin  given. 
Who  has  thee  feels  a  Hell,  or  finds  a  Heav'n. 

Smooth  as  the  surface  of  the  dimpled  main, 
'  While  brooding  storms  the  gath'ring  ruin  rein. 
Her  son,  with  dire  dissembling  leer  she  seeks. 
And  in  the  depth  of  smiling  malice  speaks. 
* 

As  I  shal  say,  assenting  to  my  lore  ? 
And  Lshal  make  us  sauf  for  evermore.'' 

They  sworen,  and  assented  every  man 
To  live  with  hire  and  die,  and  by  hire  stond :    ' 
And  everich  on,  in  the  best  wise  he  can. 
To  strengthen  hire  shal  all  his  freudes  fbnd. 
And  she  hath  this  emprise  ytaken  in  bond. 
Which  ye  shull  heren  that  I  shall  devise. 
And  to  hem  all  she  spake  right  in  this  wise. 

"  We  shul  first  feine  us  Cristeudom  to  take; 
Cold  water  shal  not  greve  us  but  a  lite: 
And  I  shal  swiche  a  feste  and  revel  make. 
That,  as  I  trow,  I  shal  the  Soudan  quite. 
For  tho  his  wife  be  cristened  never  so  white. 
She  shal  have  nede  to  wash  away  the  rede. 
Though  sbe  a  font  of  water  with  hire  lede.*' 

O  Soudannesse,  rote  of  iniqnitee. 

Virago  thou  Semjrramee  the  second, 

O  serpent  under  femininitee. 

Like  to  the  seipent  depe  in  Helle  ybound :     * 

O  feined  woman,  all  that  may  confound 

Vertue  and  innocence,  thurgh  thy  malice 

Is  bred  in  thee,  as  nest  of  every  vice. 

O  Sathan  envious,  sin  thiike  day 
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*'  My  child !  though  froward  age  k  over  wite^ 
Let  no  ofience  against  a  parent  rise; 
Long  habits  gain  a  privilege  from  time^ 
And  frequent  custom  mellows  ^v'ry  crime : 
Repugnant  hence  I  dar*d  to  thwart  your  will; 
I  fear  d  the  novelty,  I  fear'd  the  ill : 
But  now,  convinced  by  Christ^s  superior  grace. 
His  law  I  reverence,  and  bis  faith  embrace. 
Bless'd  be  thy  bod !  thy  bridal  transports  blM^d! 
Nor  you  refu^  a  mother's  fbnd  request- 
Mine  be  the  joy  to  entertain  the  fair ; 
To  form  the  festival,  be  mine  the  care ; 
To  show  the  peers  who  on  thy  bride  attcnod. 
As  she  in  beauty,  we  in  love  transcend." 

The  royal  youth  in  silent  wonder  stood; 
Joy  Jield  his  voice,  and  rapture  thrill'd  his  bk)od: 
Around  her  knees  his  prostrate  arms  he  threw, 
And  duteous  tears  distill'd  the  grateful  dew : 
Her  son  she  rais'd,  all  innocent  of  ill. 
And  smiling  kiss'd  whom  soon  she  meant  to  kill 

At  length  the  bride,  and  all  her  solemn  trsio, 
Past  o'er  the  danger  of  the  midland  main : 
The  main  is  past,  but  not  the  danger  o'er ; 
The  sea  less  cruel  than  the  Syrian  shore ! 
Applauding  crowds  the  landed  beauty  greet, 
And  Juda's  peers  in  rich  procession  meet; 
Great  was  the  throng,  and  splendid  the  array, 
And  guards  arranging  lin'd  the  glitCring  way. 
Such  were  the  triumphs  of  imperial  Rcoie, 
When  conquest  led  some  darling  victor  home; 
While  meeting  millions  his  approach  withstand, 
And  walls,  and  trees,  and  clamber'd  roofs  are  nano'd. 

All  gem'd  in  ornaments  of  curions  mode. 
Gay  in  the  van,  the  false  sultana  rode; 


And  Cristendom  of  prestes  hondes  fbng. 
Repenting  hire  she  hethen  was  so  long ; 

Beseching  him  to  don  hire  that  honour. 
That  4he  might  ban  the  Cristen  folk  to  fat: 
To  plesen  hem  I  wol  do  my  labour. 
The  Soudan  saith,  «  I  wol  don  at  your  best," 
And  kneling,  thanked  hire  of  that  request; 
So  glad  he  was,  ne  n'iste  not  what  to  say. 
She  kist  hire  sone,  and  home  she  goth  hire  way. 

Arrived  ben  these  Cristen  folk  to  lond 
In  Surrie,  with  a  gret  solempne  ronte. 
And  hastily  this  Soudan  sent  his  sond. 
First  to  his  mother,  and  all  the  regn^  aboute^ 
And  sayd,  his  wif  was  comen  out  of  dodte. 
And  praide  hem  for  to  riden  again  the  quene, 
The  honour  of  his  regno  to  sustene. 

Gret  was  the  presse,  and  riche  was  th'array 
Of  Surriens  and  Romanes  met  in  fere. 
The  mother  of  the  Soudan  riche  and  gay 
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Oft  to  ber  breast  she  clasp'd  the  heavenly  maid, 
And  wond*riDf  oft  with  cruel  gaze  surveyed. 

Last  came  the  saltan,  royaU  hapless  youth, 
Grace  in  his  form,  and  in  his  bosom  truth  ! 
The  last  he  came,  for  timorous  love  cootroli'd. 
He  foar'd,  and  long*d,  and  trembled  to  behold : 
A  faint  salute  bis  fouitering  voice  supplied ; 
Scarce,  «•  Welcome !  O  dirindy  fair !"  be  cried. 
He  blush'd,  and  ngh'd,  and  gaz*d  with  wavVing 
Nor  dar'd  to  hope  the  blissful  vision  true,     [view. 

Thus  onward  to  a  neighbouring  town  they  far'd, 
In  purpoa'd  pomp,  and  regal  state  prepared; 
And  here  the  old  maternal  fiend  invites. 
To  ordered  feasts,  and  dearly  bought  delights. 
Down  sit  the  guests,  triumphing  clarions  bbw. 
Drams  beat,  mirth  sings,  and  brimming  goblets  flow; 
In  boundless  revel  ev'ry  care  is  drown*d. 
And  clamour  shouts,  and  freedom  laughs  around. 

Ah,  hapless  state  of  ev'ry  human  mind, 
Wrap'd  in  the  present,  to  the  future  blind  ! 
In  the  gay  vapour  of  a  lucky  hour, 
light  folly  mounts;  and  looks  with  scorn  on  powV :  . 
Nor  sees  how  swift  the  tides  of  fortune  flow, 
The  sweUing^  happiness  and  ebbing  woe  $ 
That  man  should  ne'er.indulge,  or  bliss,  or  care, 
The  prosperous  triumph,  or  the  wretch  deq»air  ; 
So  ckise,  so  sudden,  each  reverse  succeeds. 
And  mischief  treads  where*er  success  precedes. 

And  now  the  night,  with  brooding  honours  still, 
Oloom'd  from  the  brow  of  each  adjacent  hill ; 
Slow  heav*d  her  bosom  with  distempered  breath. 
And  o*er  her  forehead  hung  the  weights  of  deaUu 
Oppressed  with  sleep,  and  drown'd  in  fumy  wine. 
The  prostrate  guards  their  regal  charge  resign ; 
But  l»r  within,  still  wakeful  to  delight. 
The  prince  and  peers  protract  the  festal  night— 
When  fipom  the  portal,  lo  !  a  sudderi  gloom 
I*'"^€Cts  its  horrours  through  the  spacious  room : 
Fearful  and  dark  the  ruffian  bands  appear. 
The  dire  sultana  storming  in  the  rear. 
The  bloody  task  invading  treason  plies : 
Quick,  and  at  once  alarm'd,  the  nobles  rise ; 
But  these,  as  faith  or  faction  led,  divide, 
And  tnutOTB  most  with  entering  traitors  side : 


The  Soudan  cometh  himself  sone  alter  this 

So  really,  that  wonder  is  to  tell : 

And  welcometh  hire  with  all  joye  and  blis. 

And  thus  in  mirth  and  joye  I  let  hem  dwell. 

^  fruit  of  this  matere  b  that  I  tell. 

Whan  time  came,  men  thought  it  for  the  best 

That  revel  stmt,  and  men  go  to  hir  relL 

T^  time  come  is,  this  olde  Soudannesse 
Ordeincd  hath  the  feste  of  which  I  tolde. 
And  to  the  feste  Cristcn  folk  hem  dresse 
Jtt  general,  ya  bothe  yonge  and  olde. 
Ther  tnay  men  fost  and  realtee  behoMA 


Boards,  bowls,  and  seats  o*ertum*d,  the  pavement 

straw;  * 

Of  blood  with  wine  the  mingling  currents  flow^ 
Vain  is  the  fear  that  wings  their  feet  for  flight. 
They  fall  who  basely  fly  or  bravely  fight; 
With  screams  and  groans  the  echoing  courts  re- 
sound. 
And  gasping  Romans  bite  the  traitorous  ground. 

Say,  royal  Syrian !  in  that  hour  of  death. 
Say,  didst  thou  tamely  then  resign  thy  breath? 
Surprise,  and  shame,  and  love,  and  boundless  rage. 
Flash  from  bis  eyes,  and  in  his  breast  engage. 
Threafning  aloft,  his  flaming  steel  he  drew. 
And  swift  to  save  his  lov'd  Constantia  flew ; 
Before  his  bride  a  beauteous  bulwark  stands. 
Now  presses  un,  and  backwards  bears  the  bands : 
Bold  to  his  aid  surviving  Romans  spring. 
Some  Syrians  too  could  dare  to  join  their  king ; 
Invaded  late,  they  in  their  turn  invade. 
And  traitors  are  with  mutual  death  repaid. 
But  what  may  courage,  what  may  strength  avail, 
Where  still  o'erpow'ring  multitudes  assail ; 
Where  number  with  increasing  number  grows. 
And  ev*ry  sword  must  match  a  thousand  foes? 
As  melting  snows  with  gradual  waste  subside. 
So  sink  the  warriors  from  their  hero's  side : 
Thin'd  are  the  remnants  of  his  bleeding  train. 
And  scarce,  but  scarce,  th*  unequal  strife  sustain; 
Their  veins  exhausted  and  o^ertoird  their  might. 
And  struggling,  but  to  fall  the  last,  they  fighL 

The  monarch  thus  bn  ev'ry  side  dis(Jress'd, 
And  hope  extinguished  in  his  valiant  breast, 
TuraM  to  bis  queen,  he  sent  the  parting  look, 
And  brief  th*  eternal  last'  adieu  he  took :        [end ! 
**  Since  here,*'  he  cried,  *'  our  hapless  loves  must 
Where  this  arm  fails,  may  mightier  Heav*n  defend ! 
This  u  my  last,  my  only,  fond  desire : 
Too  blessM  am  I,  who  in  thy  cause  expire.*' 
So  saying,  with  recruited  pow*r8  he  glows. 
Exalted  treads,  and  overlooks  bis  fbei : 
Of  more  than  mortal  size  the  warrior  seems. 
And  terrour  from  his  eye  imperial  streams. 
The  circling  host  his  single  voice  defies; 
Amid  the  throng,  with  fury  wing'd,  be  flies: 
Deep  bites  his  sword,  in  heaps  on  heaps  they  foil; 
Hands,  arms,  and  heads,  bespread  thesanguin'd  hall; 
Untir'd  with  toil,  resistless  in  his  course, 
Disdam  gave  fury,  and  deqpair  gave  force. 
As  here  and  there,  his  conquering  steps  he  bends, 
Down  his  fair  form  the  purpling  stream  descends  ; 
Exhausted  nature  would  persuade  to  yield. 
But  courage,  still  tenacious,  holds  the  field. 
As  when  the  lamp  its  wavering  light  essays, 
The  source  consumed  that  fed  the  vital  blaze, 
Extinguish'd  now  its  kmdly  flame  appears. 
And  now  aloft  a  livelier  raidiance  rears ;  ' 

Subsides  by  flu,  by  fits  again  aspires. 
And  bright,  but  doubtful,  bum  its  fainting  fires  ; 
Till  recollected  to  one  force  of  light, 
5?iiHH<*n  rHa  flftshes  into  *>«**11<'—  niirhti 
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To  deck  hit  boaghs  each  mora  the  maidens  rise, 
And  youths  around  his  form  contest  the  prize : 
Yet  haply  if  a  sudden  storm  descend, 
Sway'd  by  the  blast,  his  beauteous  branches  bend ; 
But  vigr'rous,  to  their  tow'ring  height  recoil, 
Maintain  the  combat,  and  outbrave  the  toil ; 
Till  the  red  bolt  with  levell'd  ruin  shoots, 
And  cuts  the  pillared  fiibric  ftom  the  roo^s : 
Swift  falls  the  beauty  o*er  a  length  of  groimd ; 
The  nymphs  and  swains  incessant  mourn  around. 
So  did  the  youth  with  living  form  excel. 
So  fiur,  so  tall,  and  so  lamented,  fell !  ^ 
Relenting  traitors  would  revive  the  dead, 
And  weep  the  blood  their  ruthless  weapons  shed : 
One  tender  pang  the  dire  sultana  felt. 
Arid  nature,  spite  of  Hell,  compels  to  melt. 

While  sudden  thus  each  bloody  arm  suspends, 
And  round  their  prince  the  satiate  tumult  bends ; 
Regardless  of  her  fate,  Constantia  go<^ 
Through  pointed  javelins,  and  a  host  of  foes. 
Amaze  before  the  daring  virgin  yields. 
And  innocence  from  evVy  weapon  shields ; 
Till  mourning  by  the  great  remains  she  stood. 
And  o'er  her  lover  pour*d  the  copious  flood : 
**  Ah,  valiant  arm  !  a  waste  of  worth  in  vain !    . 
Ah,  royal  youth,"  she  cried,  "  untimely  slain  I 
O !  had  I  perish  *d,  ere  I  reach'd  thy  shore, 
The  surge  devoured,  or  wat'ry  monsters  tore ; 
To  bless  the  world  your  worth  had  yet  survived, 
Nor  I,  too  fatally  belov'd,  arriv'd. 
^T  is  I,  who  have  this  dear  effusion  shed ; 
For  me,  for  me,  a  luckless  bride,  you  bled  !" 
So  sajang — ^furious,  the  sultana  cries, 
**  Strike,  strike;  the  source  ofall  our  mischief  dies!" 
"Yes,  strike!"  the  bright,  th»  intrepid  maid  replies. 
But  vainly  this  consents,  or  that  oomnuwds ; 
Heav'n  checked  their  hearts,  and  pity  bound  their 

hands: 
At  once  a  thousand  javelins  rise  in  air; 
A  thousand  wishes  whisper — "  Ah,  forbear  f*' 
Recoiling  arms  the  bloody  task  refuse. 
And  beauty  with  resistless  charm  subdues. 
Alone  relentlev,  the  sultana  cries, 
**  T  is  well,  the  death  she  wish'd,  may  still  suiBoe : 
Hence  with  that  form,  that  knows  so  well  to  reign ; 
Hence  with  the  witch,  and  plunge  her  in  the  main ! 
Her  passage  thence  to  Rome  she  may  explore, 
And  tell  her  welcome  on  the  Syrian  shore." 
So  saying,  quick  to  a  selected  band 
She  gave  to  execute  the  dire  command ; 
Rdoctant  to  the  chai^,  they  yet  obey. 
And  to  the  ahore  the  mourning  fair  convey. 
Slow  as  she  mov'd,  soft  sorrows  bathe  the  ground; 
xi^;.  *^»nAm  fftrt  m«»lt_  find  nitvine  weep  around ; 


With  distant  awe  the  heavenly  maid  sorrey. 
Nor  once  her  harm  in  act  or  thought  essay. 
The  still  suspense  at  length  their  leader  broke, 
And  bow*d  before  the  trembling  beauty,  spoke : 
"  O  thou,  endowed  with  more  than  mortal  channs, 
Who  ev'ry  foe  of  all  hb  force  diSarms ! 
Say,  how  shall  we  our  pow*r  or  will  employ ; 
Where  both  are  weak,  to  spare  thee,  or  destroys 
Both  impotent  alike  our  pow*r  and  will. 
The  means  to  save  thee,  or  the  thoughts  to  kill? 
Yet  one  extreme  may  cruelly  Tsmaio, 
To  yield  thee  haply  to  the  pitying  main; 
And  Heav'n,  who  (tirmM  thee  so  divinely  fan*, 
If  Heav'n  has  pow'r,  will  sure  have  will  to  qpare.** 
He  said ;  the  rest  assent,  and  to  the  bay 
With  secret  step  the  virgin-bride  convey. 
Convenient  here  a  Roman  bark  they  find  ; 
They  hoist  the  hasty  canvass  to  the  wind : 
The  bark  with  Roman  wealth  and  plenty  stow^ 
Now  lanching  wiUi  the'lonely  sailor  rode ; 
The  gale  from  shore  with  ready  raptmre  blew, 
And  to  her  vessel  |^re  the  last  ad-eu. 

Now,  8tain*d  with  blood,  the  self-conricted  night 
Fled  from  the  face  of  all  inquiring  light ; 
And  mom,  unconscious  of .thc^  murd'roos  scene, 
O'er  Syria,  guilty  Syria,  rose  serene. 
The  mountains  sink  before  Constantia^  ^m; 
Wing'd  o*er  the  surge,  her  bounding  galley  flies; 
From  sight  of  land,  and  human  face  conves^s. 
The  skies  alone  above,  and  all  arouod  tlia  seas. 

'Go,  lovely  mariner !  imperial  foir ! 
The  warring  winds  and  angry  ocean  dare ; 
Strange  climes  and  spheres,  a  lone  adventVer  vie«, 
New  to  the  main,  and  to  misfortune  new ; 
Without  the  chart,  or  polar  compass  stear. 
Nor  storms,  in  which  the  stoutest  tremble,  fear. 
But  ill  those  limbs,  for  gentle  office  fbrm*cl. 
And  in  the  down  of  nightly  softness  varm'd. 
Shall  now,  obsequious  to  the  ruder  gale. 
Command  the  frozen  cord,  and  pond*roas  safl ; 
Shall  now,  beneath  the  wat'ry  sky  obscmne. 
The  nightly  damp  and  piercing  blast  eodiire; 

Thus  all  disconsolate,  and  sore  distressM, 
And  sorrow  heaving  in  her  beauteous  brcait, 
Down  sinks  the  fair;  her  hands  in  angnish  rise. 
And  up  to  Heav'n  she  lifb  her  streaming  eyes: 
«  O  thou !"  she  said,  "  whence  ev'ry  being  rose^ 
In  whom  they  safe  exist,  and  soft  repose ; 
FixM  m  whose  powY,  and  patient  to  wboae  ey«^ 
Immense,  those  copious  worlds  of  wonders  lie ; 
To  me,  the  meanest  of  thy  works,  desceod ; 
To  me,  the  last  of  ev'ry  being,  bend ! 
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Sinoe  not  axempt^  in  thy  |MiteniA]  care, 
The  lowest  triumph,  and  minuteflt  share ; 
Thy  suhjocti  all,  and  all  their  sovereign  know, 
The  sefa  that  eddy,  and  the  winds  that  blow ; 
The  winds  thy  ^Kng  inspiration  tell ; 
The  seas,  exulting  in  thy  presence,  swell : 
0*er  these,  o'er  those,  supreoie^  do  thon  preside ; 
For  I  desire  do  other  star  to  guide : 
In  want  and  weakness,  be  thy  pow*r  displayed. 
And  thoo  assist,  where  else  no  arm  can  aid. 
But  if,  as  surely  ev'ry  nM>rtal  must, 
Jf  now  I  hasten  to  my  native  dnst, 
JProm  the  dread  hour,  and  this  devouring  deep, 
The  spark  of  dealhless  animation  keep; 
Then  may  my  soul,  as  bright  instinctive  flame. 
Aspiring  then,  thy  kindred  radiance  claim ; 
Or  to  some  hnmbler  Heav*n  the  trembler  raise. 
Though  there  the  last,  the  first  to  sing  thy  praise: 
Some  lowly,  vacant  seat.  Eternal,  deign. 
Nor  be  creation,  and  redemption  vain  !" 

So  prayed  the  maid,  and  peace,  a  wonted  guest, 
Sought  the  known  mansion  of  her  spotless  breaA ; 
To  ev'ry  peril  arm*d,  and  pain  resigned, 
Qieer  in  her  looks,  and  patience  in  her  mmd. 

The  wind  fresh  blowing  from  the  Syrian  shore. 
Swift  through  the  floods  her  spooming  vessel  bore. 
Long  breath'd  the  current  of  the  eastern  gale. 
And  sweird  th'  expanse  of  each  distended  sail : 
And  now  the  hilhi  of  Candia  rise  to  view, 
As  evening  clouds  and  settled  vapours  blue ; 
And  now,  still  driven  before  the  orient  blast,   ^ 
Morea,  and  her  lengthening  capes,  are  past : 
Now  land  again  her  wistful  prospect  flies. 
And  gives  the  unvarying  ocean  to  her  eyes ; 
TiU  Malta's  rocks,  emerging  from  the  main. 
The  circling  war  of  earth  and  sea  maintain. 
Alike  unknown,  each  varying  clime  appeared ; 
The  land  and  main  alike  the  virgin  fear'd ; 
While  ev'ry  coast  her  wand'ring  eyes  explore, 
Reminds  her  soul  of  Syria's  hostile  shore ; 
And  more  than  ev'ry  monster  seas  can  yield, 
Fh>m  man,  from  man,  she  begi  that  Heav'n  would 
shield. 
Full  many  a  day,  and  many  a  night,  forlorn. 
Through  shelves,  and  rocks,  and  eddying  tempest 
borne. 


She  bleaseth  hire,  and  with  lul  pitous  voig     j 
Cnto  the  crois  of  Crist  thus  sayde  she. 
**  O  clere,  o  welefnl  auter,  holy  crois. 
Red  of  the  Lambes  blood  fol  of  pitee. 
That  wesb  the  world  fro  the  old  iniquitee. 
Me  fro  the  fende,  and  firo  his  clawes  kepe,' 
That  day  that  I  shal  drenchen  in  the  depe. 

^  Victorious  tree,  protection  of  trewe. 

That  only  were  ordeined  for  to  here 

The  King  of  Heven,  with  his  woundes  newe, 

The  white  Lamb,  that  hurt  was  with  a  spere ; » 

Firmer  of  fendes,  out  of  him  and  here 

On  which  thy  limmes  faithfully  extenden. 

Me  kepe,  and  yeve  me  might  my  lif  to  amtnden." 

Yeres  and  dayes  fleet  this  creature 
Ttmrghout  the  see  of  Grece,  unto  the  ftraite 
Of  Maroc,  as  it  was  hire  aventure : 
On  many  a  sory  mele  now  may  she  baite, 
After  hire  deth  fhl  often  may  she  waite. 
Or  that  the  wilde  waves  wol  hire  drive 
Unto  the  place  ther  as  she  shal  arive. 


Through  drizzling  sky,  and  mghtly  damp  severe, 

No  fire  to  warm,  no  social  face  to  cheer; 

On  many  a  meal  of  tainted  viands  fed. 

The  chill  blast  whistling  round  her  beauteous  head; 

The  pensive  innocence  attends  her  fate. 

Amidst  surrounding  deaths  and  storms,  sedate. 

Ye  silken  son^  of  affluence  and  pride ! 
Whose'fortunes  roll  a  soft  superfluous  tide,     ' 
Who  yet  on  visionary  wants  refine. 
And  rack'd  with  false  fantastic  woes  repine  ^ 
And  ye,  whom  penury  and  sharp  distress. 
With  better,  but  salubrious  medVine,  bless — 
Behold  that  sex,  whose  softness  men  despise ; 
Behold  a  maid,  who  might  instruct  the  wise. 
Give  patience  precedent,  fierce  frenzy  'suage. 
And  with  philosophy  new-form  the  sage ! 
For  her  the  tides  of  regal  fullness  flow'd ; 
For  her  oppression  heap'd  the  cumbrous  load; 
In  affluence  humble,  in  misfortune  great. 
She  stands  the  worst  alternatives  of  fate  ! 

At  length,  her  galley  wing'd  before  the  blast. 
Swift  lanchiog,  through  the  straits  of  Ceuta  past  i 
And  winding  now  before  the  varying  gale. 
Tempestuous  Auster  rends  her  labouring  sail  r 
Hispania's  realm  the  obsequious  vessel  coasts ; 
Now  Gallia's  surge  the  beauteous  burthen  boasts ; 
Till  last,  Britannia's  wave  the  charge  receives, 
And  from  the  Atlantic  main,  exalting,  heaves ; 
The  destin'd  freight  with  pleas'd  emotion  bore. 
And  gently  wafted  to  Northumbria's  shore. 

But  haply  now  't  were  obvious  to  demand. 
How  borne  from  Solyma's  far-distant  land. 
Through  many  a  clime  and  strait  that  might  restrahi. 
The  gust  of  winter,  and  the  whelming  main, 
Britannia's  coast  should  fix  the  wand'ring  maid, 
Through  such  a  length  of  devious  tracts  oonvcy'd? 

Say  first,  when  ships  in  dizzy  whirlwinds  wheiel. 
Who  points  the  fervour  of  the  amorous  steel  ? 
Wing'd  by  whose  breath  the  bidden  tempests  blow? 
Heav'd  in  whose  fulness  mighty  ocean?  flow  ? 
Yet  what  are  winds  that  blow,  or  seas  Uiat  roll  ? 
The  globe  stupendous,  or  the  poising  pole  ? 
What  the  seven  planets  on  their  axis  spun  } 
What  the  wide  syMem  of  our  centering  Sun? 
A  point,  an  atom,  to  the  ambient  space, 
Where  worlds  on  worlds  in  circling  myriads  race! 
•^^■"■^■^^■■^^         '  1111       ■    I  I       ■• 

Men  mighten  asken,  why  she  was  not  slain  ? 
Eke  at  the  feite  wno  might  hire  body  save  ? 
And  I  answer  to  that  demand  again. 
Who  saved  Daniel  in  the  horrible  cave, 
Ther  every  wight,  save  he,  master  or  knata^ 
Was  with  the  leon  frette,  or  he  asterte  ? 
No  wight  but  God,  that  he  bare  in  his  herte. 

God  list  to  show  his  wonderful  miracle 
In  hire,  for  we  shuld  seen  his  mighty  werket ; 
Crist,  which  that  is  to  every  harm  triacle. 
By  certam  menes  oft,  as  knowen  clerkes. 
Doth  thing  for  certain  ende,  that  ful  derke  is 
To  mapnes  wit,  that  for  our  ignoranoe 
Ne  can  nat  know  bis  prudent  punreiance. 

Now  sith  she  w^s  not  at  the  feste  yslawe. 

Who  kepte  hire  fro  the  drenching  in  the  see  ? 

Who  kepte  Jonas  in  the  fishes  mawe. 

Til  he  was  spouted  up  at  Ninivee  ? 

Wei  may  men  know,  it  was  no  wight  but  he 

That  kept  the  peple  Ebraike  fro  drenching. 

With  drye  feet  thuJTghoat  the  see  passing. 
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Yet  these  the  inanimate  volaticm  keep, 
And  rail  eliptic  through  the  boundless  de^  j 
While  One  Hand  weighs  the  infinite  suspense, 
The  insensate  loads  and  measures  the  immense ; 
Within,  without,  through  height  and  depth  presides ; 
With  equal  arm,  the  bark,  or  planet,  guides. 
By  thee  uplifted,  through  the  pathless  skies, 
With  conscious  plume,  the  birds  of  passage  rise  ; 
Through  thee  their  patent  longitude  is  known, 
The  stated  climate,  and  the  varying  zone. 
Thy  Will  informs  the  universal  plan. 
The  ways  of  angels,  and -the  ways  of  man ; 
The  moral  and  material  world  connects, 
Through  each.  Supreme,  both  governs  and  inspects ; 
Conducts  the  blood  through  each  arterial  round. 
Conducts  each  system  through  the  vast  profound  : 
One  Rule,  the  joint,  the  boundless  model  forms, 
And  the  small  ant  to  love  of  order  warms ; 
Alike,  through  high,  and  low,  and  great,  and  small. 
Nor  aught  's  mysterious,  or  mysterious  all. 

What  time  the  wafting  tide,  and  favouring  blast. 
The  fair  on  Britain's  fated  region  cast ; 
Young  Alia  then  Northumbrians  sons  obeyed. 
Whose  substituted  sceptre  Ofia  sway'd : 
Illustrious  Ofia,  who  in  worth  excel Pd 
Whatever  the  rolls  of  Saxon  heroes  held ! 
Alone  Rodolphus,  to  th^  chief  allied, 
ExcellM  in  arms,  but  much  excelled  in  pride. 

High  on  the  brow  of  a  commanding  steep. 
And  full  in  prospect  of  the  eastern  deep. 
His  seat,  addressM  for  war,  as  for  repose. 
And  fix'd  with  elegance,  brave  Ofia  chose. 
And  now  the  hero,  at  his  wonted  hour. 
Where  trees  o*er-arching  form'd  the  sylvan  bow'r, 
With  Hermigilda  sought  the  evening  air. 
His  bride,  the  fairest  of  the  Saxon  ftdr — 


Who  bade  the  foure  spirits  of  tempest, 
That  power  ban  to  anoyen  lond  and  see. 
Both  north  and  south,  and  also  west  and  est, 
Apoyen  nejrther  see,  ne  lond,  ne  tree  ? 
Sothly  the  commander  of  that  was  he 
That  fro  the  tempest  ay  this  woman  kepte. 
As  wel  whan  she  awoke  as  whan  she  slepte. 

Wher  might  this  woman  mete  and  drinke  have  ? 
Three  yere  and  more,  bow  lasteth  hire  vitaille  ? 
Who  fed  the  Egyptian  Mary  in  the  cave 
Or  hi  desert  ?  no  wight  but  Crist  sans  faille. 
Five  thousand  folk  it  was  as  gret  marvaille 
With  loves  five  and  fishes  two  to  fede : 
God  tent  his  foyson  at  hire  grete  nede. 

She  driveth  forth  into  our  ocean 
Thurghout  our  wide  see,  til  at  the  last 
Under  an  bold,  that  nempnen  I  ne  can, 
Fer  in  Northumberlond,  the  wave  hire  cast. 


When  from  the  main,  and  QibTioiii  to  the  Tieir^ 
Th'  apparent  wreck  their  fix*d  attentioo  drew ; 
And  quickly  by  innate  compassion  led. 
Attended,  to  the  neighbouring  shore  they  sped. 

Constantia  here  sole  mariner  they  found. 
Admiring  gaze,  and  silently  surround : 
Her  eyes  to  Heav*n  the  grateful  charmer  rats'd. 
And  with  mute  thanks  of  swift  acceptance  prais'd; 
Then  tum'd,  with  suppliant  mien  her  arms  ezteedsy 
And  lowly  at  their  feet  for  mercy  bends. 
Though  Pagans,  yet  with  native  virtues  bless'd. 
The  sentiment  humane  informed  their  breasts 
They  her  sad  narrative  of  woes  inquire. 
Prompt  to  redress,  as  courteous  to  desire. 
With  moving  eloquence  the  maid  began. 
And  through  a  length  of  strange  dissistefs  ran  : 
What  truth  requir'd,  with  artless  grace  revealed ; 
What  prudence  checked,  with  graceful  art  conoeaJVl; 
Pathetic  gave  her  sufiferings  to  the  view. 
But  o*er  her  state  a  specious  covering  threw. 
Sweet  flow'd  the  accents  of  her  gentle  tongue  ; 
Attention  on  the  mournful  music  hong : 
Each  heart  a  sympathetic  anguish  felt — 
Who  saw  that  fiftce,  and  could  refuse  to  melt? 
Great  Ofia*s  bride  with  answering  woes  distreas'd. 
With  streaming  eyes  and  clasping  arms  caressM : 
Officious  now  to  please,  and  prompt  to  aid. 
They  to  the  palace  lead  the  peerless  maid  ; 
With  feast  and  song,  and  social  aspect  cheer. 
And,  as  of  more  than  mortal  mould,  revere. 

Here,  pleas'd  with  privacy,  and  long  contenty 
Her  days  the  universal  charmer  spent ; 
To  office  apt,  and  each  obliging  art. 
She  kindly  stole  the  voluntary  heart ; 
Ador'd  around,  a  mental  empire  gained. 
And  still  a  queen  through  ev*ry  bosom  reign*d. 


A  maner  Latin  corrupt  was  hu%  speche. 

But  algate  thereby  was  she  understond. 

The  constable,  whan  him  list  no  ienger  seche. 

This  woful  woman  brought  he^  to  the  lond. 

She  kneleth  doun,  and  thanketh  Ooddes  sond  ;  , 

But  what  she  was,  she  wolde  no  man  seye 

For  foule  ne  finire,  though  that  she  shulde  deye. 

She  said,  she  was  so  mased  in  the  see, 
That  she  forgate  hire  minde,  by  hire  trouth. 
The  constable  hath  of  hire  so  gret  pitee 
And  eke  his  wif,  that  they  wepen  for  routh : 
She  was  so  diligent  withouten  slouth 
To  serve  and  plesen  everich  in  that  place. 
That  all  hire  love,  that  loken  in  hire  face. 

The  constable  and  dame  Hermegild  his  wif 
Were  Payenes,  and  that  contree  evcsry  wher; 
But  Hermegild  loved  Custance  as  hire  lif ; 
And  Custance  hath  so  long  sojourned  ther 
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What  wifmhig  pow'r  on  beauty's  charm  attends ! 
The  rode  it  softens,  and  the  bigot  bends. 
"What  precept  from  Constantia's  lips  can  fu\  ? 
Wliat  tmth  so  musical,  and  not  prevail  ? 
Persuasive  while  she  pleads,  the  priest  might  learn, 
The  dttf  find  ears,  and  even  the  blind  discern. 
SooD  through  the  hoose  of  gen'rous  Offis  spread, 
Her  pleasing  tongue  its  sacred  mfluence  shed ; 
And  all  the  cordial  proselytes  of  grace. 
The  Christian  law,  the  law  of  love,  embrace. 
Bat  ah,  sweet  maid,  how  short  is  thy  repose ! 
Nor  hope  that  here  thy  scenes  of  sufiering  close ; 
Heav'n  speeds  the  planet  that  o'er-ruPd  thy  birth. 
And  hastes  to  make  one  angel,  evHi  on  Earth. 

Rodolphus  to  the  Saxon  chief  allied. 
Whose  strength  of  limb  with  mightiest  giants  vied, 
Of  feature  crude,  and  insolent  of  soul, 
Whose  heart  nor  knew,  or  mercy,  or  control — 
He  saw ;  and  though  to  deeds  of  discord  bred. 
He  saw,  and  on  the  lovely  vision  fed : 


Bat  yet  n*ere  Cristen  Bretons  so  exiled. 

That  ther  n'ere  som  which  in  hir  privitee 

Honoured  Crist,  and  hethen  folk  begiled ; 

And  neigh  the  castle  swiche  ther  dwelten  three : 

That  on  of  hem  was  blind,  and  might  not  see. 

But  it  were  with  tbiike  eyen  of  his  roinde. 

With  which  men  mowen  see  whan  they  ben  blinde. 

Bright  was  the  Sonne,  as  in  that  sommer's  day. 

For  which  the  constable  and  his  wif  also 

And  Custance,  ban  ytake  the  rigbte  way 

Toward  the  see,  a  furlong  way  or  two. 

To  plaien,  and  to  romen  to  and  fro ; 

And  in  her  walk  this  blinde  man  they  mette, 

Qrokod  and  olde,  with  eyen  fast  jrshette. 

**  Tn  the  name  of  Crist,**  cried  this  blinde  Breton, 
<*  Dame  Hermegild,  ycve  me  my  s^ht  again.** 
This  lady  wexe  afraid  of  that  soim,  « 

Lest  that  hire  husband,  shortJy  for  to  sain. 
Wold  hire  for  Jesu  Cristes  love  have  slain. 
Til  Custance  made  hire  bold,  and  bade  hire  werche 
Tlie  will  of  Crist,  a  doughter  of  holy  cherche. 

The  constable  wexe  abashed  of  that  sight. 
And  sayde;  <*  What  amounteth  all  this  fare  ?** 
Custance  an8wer*d  :  **  Sire,  it  is  Cristes  might. 
That  helpeth  folk  out  of  the  fendes  snare  :** 
And  so  ferforth  she  gan  our  lay  declare, 
That  she^  the  constable,  er  that  it  were  eve, 
ConverteiS,  and  on  Crist  made  him  beleve. 

This  constable  was  not  lord  of  the  place 
Of  which  I  speke,  ther  as  he  Custance  fond. 
But  kqpt  it  strongly  many  a  winter  space. 
Under  Alia,  king  of  Northumberiond, 
That  was  ful  wise,  and  worthy  of  his  bond 
Againe  the  Scottes,  as  men  may  wel  here ; 
But  toume  I  wol  againe  to  my  metere. 

Sathan,  that  ever  was  waiteth  to  begile. 

Saw  of  Custance  all  hire  perfectioun. 

And  cast  anon  how  he  might  quite  hire  wile, 

And  maile  a  yonge  knight,  that  dwelt  in  that  town, 

Love  hire  so  bote  of  foule  affectioun. 

That  veraily  him  thought  that  he  shuld  spille, 

But  he  of  lure  might  ones  ban  his  wille. 


Swift  through  his  veins  the  sulphurous  poison  mu, 
But  women  seem'd  all  obvious  to  be  won. 
Malicious  fervour  prompts  him  to  e^joy ; 
Dire  is  the  love  that  *s  eager  to  destroy  ! 
Vows,  prayers,  and  oaths,  and  menaces  he  tried. 
And  priz'd  alike  the  prostitute  and  bride. 
But  when  repuls*d  with  merited  disdain. 
He  found  all  threats,  as  all  entreaties  vain. 
The  flame,  that  gloomy  in  his  bosom  bum*d. 
To  deadly  hate  by  swift  transition  tum*d ; 
And  nightly,  in  his  dark  designing  soul. 
Dire  future  scenes  and  schemes  infemaJ  roll. 

Meantime,  the  sons  of  hostile  Scotia  arm, 
And  fame  through  Albion  gives  the  loud  alarm. 
Young  Alia  at  the  wariike  call  arose. 
And  speeds  with  answering  boldness  to  oppose  ; 
While  OflOs,  with  glad  heart,  and  honours  due. 
To  welcome  his  approaching  sovereign  flew. 

And  now  Rodolphus,  of  whose  balefiil  breast 
The  fiends  and  ev'ry  fury  stood  possessed. 
On  ills  of  cruellest  conception  bent. 
To  perpetrate  his  deadly  purpose  meant 

All  wrap*d  in  clouds,  from  Heaven's  nocturnal 
steep 
Middarkn^  hung,  and  weigh 'd  the  world  to  sleep; 
When  OfSa's  consort,  and  the  Roman  maid. 
By  unsuspecting  innocence  betray'd. 
Divinely  pious,  and  divinely  fair, 
Tir'd  with  long  vigil  and  the  nightly  pray'r. 
Together  lock'd  in  calm  oblivion  lay ; 
Not  both  to  rise  and  greet  returning  day. 
Rodolphus,  unperceiv'd,  invades  the  room. 
His  bosom  darker  than  the  midnight  gloom : 
Dire  o*er  the  gentle  pair  the  felon  stands, 
A  poniard  thirsting  in  his  impious  hands. 
As  should  some  cottager,  with  houriy  care. 
Two  lambs,  his  sole  delight  and  substance,  rear. 
With  fondness  at  his  rural  table  fed. 
Beneath  his  eye,  and  in  his  bosom  bred ; 
Till  fierce  for  blood,  and  watchful  to  devour. 
Some  prowling  wolf  perceives  the  absent  hour. 
His  nightly  tread  through  some  sly  postern  bends, 
And  the  meek  pair  with  savage  fury  rends — 
So  sweet,  so  innocent,  the  fair-ones  lay ; 
So  stem,  the  human  savage  views  his  prey  I 
His  steel  swift  plung'd  through  Hermigilda's  breast. 
Prom  the  pure  form,  dismissed  the  purer  guest; 
Without  one  sigh  her  gentle  soul  expires. 
And  wak*d  in  bliss,  the  wondrous  change  admket, 
Beyond,  beyond  what  utterance  e'er  can  name. 
Or  vision  of  ecstatic  fancy  frame. 
Not  so,  bright  maid !  thy  harder  fate  intends ; 
A  simple  death  was  only  meant  for  friends : 


He  woeth  hire,  but  it  avai||^  nought. 

She  wolde  do  no  sinne  by  no  wey : 

And  for  despit,  he  compassed  his  thought 

To  maken  hire  on  shameful  deth  to  dey. 

He  waiteth  whan  the  constable  is  away. 

And  prively  upon  a  night  he  crepte 

In  Hermegildes  chambre  while  she  slepte. 

Wery,  forwaked  in  hire  orisons,  f 

Slepeth  Custance,  and  Hermegilde  also. 

This  knight,  thurgh  Sathanas  temptations. 

All  softely  is  to  the  bed  ygo, 

And  cut  the  throte  of  Hermegilde  atwo. 

And  layd  the  blody  knif  by  dame  Custance, 

And  went  his  way,  ther  God  yeve  him  mischance. 
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For  thee,  he  hoards  the  fond  of  fatare  ill. 
And  spares  with  tenfold  cruelty  to  kill. 
Close  by  Constantia,  lovely  sleeping  maid, 
tiis  reeking  steel  the  murderous  ruffian  laid : 
Rerolv'd  within  his  breast  new  mischiefs  brew. 
And  smiling  horridly  the  fiend  withdrew. 

Thick  darkness  yet  withstood  approaching  day. 
And  camp*d  upon  the  western  summits  lay ; 
And  scarce  the  straggling  rays  of  orient  light, 
Excursive,  pierc'd  the  paler  realms  of  night ; 
Their  passage  through  Constantia's  casement  won, 
And  viewM  the  brightest  form  beneath  the  Sun — 
When  the  first  glories  of  her  opening  eyes 
With  prompt,  with  early  elevation  rise. 
Its  wing  towards  Heav'n  her  waking  soul  extends, 
And  in  a  rhapsody  of  praise  ascends. 
But  ah,  not  long  those  lively  transports  bum  ! 
Confused,  alarmed,  her  thoughts  to  Earth  return : 
All  chill,  and  in  the  vital  current  drown'd. 
Pale  at  her  side,  her  lovely  fk-iend  she  found ; 
A  cloud  of  horrour  quick  mvolv'd  the  fair. 
And  uttering  shrieks  expressed  the  loud  despair. 
Wak'd  to  her  gfiefs,  the  scar'd  domestics  rose: 
In  ru6h'd  the  train,  shrill  ^echoing  to  her  woes ; 
O'er  the  pale  dame  a  mourning  torrent  shed. 
And  with  repeated  cries  invoke  tlie  dead. 
Kodolphus  too,  with  well -dissembled  fears. 
And  face  of  busy  feign'd  concern,  appears : 
From  Heaven's  high  wrath,  with  swift  perdition  sped, 
He  calls  down  vengeance  on  the  guilty  head  ; 
Apparent  zeal  his  earnest  visage  fires. 
And  loud  the  murd'rer  for  himself  inquires. 
With  bloody  marks  of  dire  conjecture  stain'd, 
Constantia,  hapless  virgin,  stands  arraigned : 
The  fisir  with  fears  her  guiltless  cause  essvyt ; 
But  ah !  each  specious  circumstance  betrays : 
Kude  cords  around  her  polish'd  arms  they  strain; 
Strong  pleads  the  innocent,  but  pleads  in  vain. 
Far  were  thy  friends,  G)n6tantia,  lovely  maid ! 
Far  distant  all,  that  had  the  pow'r  to  aid ; 
From  guilt,  from  death,  from  infamy  to  save. 
Or  shed  a  tear  upon  a  stranger's  grave. 

And  now  the  tale,  with'd^idly  tidings  draught. 
To  Offa's  ear  a  speedy  courier  brought 
Heart-pierc'd  with  anguish  stood  the  mourning 

chief; 
Ko plaints  expressed  th*  inutterable  grief; 
Ko  sighs  exhale,  no  streaming  sorrows  flo«r, 
Fix'd  and  immoveable  in  speechless  woe. 
Compassion  touch'd  the  gen'rous  Alla*s  breast, 
For  bis  brave  subject,  for  his  friend  distressed  ; 
Each  circumstance  the  royal  youth  inquiry 
And  the  dire  act  hb  jnst  resentment  fires. 


By  specious  proofii  of  &lse  snggettieii  led. 
He  vows  full  vengeance  on  COMtantia's  head; 
To  doom  the  luckless  innocent  he  speeds. 
And  in  his  wrath  the  previous  victim  Ueeda. 

Fame  flies  before  with  voluntary  wing ; 
A  thousand  distant  shouts  proclaim  their  king : 
Pour'd  from  all  parts,  the  populace  unite. 
And  on  his  form  insatiate  feed  their  sight ; 
For  Alia,  bright  in  each  perfection,  shone. 
That  graced  the  cottage,  or  enrich 'd  the  throne: 
The  nerve  Herculean  brac'd  his  youthful  arm. 
His  cheek  imbib*d  the  virgin*s  softest  charm : 
Mild  was  his  soul,  all  spotiess  as  his  form  ; 
His  virtues  not  severe,  but  chaste  and  warm  ; 
His  manners  sweet  and  sprightly,  yet  sincere ; 
His  judgment  calm  and  deep,   yet   quick   and 

clear: 
Graceful  his  speech,  above  the  flow'rs  of  sot; 
Open  his  hand,  more  bounteous  yet  his  heart; 
As  mercy  soft,  kmd,  social,  and  humane^ 
Vice  felt  alone,  that  Alia  held  the  rem : 
To  all  the  pride  of  courts,  and  pomp  of  show. 
The  brightest  ornament,  yet  greatest  foe ! 

Within,  without,  thus  rich  in  cv'ry  grace. 
And  all  the  angel  in  his  soul  and  foce. 
Not  form'd  to  feel  love's  passion,  but  impart. 
No  charms  were  yet  found  equal  to  his  heart : 
For  him  each  virgin  sigh'd,  but  sigh'd  in  vain. 
By  him  unpitied,  since  unknown  the  pain. 

Detesting  flattery,  yet  food  of  fome. 
Through  deadly  fields  he  sought  a  deathless  name; 
Still  foremost  there,  he  sprung  with  youthful  heat, 
And  war,  not  love,  gave  Alla's  breast  to  beat ; 
Each  foe  he  conquer'cl,  and  each  friend  retained. 
And  scepter'd  in  his  subjects'  bosoms  reign'd. 

And  now  arriv'd— severe  in  solemn  state. 
Whence  no  appeal,  the  g^rand  tribunal  sat. 
Great  Alia,  thron*d  conspicuous  to  the  view. 
Attention,  love,  and  centering  rev'rence  drew. 
In  form,  the  deadly  process  straight  began ; 
Wide  through  the  crowd  a  doubtful  murmur  ran; 
Rodol^us  chief  the  friendless  prisoner  charg'd. 
Enforced  the  pain,  and  on  the  guilt  enlarg*d. 

The  fair  unknown  to  her  defence  they  cite : 
Guarded  she  comes,  as  pure  as  angels  bright; 
As  though  delight  and  grief  at  once  combin*d. 
And  fled  to  her,  displeased  with  all  mankind; 
Or  as  delight  would  grief,  in  grief,  excell, 
Or  grief  could  find  delight  with  her  to  dwell* 
Pensive  she  moves,  majestically  slow, 
And  with  a  pomp  of  beauty  decks  her  woe : 
All  murmurs,  silenc'd  by  her  presence,  cease^ 
And  from  her  eye  the  yielding  crowd  gives  place ; 
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B'en  A1U%  looki  bis  loli^iuiig  aonl  eonfien'd. 
And  all  resentment  died  within  his  breast. 
But  ah !  while  shame  with  injurM  bonoar  vies. 
While  yet  her  tongue  its  fisult'ring  task  denies. 
More  than  all  phraie,  or  study'd  quaint  address, 
Her  down-cast  eyes  and  speaking  looks  express. 
At  length  pathetic,  with  a  starting  tear, 
She  thus  to  bow*d  attention  charmed  the  ear. 

**  Where  may  the  wre^bed  for  protection  bend  ? 
Or  when,  ah  when,  shall  my  misfortunes  end  ? 
Sure,  persecotion  in  the  grave  will  cease ; 
And  death  bestow,  what  life  denies  me,  peace. 
Driv'n  from  before  the  face  of  humankind. 
Earth,  air,  and  sea,  with  cruel  man  combtnM ; 
Each  hour,  each  element,  prepared  a  foe. 
And  nature  seem'd  exhausted  in  my  woe. 
At  length,  with  evVy  grace  and  virtue  crown'd. 
One  friend,  one  pitying  faithful  frieud  I  found ; 
With  her,  retir'd,  to  pass  my  days  I  chose, 
And  here  presumed  to  taste  a  late  repose: 
But  peace  to  me,  alike  all  climes  refuse. 
And  mischief  to  the  furthest  pole  pumies; 
'T  is  e'en  a  crime  to  be  Constantia*s  friend, 
Nor  less  than  death  to  those  who  would  defend. 
Ah,  Hermigilda !  could  my  forfeit  life. 
To  the  food  husband  give  the  fiitbfbl  wife; 
From  death  recall  thy  chastely  feathered  charms. 
And  yield  thee  to  the  generous  Oflfa's  arms ; 
Ah !  gladly  would  I  then  resign  my  breath. 
If  life  so  dear  could  be  reviv'd  by  death. 
But  thus  to  die  with  foul  suspicion  stained. 
For  murder,  murder  of  my  friend,  arraign'd ! — 
Alas  !  unskillM  in  ev'ry  cruel  art. 
Had  I  the  powV  to  hnit,  T  want  the  heart : 
No  creature  e'er  Constantia's  malice  felt; 
£v  n  suffering  foes  have  taught  my  heart  to  melt, 
My  heart,  for  birds,  fmr  insects  oft  distressed ; 
And  pity  is  its  known,  its  only  guest. 
O  youth  !  thy  happy  people*s  boasted  theme, 
O  Alia !  sacred  to  the  breath  of  fame. 
To  whom  subjected  realms  their  rights  submit. 
Who  thronM  in  judgment  like  an  angel  sit ; 
Still  more  extensive  be  thy  guardian  care. 
And  let  the  innocent,  the  stranger  share !" 

Here  rudely  on  her  plea  Bodolphus  broke. 
And  all-inflamM,  and  interrupting,  spoke: 
**  List  not,  O  king,  to  that  bewitching  tongue  ! 
So  sweetly  false  the  tempting  Syrens  song ; 
Her  words  would  give  the  knotted  oak  an  ear, 
And  charm  the  Moon  firom  her  enchanted  sphere. 
That  by  her  hand  our  dear  relation  bled, 
Thb  sword  shall  witness  on  her  guilty  head. 


Alas!  Custance,  thou  hast  no  champion, 
Ne  6ghten  canst  thou  not,  so  wala  wa ! 
B«it  he  that  starf  for  our  redemption. 
And  bond  Sathan,  and  yet  litii  ther  he  lay. 
So  be  thy  stronge  champion  this  day : 
For  but  if  Crist  on  thee  miracle  kithe, 
Withonten  gilt  thou  shalt  be  slaine  as  swithe. 

She  set  hire  doim  oo  knees,  and  thus  she  sayde  ; 
**  Immortal  God,  that  savedest  Susanne 
Fro  false  blame,  and  thou  merciful  mayde, 
Atery  1  mene,  doughter  to  seint  Anne, 
Befom  whos  child  angels  singen  Osanne, 
If  I  be  giHeless  of  this  fslonie. 
My  socoiir  b^  or  ellessbal  I  die.** 


Whatever  champion,  or  bold  odds  oppose. 
And,  arm*d  by  justice,  dare  a  thousand  fMs: 
Then  be  her  purity  by  combat  try'd ; 
And  by  the  conqu'ring  arm  let  Heaven  decide." 
*'  Alas,  O  Alia!"  cry'd  the  trembling  maid, 
«  My  sex,  not  arms  but  innocence  must  aid. 
Helpless  I  stand,  and  distant  ev*ry  friend. 
That  has  the  pow'r,  or  courage  to  defend. 
If  justice  is  onlain*d  to  crown  the  strong. 
Then  the  weak  arm  is  ever  ra  the  wrong ; 
The  hawk  may  triumph  in  his  lawless  deeds, 
While  dtMm'd  beneath  his  gripe  the  turtle  bleeds, 
Yet  that  I  hn  guiltless,  ev'n  my  charge  admits. 
And  malice,  meaning  to  arraign,  acquits: 
What  though  the  sword  lay  treacherous  at  my  side  ? 
Sure,  guilt  could  never  want  the  craft  to  hide ! 
The  spots  of  bloody  circumstance  explain,. 
That  inward  truth  fears  no  exterior  stain ; 
And  last  my  capture  with  the  slain  implies, 
That  guilt,  not  innocence,  from  vengeance  flies. 
I  fear  not  death,  but  that  surviving  shame. 
Which  must  to  ages  blast  my  spotless  name-* 
Be  that  from  taint  of  guilty  censure  freed, 
And  all  that  malice  can  inflict,  decreed  V^ 

Thus  while  she  spake,  with  secret  passion  tost, 
And  in  a  world  of  new-found  wonders  lost. 
Scarce  iUla  could  his  struggling  heart  control : ' 
Fix*d  were  his  eyes,  but  restless  was  his  soul; 
His  breast  with  various  agitation  bum*d  ; 
Now  pale,  now  red,  his  varying  aspect  tum*d : 
Her  accents  dwell  upon  his  llst'ning  ears ; 
When  now  she  ceas'd,  delighted  still  he  hears; 
Her  form  with  changed,  with  feverish  look  surveys. 
And  could  for  ever  hear,  for  ever  gaze. 

At  length  collected,  as  from  bonds  he  broke. 
And  with  cold  speech,  and  feigned  indifference  tpike : 
**  Thy  charge,  bright  maid !  my  secret  soul  acquits; 
But  public  law  no  private  voice  admits: 
Kings  sit  not  here,  with  arbitrary  sense 
To  form  new  laws,  or  cavil,  but  dispense; 
Though  law  is  fttllible,  yet  law  should  sway. 
And  kings,  more  fsllible  than  law,  obey. 
Say,  gallant  warriors  1  who,  unmatch'd  in  arms, . 
ftay  yield  uncensur'd  to  resistless  charms; 


Have  ye  not  seen  somtime  a  pale  face 
(Among  a  prees)  of  him  that  hath  ben  lad 
Toward  his  deth,  wher  as  he  geteth  nagrace, 
And  swiche  a  colour  in  his  fttce  hath  had. 
Men  mighten  know  him  that  was  so  bestad, 
Amonges  all  the  faces  in  that  route. 
So  stant  Custance,  and  loketh  hire  aboute. 


O  queues  living  in  prosperitee. 
Duchesses,  and  ye  ladies  everich  on, 
Haveth  som  routhe  on  hire  adversitee ; 
An  emperoures  doughter  stant  alone ; 
She  hath  no  wight  to  whom  to  make  hire 
O  blood  real,  that  stondest  in  this  drede, 
Fer  ben  thy  frendes  in  thy  grete  nede. 


This  Alia  king  hath  swiche  compassioun. 
As  gentil  herte  is  fulfilled  of  pitee. 
That  firo  hb  eyen  ran  the  water  doun.  * 
**  Now  hastily  do  fecche  a  book,*'  quod  he ; 
<*  And  if  this  knight  wol  sweren,  bow  that  she 
This  woman  slow,  yet  wol  we  us  avise. 
Whom  that  we  wol  thai  shal  ben  our  joitice.'' 
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Say,  is  there  one,  who»  tingulariy  brave, 
At  his  own  peril  greatly  dares  to  save; 
From  pain,  from  death,  from  slander,  to  defend. 
And  give  the  stranger,  and  the  fair,  a  friend  ?*' 

The  hero  said ;  but  mute  was  er^ry  tongue. 
Blank  ev'ry  fiace^  and  cv'ry  nerve  unstrung  ; 
So  much  Rodolphus,  never  matched  m  arms. 
Each  weaker  hand  and  conscious  heart  alarms  ; 
So  was  the  giant  fam*d  for  brutal  pow'r, 
Strode  like  an  arch,  and  menaced  like  a  tow'r ! 

Then  Alia—"  Soon  as  Phosphor's  dewy  ray 
Shall  gild  the  shade,  bright  promiser  of  day. 
Prepared  and  meted  with  the  morning  light. 
Be  the  rail'd  barrier,  and  the  lists  of  fight; 
Then,  ere  the  Sun,  swift  mounting  up  the  sky. 
Views  the  wide  world  with  his  meridian  eye. 
While  issuing  from  the  trumpet's  brazen  throat 
Defiance  loudly  breathes  its  martial  note, 
If  haply  Heav'n,  not  impotent  to  aid. 
With  interposing  arm  protect  the  maid. 
Some  angel,  or  unlook'd-for  champion  send, 
Aiyl  with  prevailing  ministry  defend; 
Freed  be  the  frur,  and  spotless  be  her  fame — 
Ere  evening  else,  she  feeds  the  hungry  flame!" 
So  spake  the  prince,  descending  from  his  throne: 
Sad  through  the  concourse  went  the  length*ning 
Tfie  maid,  to  death  inevitably  duom'd,        [groan ; 
A  guiltless  victim  ev'ry  heart  presum'd ; 
To  her  they  consecrate  the  pitying  tear. 
Nor  e'er,  till  then,  could  think  their  prince  severe. 
Constantia  (when  with  firm  though  hopeless  eye 
She  now  perceiv'd  the  fatal  hour  drew  nigh) 
In  conscious  innocence  erects  her  head : 
With  doubt  exiPd,  alT  care  and  terrour  fled| 
Death  stole  finom  triumph  to  adorn  her  state. 
And  gave  a  smile  beyond  the  reach  of  frite. 
All  night,  in  pray'r  and  mental  song,  the  maid. 
With  angels  choir'd,  her  soul  for  Heav'n  array'd : 
Light  from  her  heart,  as  summer's  careless  robe, 
Drop'd  each  afiection  of  this  sin-worn  globe ; 
O'er  honour,  late  so  lov'd,  o'er  brutal  foes. 
And  ev'ry  sense  of  mortal  coil  she  rose ; 
Till  tow'rd  the  dawn  she  gently  sunk  to  rest. 
With  all  Elysium  open'd  in  her  breast 


A  Breton  book,  written  with  Evangiles, 
Was  fet,  and  on  this  book  he  swore  anon 
She  giltif  was,  and  in  the  mene  whiles 
An  bond  him  smote  upon  the  nekke  bone. 
That  doun  he  fell  at  ones  as  a  stone : 
And  both  his  eyen  brost  out  of  his  face 
In  sight  of  every  body  in  that  place. 

A  vois  wi(s  herd,  in  general  audience. 


Gray  morning  now  involv'd  in  rising  dew. 
O'er  the  capt  hills  hor  streaming  mantle  threw ; 
While,  for  beyond,  the  horizontal  Sun 
With  beam  of  intersected  brightness  shone; 
Gold  pav'd  o'er  ocean  stretch'd  his  glitt'ring  road. 
And  to  the  shore  the  length'nmg  radiance  giow'd* 
Full  in  his  sight,  and  open  to  the  main. 
Concurring  squadrons  thronged  Northnmbria's  plain : 
To  learn  what  fote  attends  the  foreign  frur. 
Each  sex  and  age  in  mingling  routs  repair. 
Whom,  pour'd  by  millions  to  the  listed  field. 
Dispeopled  towns,  and  empty'd  hamlets  jrield. 
Within  the  lists,  conspicuous  to  the  sight. 
Rode  the  proud  stature  of  the  Saxon  knight: 
His  mien,  with  thirst  of  opposition  fir'd, 
Appear'd  to  menace  what  it  most  desir'd ; 
Gave  all  to  wish  some  champion  for  the  foir. 
Gave  all  to  wish  the  fight,  but  none  to  dare. 
His  bold  defiance  o'er  the  measnr'd  ground. 
The  brazen  blasts  of  winding  clarions  sound  ; 
While  strong-lung*d  heralds  challenge  to  the  fight. 
And  seem,  at  once,  to  threaten  and  invite. 

And  now,  expectant  of  the  murd'rous  flame. 
In  sable  pomp  the  lovely  victim  came : 
On  her,  all  looks  and  centering  hearts  were  fefd. 
Love,  grief,  and  awe,  with  soft  compassion  tnizM ; 
To  Heav'n,  the  voice  of  wide  affliction  cries; 
Earth  drinks  the  tribute  of  ten  thousand  eyes — 
Such  sighs,  as  from  the  dying  breast  expire. 
And  tears,  as  meant  to  quench  a  world  on  fire. 
To  the  tall  pyre,  in  sad  procession  led. 
The  tranquil  maid  ascends  her  sylvan  bed ; 
And  feariess  on  the  fon'ral  summit  plac'd. 
Her  seat  of  fearful  preparation  grac'd. 
Hence,  with  wide  gaze,  she  threw  her  eyes  nronnd. 
Nor  Alia,  cruel,  lovely  Alia,  found. 

**  Ah,"  soft  she  said, "  where 's  thishertHc  yontfa. 
So  fom'd  for  clemency,  so  fom'd  for  truth; 
So  sage,  so  cautious  in  the  casuist's  chair. 
Too  firm  to  deviate,  and  too  just  to  spare; 
To  strangers  cruel,  though  to  subjects  kind; 
In  law  discerning,  yet  to  mercy  blind  ? 
Why  comes  not  he  to  feast  his  savage  eyes. 
And  view  the  pains  he  can  so  well  devise } 
Heav'n  fram'd  thee,  Alia,  with  exterior  art, 
Soften'd  thy  form,  but  left  a  flinty  heart; 
Too  perfect  else  had  been  the  beauteous  plan^ 
And  Alia  had  been  something  more  than  man  I" 
Thus  while  she  spoke,  a  distant  mqrmur  rose. 
As  when  the  wind  through  rustling  forest  blows ; 
And  gath'ring  now  still  fouder  and  more  near. 
To  mute  attention  tum'd  each  listening  ear. 
Distinctly  heard  along  the  lifted  grottnd. 
To  tnmipets,  now,  shrill  answ'ring  trumpets  sound; 
A  clamorous  cheer  from  rank  to  rank  extends. 
And  sudden  shout  the  deafon'd  welkin  rends. 
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So  to  the  field  the  gloomy  cbatnpioQ  show'd; 
So  chmrg'd  with  merer,  as  with  vengeance  rode. 

Where  the  bright  victim  blesB'd  the  circling  view, 
Close  to  the  pyre  the  sable  warrior  drew; 
**  Guilty,"  aloud,  "or  innocent?"  hecry'd— 
'*  Ah,  guiltless — so  help  Heav'n !"  the  maid  reply'd ; 
*'  So  by  this  arm/'  he  said,  **  may  Heav*n  for  thee 
decide  \» 

Surprised  Rodolphus  stood;  abashM  the  bold, 
And  like  a  torrent  in  mid  ooorse  control'd ; 
AbashM  to  find  that  any  mortal  wight 
Could  singly  dare  to  match  his  matchless  might. 
But  soon,  (JT  conscious  force,  and  scorn,  and  pride, 
With  two-fold  fury  swell'd  tb'  impetuous  tide: 
Resistless,  dreadful,  in  his  wrath  he  rose ; 
For  courage  still  with  opposition  grows. 

Attending  heralds  straight  divide  the  field. 
And  the  dire  interval  for  oombat  yield. 
To  either  goal  retired  each  tbreatful  knight. 
Fierce  through  restraint,  and  trembling  for  the  fight. 
On  each  by  turns  was  ev'ry  look  intent. 
Now  here,  now  there,  with  swift  emotion  bent: 
Perch'd  on  the  summit  of  the  stranger*s  crest, 
Here  conquest  seem*d  to  ev'ry  eye  confess^; 
Not  long  confess'd,  for  from  his  rival,  there. 
Again  the  varsring  judgment  learns  despair ; 
For  ev^  wish  assumed  the  stranger's  part. 
And  quick  expectance  throbb'd  in  ev'ry  heart 

Ftx'd  in  his  seat,  each  waits  the  dread  career, 
And  in  each  rest  firm  sits  the  ponderous  spear; 
Each  conscious  steed  impatient  beats  the  ground ; 
Eag^r  and  wan  was  ev'ry  face  around. 
The  signal  giv'n,  they  vanish  from  the  goals; 
Earth  backward  spum'd  from  either  courser  rolls; 
Space  fathers  quick  beneatl^  their  nimble  feet, 
Aind  horSe  to  horse,  tremendous  shock  !  they  meet 
Nor  yet  blind  wrath,  or  head-long  valour  rul'd; 
More  fbrcefol  was  their  force,  by  judgment  coolM ; 
The  deadly  aim  each  hostile  eye  selects, 
Each  eye  too  marks  where  either  arm  directs; 
With  art  they  ward,  and  with  dread  action  wield, 
Point  with  the  lance,  and  parry  with  the  shield. 
Full  at  the  bosom  of  his  active  foe, 
Rodolphus  leveled  the  resistless  blow ; 
But  from  his  oblique  buckler  glanc'd  the  spear. 
Which  else,  nor  targ^,  nor  mortal  arm  could  bear. 
Not  so  his  lance  the  sable  champion  sped, 
Feign'd  at  the  breast,  then  brandish*d  at  the  head; 
Through  his  fbe*s  shield  the  verging  weapon  press*d, 
AJid  raz'd  the  plume  that  wantonM  on  his  crest 
Together,  with  impetuous  onset  push'd. 
Thus  horse  to  horse,  and  man  to  man,  they  rush*d ; 
Then  backward,  driv'n  by  mutual  shock,   they 

bound: 
Beneath  the  conflict  shakes  the  sufTring  ground. 

So  wing'd,  in  war,  or  darkness,  on  the  deep. 
Two  ships  adverse  the  mediate  ocean  sweep: 
With  horrid  brunt  joins  each  enconnt'ring  prow ; 
Loud  roars  the  rifled  surge,  and  foams  below; 
Sails,  shrouds,  and  masts,  all  shiver  in  the  toil. 
And  backward  to  their  stems  the  found'ring  keels 
recoil. 

But  each*  well  skilPd  in  ev'ry  warlike  meed. 
New  to  the  charge  revives  his  sinking  steed ; 
Swift  from  his  side  his  steely  terrour  drew. 
And  on  his  foe  with  answering  fury  flew. 
The  sway  long  time  intemperate  valour  bore, 
While  artless  rage  unleamM  the  warrior's  lore : 
On  their  hacked  arms  the  restless  peal  descends. 
Targe,  plate,  and  mail,  and  riven  corMlet,  rends; 


Struck  from  their  holms,  the  steely  sparks  aspire. 
And  from  their  swords  forth  streams  the  mingling 

As  in  the  glow  of  some  Vulcanian  shed,       [fire. 
Two  brawny  smiths  heave  high  the  ponderous  sled. 
Full  front  to  front,  a  grizzly  pair  they  stand ; 
Between  their  arms  extends  the  fiery  brand ; 
Huge  strokes  from  the  tormented  tavil  bound ; 
Thick  flames  the  air,  and  g^roans  the  laboring 
ground — 

So  toil'd  these  heroes  with  commutual  rage. 
And  such  reciprocated  combat  wage. 
Around  them,  trembling  expectation  waits ; 
With  speechless  horrour  ev'ry  bosom  beats ; 
For  either  seem*d  resistless  in  the  fight. 
But  each  too  seem'd  to  match  resistless  might 
Surprised  at  length  the  wary  warriors  own 
A  rival  to  their  arms  till  then  unknown; 
With  mutual  wile  defensive  now  they  fought. 
And  mutual  wounds  a  mutual  caution  taught : 
All  dint  of  force,  and  stratagem,  they  try, 
Reach  with  their  arms,  and  measure  with  their  eye; 
They  feint,  they  ward,  strike  out,  and  now  evade, 
Foin  with  the  point,  and  parry  with  the  blade ; 
Probe  each  defect,  some  purposM  limb  expose. 
Now  grappling  seize,  and  with  dread  union  close ; 
Their  waists  with  unenamour'd  grasp  they  wind  > 
Their  arms,  like  cramps,  and  forceful  engines,  bind ; 
Each  strives  to  lift  the  other  from  his  seat, 
Heav'd  thick,  and  short,  their  laboring  bosoms  beat ; 
Struggling  they  gripe,  they  pull,  they  bend,  they 

strain. 
But  firm  and  still  unsway'd  their  seats  retain; 
Till  loos'd  as  by  consent  again  they  turn. 
And  with  reviving  force  and  fiiry  bum. 
Thus  future  ages  had  this  fight  beheld. 
Where  both  all  might  excelling,  none  excelled, 
Had  not  Rodolphus  with  impasnon'd  pride. 
High  heav'd  a  blow  that  should  at  once  decide^ 
His  utmost  powers  collected  in  the  stroke — 
Like  thunder  )'er  the  yielding  foe  he  broke: 
The  foe  elusive  of  the  dire  intent 
His  force  in  air  th'  embarrass'd  Pagan  spent. 
And  by  his  bulk  of  cumb*rous  poise  o'erswajr'd. 
Full  on  his  helm  received  th'  adverse  blade  : 
Prone  fell  the  giant  o'er  a  length  of  ground ; 
With  ceaseless  shouts  th'  echoing  Heav*ns  resound. 

As  from  tue  brow  of  some  impending  steep. 
The  sportive  diver  views  the  briny  deep, 
From  his  high  stand  with  headlong  action  flies. 
And  turns  his  heels  retorted  to  the  skies ; 
Inverted  so  the  bulky  chief  overturns. 
And  Heav'n,  with  heel  of  quick  elation,  spurns. 

light  from  his  steed  the  conquering  hero  sprung* 
And  tbreatful  o'er  the  prostrate  monster  hung: 
He,  with  feign'd  penitence^  and  humbled  breath. 
Fond  to  evade  the  fear'd,  th*  impending  death, 
(The  instant  weapon  glitt'ring  at  his  breast) 
The  murd'rous  scene  and  nightly  guilt  confessed. 

Meanwhile,  attended  by  the  shouting  crew, 
The  fair,  now  freed,  to  greet  her  champion  flew; 
Fornot  of  mortal  arm  the  chief  she  thought 
But  Heav'ta's  own  delegate  with  vengeance  fraught 
When  now,  enchanting  to  the  warrior's  sight 
The  maid  drew  near,  the  maid  as  angels  bright. 
His  beaver  from  his  lovely  face  he  rais'd, 
And  all  on  Alia,  conqu'ring  Alia,  gaz'd : 
Earth,  sea,  and  air,  with  godless  triumph  ring. 
And  shouUng  thousands  hail  their  victor  king. 
Not  so  Constantia, — struck  with  strange  surprise. 
Her  great  deliverer  in  her  judge  she  eyes ; 
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Conqoert  and  love  upon  his  regal  brow, 

A  cruel  judge,  but  kind  deliverer  now: 

Soft  shame,  and  trembling  awe,  her  step  repress'd, 

And  wondrous  gratitude  disturbed  her  breast ; 

Joys,  fiunting  fears,  quick  tfirili'd  through  evVy  vein. 

And  scarce  her  hmbs  their  beauteous  charge  sustain. 

How  widely  devious  from  the  ways  of  man. 
Is  the  great  maze  of  providential  plan ! 
Vain  man,  short-sighted  politician !  dreams. 
That  things  shall  move  subservient  to  hisechemes; 
But  Heav'n  the  fond  projector  undermines. 
And  makes  the  agent  thwart  his  own  designs ; 
Against  itself  the  instrument  emp1o3rB, 
And  yith  the  means  the  end  proposM  destroys. 
What  shall  prevent  Omniscience  to  direct  ? 
And  what,  what  can  *t  Omnipotence  effect? 
He  to  th'  ^ent  subdues  th'  opposing  cause. 
And  lightfh>m darkness,  wondrous  influence, draws; 
Defeat  from  conquest,  infamy  from  fame ; 
And  oft  to  honour  paves  the  path  of  shame. 
Why  then  this  toil,  and  coil,  and  anxious  care  ? 
Why  does  man  triumph,  why  does  man  despair  ? 
Whyjdoes  he  choose  by  vicious  steps  to  scale, 
Wh€re  virtue  may,  at  least  as  well,  prevail  ? 
Since  not  in  him  bis  proper  fortune  lies. 
And  Heav'n  alone  ordains  his  foil  or  rise : 
Man  may  propose,  but  only  Heav'n  must  speed ; 
And  though  the  will  is  free,  th*  event 's  decreed. 
Be  then  the  scope  of  ev*ry  act,  and  thought. 
To  will,  and  do,  still  simply  as  we  ought; 
The  less  shall  disappointment's  sting  annoy. 
And  each  success  will  bring  a  double  joy : 
To  boundless  Power  and  Prescience  leave  the  rest ; 
But  thou  enjoy  the  province  in  thy  breast ! 

Lo !  in  one  hour,  by  fortune  unforeseen, 
The  lowly  criminal  becomes  the  queen; 
From  shame  to  glory,  anguish  to  repose. 
From  death  to  life,  and  bonds  to  freedom  rose. 
In  love,  as  war,  resistless.  Alia  woo'd. 
And  whom  he  won  by  arms,  by  suit  subdued : 
Constantia  with  her  secret  wish  comply 'd, 
For  Alia  would  not,  could  not  be  deny'd. 

Nor  list  we  here,  with  pomp  of  long  array, 
To  blazon  forth  that  chaste  connubial  day ; 


This  false  knight  was  slain  for  his  untrouthe 

By  jugement  of  Alia  hastily; 

And  yet  Custance  had  of  his  deth  gret  routhe; 

And  after  this  Jesus  of  his  meVcy 

Made  Alia  wedden  ful  solempnely 

This  holy  woman,  that  is  so  bright  and  shene, 

And  thus  hath  Crist  ymade  Cu^ance  a  quene. 

But  who  was  woful  (if  I  shal  not  lie) 
Of  this  wedding  but  Donegild  and  no  mo. 
The  kintres' mother,  ful  of  tvrannie  ? 


To  tell  what  numbers  nomberiesB,  what  knigliti 
And  g^itt'ring  dames  adom'd  the  festat  rites  ; 
What  joys  the  banquet  or  the  bowl  coa\6  yield. 
Or  what  the  trophies  of  the  tilting  field. 
Loud  were  the  revels,  boundless  was  the  mtrtb. 
That  hail'd  the  sweetest  brightest  pair  on  Eartli— 
Of  men,  the  wisest,  bravest,  foirest,  he ; 
Of  all  that 's  beautiful  most  beaut^xwt,  she ! 
Love,  nature,  harmony,  the  union  daim'd. 
And  each  for  each,  and  both  for  one  were  frani'd. 
But  we  of  subsequent  adventure  treat. 
And  hasten  to  unfold  their  future  fote. 

Some  months  yoimg  Alia  and  his  peerle^  bride^ 
In  cordial  bond  of  dear  accordance  ty'd. 
Had  look'd  and  smil'd  the  precious  hours  away. 
And  fed  on  bliss  that  ne'er  could  know  decay  r 
He,  whosci  charm'd  ear  on  that  enchanting  tongue 
With  thirst  of  fondest  inclination  hung. 
Won  by  a  preacher  with  so  foir  a  face. 
Becomes  the  zealous  proseljrte  of  grace ; 
And  subjects  too  their  heathenish  rites  forego, 
For  still  from  courts,  or  vice,  or  virtues  flow. 
But  ah !  too  soon,  from  beauty's  softer  cbarmsy 
War,  rig'rous  war,  and  Scotia  call  to  arms; 
Constantia  must  her  blooming  hero  yield. 
For  honour  sends  him  to  th'  embattled  field. 

Meanwhile,  the  pr^nant  fimit  of  chaste  delight 
With  a  male  infant  crown'd  the  nuptial  rite; 
All  sweet  and  lovely  as  the  smiling  mom, 
Mauritius  was  to  bless  a  nation  bom : 
Their  pledge  of  future  bliss,  their  princely  boy. 
The  Britons  hail  with  nrfversal  joy ; 
Their  foncy  frames  him  what  their  pray'rs  require^ 
Sweet  as  their  queen,  and  valiant  as  his  sire. 
Offa,  to  whom  the  king's  departing  care. 
Inestimable  charge !  consigned  the  fair. 
Advice  of  lojral  gratulation  sent. 
To  glad  his  sov'reign  with  the  bless'd  event. 

But  Donnegilda  ',  cruel,  crafty  dame. 
Great  AUa's  mother,  over-fond  of  fame. 
She,  (as  all  antique  parents,  wondrous  sage, 
For  youth  prefect  th'  inappetence  of  age. 


They  gon  to  bed,  as  it  was  skill  and  right. 
For  though  that  wives  ben  ful  holy  thinges. 
They  mosten  take  in  patience  a  night  ' 

Swiche  maner  necessaries,  as  ben  plesinges 
To  folk  that  ban  ywedded  hem  with  ringes. 
And  lay  a  lite  hir  hoHnesse  aside 
As  for  the  time,  it  may  no  bet  betide. 

On  hire  he  gat  a  knave  childe  anon. 

And  to  a  bishop,  and  his  constable  eke 

He  toke  his  wif  to  kepe,  whan  he  is  gon 

To  Scotland  ward,  his  fomen  for  to  ^e. 

Now  foire  Custance.  that  is  so  humble  and  meke. 
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Each  weaage  endearing  and  bmnaiie  despise. 
And  ou  the  mammon  feast  their  downcast  eyes) 
Malevolent  beheld  a  stranger  led, 
Unknown,  unfriended,  to  the  regal  bed: 
For  in  the  secret  closet  of  her  breast, 
Constantia  her  imperial  birth  suppressed, 
Till  Heav'n  should  perfect  the  connubial  band. 
And  with  her  royal  offspring  bless  the  land. 
Ah !  ill-tim'd  caution !  were  this  truth  declared. 
What  a  vast  cost  of  future  woe  was  spar'd ! 
But  where  Heav'n's  will  th*  unequal  cause  supplies. 
To  set  the  world  on  fire  a  spark  may  well  suffice. 
The  subtile  dame,  who  now  th'  occasion  spy'd 
To  tear  Constantia  from  her  Alla*s  side, 
I>ebauch*d  the  messenger,  his  mandate  stole. 
And  fbrg'd  in  Ofia's  name  the  crafty  scroll ; 
Wherein  ahe  fram'd  a  tale  with  wondrous  art, 
*'  How  the  feign'd  fair  by  witchcraft  woo  his  heart, 
Seduc'd  his  senses  with  infernal  lore. 
And  a  dread  monster,  hideous  offspring !  bore.'* 
But  Alia,  of  whose  fond,  whose  fsithful  breast. 
His  consort  was  the  dear  eternal  guest, 
UnmoT'd,  retnra'd— **  His  bliss  was  too  Tefin*d, 
Without  the  just  allay  that  Heav'n  assign*d; 
And  what  Constantia  bore,  or  Heav'n  decreed. 
To  be  unweleome  must  be  strange  indeed !" 


This  messager,  to  don  his  avantage. 

Unto  the  kinges  mother  rideth  switbe. 

And  salueth  hire  ful  feire  in  his  langage. 

**  Madame,*'  quod  be,  *'  ye  may  be  glad  and  blithe. 

And  thanken  God  an  hundred  thousand  sithe; 

My  lady  quene  hath  child,  withouten  doute. 

The  joye.  and  bUsse  of  all  this  regne  aboute. 

**  Lo  here  the  lettre  seled  of  this  thing. 
That  I  most  here  in  all  the  hast  I  may : 
If  ye  wol  ought  unto  your  sooe  the  kmg, 
I  am  your  servant  bothe  night  and  day." 
Donegilde  answerd,  *<  As  now  at  this  time  nay; 
But  here  I  wd  all  night  thou  tak^  thy  rest. 
To  morwe  wol  I  say  thee  what  me  lest." 

This  messager  drank  sadly  ale  Mid  wine. 
And  stolen  were  his  lettres  prively 
Out  of  his  box,  while  he  slept  as  a  swine ; 
And  contrefeted  was  iul  subtillv 
Another  lettre,  wrought  ful  sinmlly, 
Unto  the  king  directe  of  this  matare 
^  his  constable,  as' ye  shal  alter  here. 

This  lettre  spake,  the  quene  delivered  was 
Of  so  horrible  a  fendliche  creature. 
That  in  the  castle  non  so  hardy  was 
That  any  while  dorate  therein  endure : 
The  mother  was  an  elfe  by  aventure 
Ycome,  by  charmes  or  by  sorcerie. 
And  everich  man  hateth  hire  compagnie. 

Wo  was  this  king  whan  be  this  lettre  had  sein, 
But  to  no  wight  he  told  his  sorwes  sor^ 
B«t  of  his  owen  hand  he  wrote  again ; 
"  Welcome  the  sonde  of  Crist  for  evermeie 
To  me,  that  am  now  lemed  in  his  lore: 
J;Md,  welcome  be  thy  lust  and  thy  plesanoe, 
My  last  I  pot  all  in  tbyn  ordisMioe. 


This  letter  too  the  ooarier  sis  before. 
To  Britain's  dowager  unweeting  bore ; 
And  in  the  surfeit  of  oblivious  wine 
Left  her  to  perpetrate  the  black  design. 
This  too  she  cancelled,  forg'd  the  regal  hand. 
And  pityless  inscribed  **  the  dire  command. 
With  threats,  that  Offs,  to  the  wonted  sea. 
Should  the  felse  qnetm  and  hated  imp  convey ; 
And  there  permit  the  now  detested  dame 
To  seek  the  shore  from  whence  the  sorceress  came.** 

When  Ofia  had  the  barbarous  mandate  read. 
To  Heav'n  his  eyes  and  lifted  hands  he  spread. 


"  Kepeth  this  child,  al  be  it  foule  or  faire. 
And  eke  my  wif,  unto  min  home  coming : 
Crist  whan  him  list  may  senden  me  an  heire, 
More  agreable  than  this  to  my  liking." 
This  lettre  he  seled,  prively  weping. 
Which  to  the  messager  was  taken  sooe, 
And  forth  he  goth,  ther  is  no  more  to  done* 

O  messager  fulfilled  of  drunkenesse. 
Strong  b  thy  breth,  thy  limmes  faltren  ay, 
And  thou  bewreiest  alle  secrenesse ; 
Thy  mind  is  lome,  thou  janglest  as  a  jay; 
Thy  face  is  toumed  in  a  uew  array; 
Ther  droidLCnesse  regneth  in  any  route, 
Ther  is  no  conseil  hid  withoutan  doute. 

O  Donegild,  I  ne  have  non  English  digne 
Unto  thy  malice,  and  thy  tirannie : 
And  therfore  to  the  fende  T  thee  resigne. 
Let  him  enditen  of  thy  traitorie. 
Fy  mannish,  fy ;  o  nay  by  God  I  lie; 
Fy  fendliche  spirit,  for  I  dare  wel  telle, 
Tbough  thou  here  walke,  thy  spirit  is  in  Hellew 

This  messager  cotaeth  fro  the  king  again. 
And  at  the  king^  modres  court  he  light. 
And  she  was  of  this  messager  ful  fajm. 
And  plesed  him  in  all  that  ever  she  might. 
He  drauke,  and  wel  his  girdel  nnderpight; 
He  slepeth,  and  be  snoreth  in  his  gise 
All  night,  until  the  sonne  gan  arise. 

Eft  were  his  lettres  stolen  everich  on. 
And  contrefeted  lettres  in  this  wise. 
*<  The  king  commanded  his  constable  anon 
Up  peine  of  hanging  and  of  high  jewise, 
That  he  ne  shulde  soffren  in  no  wise 
Custance  within  his  regne  for  to  abide 
Three  daies  and  a  quarter  of  a  tide ; 

**  But  in  the  same  ship  as  h^  hire  ibnd. 
Hire  and  hire  yonge  sone,  and  all  hire  gere 
He  shulde  put,  and  croude  hire  fro  the  lond. 
And  charge  hire,  that  she  never  eft  come  there.'^ 
O  my  Custance,  wel  may  thy  ghost  have  fers^ 
And  sleping  in  thy  dreme'ben  in  penance. 
When  Donegild  east  all  this  ordinance. 

This  messager  oo  morwe  whan  he  awoke^ 
Unto  the  castel  halt  the  nextc  way ; 
And  to  the  coosteble  he  the  lettie  toke; 
And  whan  that  he  this  pitoos  lettre  sey, 
Fnlofthesayd<*Alas,and  wala  wa;  [dm«? 

Lord  Crist,"  qood  he,  "  how  may  this  world  en* 
So  fill  of  sinne  it  amny  n  oreatnra. 
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Like  Nlobe  to  marble  tnrn*d,  he  rtood ; 
Grief,  fear,  and  horrour,  froze  the  japen'rous  blood  ! 
Again  be  stirr'd,  as  from  some  wistful  dream; 
Again  he  read— alas  !  he  read  the  same. 

Bat,  though  in  terms  of  soothing  phrase  expressed, 
When  now  Constantia  leamM  her  lord's  behest. 
Keen  anguish,  piercing  to  the  springs  of  life, 
At  once  arrests  the  mother  and  the  wife: 
For  not,  to  her  alone  confin'd,  as  late 
When  bold  the  stood  the  weightiest  stroke  of  fate, 
A  thousand  cares  of  soft  endearing  kind. 
Now  share  with  Heav*n  the  motions  of  her  mind  ; 
And  with  fond  thoughts  6f  sweet  concern  divide. 
The  melting  mother,  and  the  clasping  bride: 
And  these  alone  her  bursting  bosom  rend, 
And  o'er  the  couch  her  lifeless  limbs  extend. 

Fame  ponr'd  the  mourning  populace  around : 
In  gushing  anguish  ev*ry  eye  is  drown'd ; 
Compassion  set  her  virtues  full  to  view, 
And  with  their  queen  bade  ev'r}'^  joy  adieu  ;  > 
Swift  from  his  throne  they  wish  their  Alia  hurl'd. 
And  her  crown'd  empress  of  the  peopled  world: 
But  ah  !  in  vain  their  pray'rs  and  tears  delay; 
Strict  was  the  charge,  and  Ofifa  must  obey. 

With  heavy  heart  and  faint  reluctant  hand. 
He  led  the  mourner  to  the  neighb'ring  strand : 
She  to  the  heaving  whiteness  of  her  breast. 
With  melting  looks,  her  helpless  infant  pressed ; 


**  O  mighty  God,  if  that  it  be  thy  will. 
Sin  thou  art  rightful  juge,  how  may  it  be 
Tha£  thou  wolt  sofiren  innocence  to  spill. 
And  wicked  folk  regne  in  prdsperitee  ? 
A  good  Custaoce,  alas !  so  wo  is  me. 
That  I  mote  be  thy  turmentour,  or  dey 
On  shames  deth,  ther  is  non  other  wey.'' 

Wepeu  both  yong  and  old  in  all  that  place. 
Whan  that  the  king  this  cursed  lettre  sent : 
And  Custance  with  a  dedly  pale  face 
The  fourthe  day  toward  the  ship  she  went: 
But  natheles  she  taketh  in  good  entent 
The  will  of  Crist,  and  kneling  on  the  strond 
She  sayde,  **  Lord,  ay  welcome  be  thy  sond.  ■ 

*'  He  that  me  kepte  fino  the  false  blame. 
While  J  waa  in  the  lond  amonges  you. 
He  can  me  kepe  fro  harme  and  eke  fro  shame 
In  the  salt  see,  although  I  se  not  how :  - 
As  strong  as  ever  he  was,  be  is  yet  now. 
In  him  trust  I,  and  in  his  mother  dere. 
That  is  to  me  my  sail  and  eke  my  stere.** 

Hire  litel  child  lav'wevinir  in  hire  arm. 


And  thus,  while  sobs  her  piteoos  accent  broke. 
Her  little  inattentive  child  bespoke,    [father's  will, 

"  Weep  not,  sweet  wretch  !     though  such  tby 
Yet  hast  thou  one,  one  tender  parent  still. 
Peace,  peace  I  to  thee  thy  mother  means  no  harm; 
Nor  let  our  lot  thy  little  heart  alarm : 
0*er  thee,  till  death,  o'er  thee  my  cares  shall  wake, 
And  love  thee  for  thy  cruel  father's  sake.'* 

Had  ev'ry  sire  as  on  the  banks  of  Nile, 
Lost  his  first-born  throughout  Britannia's  isle  ; 
Or  death  with  undistinguishM  carnage  swept 
Wives,  sons,  and  sires,  by  all  the  living  wept; 
Such  haply  were  the  woes  that  now  deplore 
Their  queen  attended  to  the  echoing  shore: 
They  tear  their  locks,  their  rueful  bomms  smite, 
And  trace  her  bark  with  long  pursuing  sight. 

Tedious  it  were,  though  i^ondrous  strange  to  tdl, 
What  new  adventures  o'er  the  main  bcfel ; 
How  fondly  prattling,  while  her  infont  smil'd, 
She  the  loug  hours  and  wint'ry  nights  beguil'd ; 
Till  seiz'd  by  pirates  on  th'  AUantic  wave, 
A  prince  of  Gallia  bought  th'  imperial  slave : 
How,  in  calm  peace  aiid  friendship  l<ing  retained, 
High  trust  and  grace  her  winning  sweetness  gain'd; 
Till  she  to  Rome,  predestinate  event ! 
Associate  with  her  lord  and  mistress  went. 

But  now  to  Britain  let  the  Muse  repair ; 
For  there  the  valiant  Alia  claims  her  care. 


"  Thou  saw  thy  child  yslain  before  thin  eyen, 
And  yet  now  liveth  my  litel  child  par&y : 
Now,  lady  bright,  to  whom  all  woful  crien. 
Thou  glory  of  womanhed,  thoa  faire  may. 
Thou  haven  of  refiite,  bright  sterre  of  day, 
Rew  on  my  child,  that  of  thy  gentillease 
Rewest  on  every  r^wfiil  in  distoresse. 

*'  O  litel  child,  alas!  what  is  thy  gilt. 
That  never  wroughtest  sinne  as  yet  parde? 
Why  wol  thin  harde  fader  have  the  spilt } 
O  mercy,  dere  constable,"  quod  she, 
"  As  let  my  litel  child  dwell  here  with  thee: 
And  if  thou  darst  not  saven  him  fro  blarney 
So  kisse  huii  ones  in  his  fadres  name.'* 

Therwith  ffac  loketh  backward  to  the  lond. 
And  saide;  "  Farewel,  housbond  routheles !" 
And  up  she  rist,  and  walketh  doun  the  strond 
Toward  the  ship,  hire  foloweth  all  the  prees:* 
And  ever  she  praieth  hire  child  to  hold  his  pee^ 
And  taketh  hire  leve,  and  with  an  holy  entent 
She  blesseth  hire,  and  into  the  ship  she  went 

Vitailled  was  the  ship,  it  is  no  drede. 
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Trromphaot  bood  from  Scotia  he  retom'd, 
And  to  behold  his  lov'd  ConsUnCia  burn'd : 
This  wings  his  feet  along  the  toilsome  way — 
Biit  thoughts  are  swifter,  swifter  far  than  they; 
Hope,  elevate,  the  distant  journey  metes. 
And  to  his  march  his  heart  the  measure  beats. 

But  when  o'er  Tweed  he  led  bis  conquering  host. 
And  trode  the  verdure  of  Northumbrians  coast. 
While  laurels  round  their  trophyM  temples  twin'd, 
And  banners  wantonM  in  the  curling  wind, 
No  wonted  crowds  their  once-lov*d  Alia  meet. 
No  prostrate  knees,  or  hailing  voices  greet : 
Blank  was  his  passage  o'er  the  pensive  ground. 
And  silence  cast  a  mournful  gloom  around  ; 
Or  if  his  prince  some  straggling  peasant  spy'd. 
As  from  a  basilisk  he  slunk  aside. 

What  this  might  mean,  revolv'd  within  his  breast. 
Conjecture  dire,  and  whispering  doubts  suggest ; 
More  dread  than  death,  some  hideons  ill  impart — 
This  the  first  fear  e'er  seiz'd  on  Alla's  heart. 
But  worse,  O  worse  than  fancy  yet  could  fear. 
When  now  the  killing  truth  arrests  his  ear ! 
Athwart  his  eyes,  and  mantling  roimd  his  soul. 
Thick  clouds  of  grief  and  dreary  darkness  roll ; 
His  sense,  nor  tears,  nor  utt'ring  groans  could  tell, 
But  froze  and  loekM  in  speechless  woe  he  fell. 
At  length  by  care,  by  cruel  kindness,  brought 
To  all  the  anguish  of  returning  thought. 
Swift  from  the  sheath  he  drew  the  d«ully  guest. 
And  would  have  pierc'd  this  vulture  in  his  breast ; 
Such  was  the  sthng  of  agonizing  pain, 
His  frenzy  would  th'  immortal  soul  have  slain ! 
But  this  prevented,  round  th'  attending  crew, 
With  baleful  glance,  his  eager  eyes  he  threw : 
**  Oonstantia !"  he  requires  with  Arantic  tongue, 
'*  Constantia !''  still  the  restless  accents  sung: 
To  Her,  as  present,  now  his  fondness  speaks ; 
As  absent,  into  desp'rate  action  breaks. 
"  O  never,  never  more,  my  queen !"  he  cries, 
"  Shall  that  known  form  attract  these  dying  eyes ! 
Never  ?— O,  *t  is  the  worst,  the  last  despair- 
Never  is  long,  is  wondrous  long  to  bear !      [stoop; 
Down,  down,  ye  cloud-topt  bills,   your  summits 
With  me,  in  sign  of  endless  mourning,  droop ! 
Snapt  be  the  spear,  bright  armour  ground  to  dust ; 
Repose,  thou  corslet,  in  eternal  rust; 


And  saide;  "  Lord,  as  ye  commanded  me. 
Up  peine  of  deth,  so  have  I  don  certain.'' 
Thistnessager  turmented  was,  til  he 
Moste  beknowe,  and  tellen  plat  and  plaiii. 
Fro  night  to  night  in  what  place  he  had  lain : 
And  thus  by  wit  and  subtil  enquering 
Imagined  was  by  whom  this  harm  gan  spring. 

The  hand  was  knowen  that  the  lettre  wrote. 
And  all  the  venime  of  this  cursed  dede; 
But  in  what  wise,  certainly  I  n^ot. 
The  effect  is  this,  that  Alia  out  of  drede 
His  moder  slew,  that  moun  men  plainly  rede. 
For  that  she  traitour  was  to  hire  ligeance ; 
Thus  endeth  this  old  Donegild  with  meschance. 

The  sorwe  that  this  Alia  night  and  day 
Maketh  for  his  wif  and  for  his  child  also^ 
Tber  is  no  tonge  that  it  tellen  may. 
But  now  wol  1  agen  to  Custance  go, 
That  fleteth  in  the  see  in  peine  and  wo 
Five  yere  and  more,  as  liked  Cristei  sonde. 
Or  that  hire  ship  approched  to  the  loude. 
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Stiird  be  each  tube,  the  trumpet*^  warlike  swell- 
Empire,  and  fame,  all,  all,  with  thtie,  farewell ! 
For  thee  alone,  thy  conquering  soldier  arm*d. 
The  banner  wav'd,  and  sprightly  clangour  charm'd : 
But  arms  and  loath'd  desire  with  thee  are  dead ; 
And  joy — no,  never  to  return — is  fled  I** 

Thus  rav'd  the  youth,  to  wilful  woes  resigned ; 
And  offer'd  aid  was  sickness  to  his  mind. 
To  frenzy  by  uxorious  transports'  rais'd, 
His  vengeance  on  his  aged  parent  seiz'd; 
Who,  doomM  to  lose  that  too  designing  head, 
A  victim  to  his  lov'd  Constantia  bled. 

But  violence  in  nature  cannot  last: 
What  region 's  known  to  be^  eternal  blast  ? 
Time  changes  all,  dissolves  the  melting  rock. 
And  on  fix'd  water  turns  the  crystal  lock. 
Time  o*er  his  anguish  shed  a  silent  balm, 
A  peace  unsmiling,  and  a  gloomy  calm; 
By  ill  untaught  to  mourn,  by  joy  to  glow. 
And  still  insensible  to  bliss  or  woe. 


Under  an  hetben  castel  at  the  last, 

(Of  which  the  name  in  my  tesct  I  not  find) 

Custance  and  eke  hire  child  the  see  op  cast. 

Almighty  God,  that  saved  all  mankind,' 

Have  on  Custance  and  on  hire  child  som  mind. 

That  fallen  is  in  hethen  bond  eftsone 

In  point  to  spill,  as  I  shal  tell  you  sone. 

Doon  fro  the  castel  cometh  ther  many  a  wight 
To  gauren  on  this  ship,  and  on  Custance: 
But  shortly  fro  the  castel  on  a  night. 
The  lordes  steward  (God  yeve  him  raetcbaDce) 
A  theef,  that  had  reueyed  our  creance. 
Came  into  the  ship  alone,  and  said  he  wolde 
Hire  lenunan  be,  whether  she  wolde  or  n'olde. 

Wo  was  this  wretched  woman  tho  begon. 
Hire  childe  cried,  and  she  cried  pitoiuly : 
But  blisful  Mary  halpe  hire  right  anon. 
For  with  hire  strogling  wel  and  mightily 
The  theef  fell  over  bord  al  sodenly. 
And  in  the  see  he  drenched  for  vengeance. 
And  thus  hath  Crist  unwemmed  kept  Custance. 

P  foule  lust  of  loxurie,  lo  tbih  ende, 
Nat  only  tl^at  thou  faintest  manaes  mind. 
But  veraily  thou  wolt  his  body  shende. 
Th'  ende  of  thy  werk,  or  if  thy  lustes  blind. 
Is  oomplaining :  how  many  may  men  find, 
That  not  for  werLsomtime,  but  for  th'  entent 
To  don  this  sinue,  ben  other  slain  or  dient. 

How  may  this  weke  woman  ban  the  strangth 

Hire  to  defend  again  this  renegate? 

O  Golias,  unmesurable  of  length. 

How  mighte  David  maken  thee  so  mate  ? 

So  yonge,  and  of  armure  so  desolate. 

How  dorst  he  loke  upon  thy  dredful  face  ? 

Wei  may  men  seen  it  was  but  Goddes  gracea 

Who  yaf  Jndith  corage  or  hardiness^ 
To  sleen  him  Holofernes  in  his  tent. 
And  to  deliver  out  of  wretcbednesse 
The  peple  of  God  ?  1  say  for  this  entent. 
That  right  as  God  spirit  of  vigour  sent 
To  hem,  and  saved  hem  out  of  meschance^ 


So-st^nt  he  might  and  vigoar  to  Custance*      t 

*"  ^  Digitized  by  VJjOOQIC 


Dd 


40d 


BROOKE'S  POEMS. 


To  kim,  tirat  earelest  of  tbe  circliiig  year. 
Fire  ammal  sont  had  roird  their  hrigbt  career: 
To  Heav*!!  akme,  hb  earthly  ardoan  tam'd; 
There,  late  to  meet  the  dear  Ckmstantia,  bnrn'd : 
Still  that  fond  hope  remain'd— bit  sole  desire ! 
And  gave  new  wion  to  the  celestial  fire. 
■*  But  yet— heredter!— what  might  there  betide 
The  blood-staio'd  hand,  by  whom  a  parent  d/d  V* 
This,  thb  gave  doubtful  thought,  unhing'd  his  rest, 
And  shook  the  region  of  bis  contrite  breast; 
At  length  taught  satiate  vengeance  to  relent. 
And  sUpp'd  for  Rome,  the  royal  pilgrim  sent. 


Forth  goth  hire  ship  thorghout  the  narwe  mouth 
Of  JulMltare  and  Septe,  drtring  alway, 
Somtime  west,  and  somtime  north  and  south. 
And  somtime  est,  ful  many  a  wery  day: 
Til  Cristas  moder  (blessed  be  she  ay) 
Hath  shapen  thurgfa  hire  endeles  goodnesse 
To  make  an  end  of  all  hhre  herinesse. 

Now  let  us  stint  of  Custance  but  a  throw. 
And  speke  we  of  the  Romane  emperour. 
That  out  of  Sorrie  bath  by  lettres  knowe 
The  slaughter  of  Cristen  folk,  and  dishonour 
Don  to- his  doughter  by  a  fslse  traitour, 
I  mene  the  cuiiied  wicked  Sondannesse, 
That  at  the  lest  let  sleen  both  more  and  |( 


For  which  this  emperour  hath  sent  anon 

His  senatoor,  with  real  ordinance, 

And  other  lordes,  God  wote,  many  on. 

On  Surriens  to  taken  high  vengeance : 

They  brennen,  sleen,  and  bring  hem  to  meschaoee 

Ful  many  a  day:  but  shortly  this  is  Ih' ende, 

Homward  to  Rome  they  shapen  hem  to  wende. 

This  senatour  repaireth  with  ▼ictorie 

To  Rome  ward,  sayling  fol  really. 

And  met  the  ship  drWiog,  as  saith  the  stode. 

In  which  Custance  sitteth  ful  pitously : 

Nothing  ne  knew  he  what  she  was,  ne  why 

She  was  in  swiche  array,  ne  she  wil  sey 

Of  hire  estat,  though  that  she  shnlde  dey. 

He  bringeth  hire  to  Rome,  and  to  bis  wif 
He  yaf  hire,  and  hire  yonge  sone  also: 
And  with  the  senatour  she  lad  hire  lif. 
Thus  can  our  Lady  bringen  out  of  wo 
Wofbl  Custance,  and  many  another  mo: 
And.longe  time  dwelled  she  in  that  place. 
In  holy  werkes  ever,  as  was  hire  grace. 

Tlie  senatoures  wif  hire  aunte  was. 

But  for  all  that  she  knew  hire  never  the  more: 

I  wol  no  longer  tarien  in  this  cas, 

But  to  kmg  Alia,  which  I  spake  of  yore, 

That  for  his  wif  wepeth  and  siketh  sore, 

I  wol  retume,  and  let  I  wol  Custance 

Under  the  senatoures  sovemance. 


O'er  Tiber  soon  the  far-fraught  tidings  sped, 
(For  fisr  beyond  the  warnor*s  fisme  had  spread) 
And  Gallia's  Hugo,  to  whose  gea'rous  care 
Protecting  Heav'n  consigned  the  wandering  fair. 
With  those  whom  virtuous  approbation  fir'd, 
(As  still  the  brave  are  by  the  brav^  admir'd) 
To  see,  to  touch  the  gallant  Alia  glow'd. 
And  ranked  to  meet  the  regal  pilgrim  rode. 
With  all  due  rite  and  answ'ring  grace  humane, 
The  courteous  prince  recetvM  the  shining  train: 
But  Hugo  chief,  with  port  of  winning  view. 
The  hero's  eye  and  prime  aflfection  drew; 
And  him,  with  note  selected  from  the  rest. 
The  prince  solicits  for  a  frequent  guest 

But  ah '.  when  now  it  reached  Coostantia's  ear. 
That  Alia,  lovely,  barb'rous  man,  was  near. 
Her  soul  jt  thousand  diffVent  thoughts  assail; 
EiKpelPd  by  turns,  by  turns  they  all  prevail : 
With  melting  joy  and  burning  love  she  gk>ws» 
With  coding  grief  and  icy  hate  she  firose ; 
Dear  to  her  heart,  though  horrid  to  her  will. 
He  was  the  lov*d,  the  charming  Alia  still. 

Nor  Hugo  now,  in  pompous  dress  array'd» 
To  wait  Britannia's  potent  lord  delay'd. 
With  him  Mauritius  frequent  chat  supply'd, 
A  little  gay  companion  at  his  side- 
He  beams  a  Ganymede,  in  whose  sweet  ftiee 
The  sire  and  mother  liv'd  with  mingling  grace : 
Here  still  Uiey  met,  in  beauty  reconcil'd  { 
Here  still,  in  soft  delicious  union,  smil'd; 
So  join'd,  so  blended,  with  divinest  ait. 
As  left  it  not  in  any  power  to  part ! 

Upon  the  prattler*s  aspect,  with  surprise. 
And  charm'd  attention.  Alia  fia'd  his  eyes : 
Somewhat  of  wonted  semblance  there  be  qpy'd. 
Dear  to  his  sense,  and  to  his  heart  ally'd  ; 


The  fkme  anon  thurgfaout  the  toun  is  bom. 
How  Alia  kmg  shal  come  on  pilgrimage. 
By  herbergeours  that  wenten  him  beforo. 
For  which  the  senatour,  as  was  usage. 
Rode  him  againe,  and  many  of  hb  Hoage, 
As  wel  to  shewen  his  high  magnifloenee. 
As  to  don  any  king  areverence. 

Gret  chere  doth  this  noble  senatour 
To  king  A114,  and  he  to  him  also ; 
Everich  of  hem  doth  other  gret  honour ; 
And  so  befell,  that  in  a  day  or  two 
Thb  senatour  b  to  king  Alia  go 
To  fiBst,  and  shortly,  if  I  shal  not  lie, 
Custances  sone  went  in  hb  compAgnie^ 

Som  men  wold  sain  at  requeste  of  Costaan 
Thb  senatour  hath  lad  this  child  to  feste: 
I  may  not  tellen  every  circumstance, 
Be  as  be  may,  ther  was  he  at  the  leste: 
But  soth  is  this,  that  at  his  mothers  besle 
Befom  Alia,  during  the  metes  qpaoe. 
The  child  itood.  lokinar  in  the  kinsns  face. 
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Somewhit  that  toochM  beyond  all  mortal  view. 
And  inly  with  the  link  of  natare  drew. 
Distarb'd  be  hwe ;  upon  bis  secret  sonl, 
Unweetin^  thaw,  and  cordial  earnings  stole: 
Big  with  the  soft  distress,  aside  he  stepped, 
A^  much  the  warrior  wondered  why  he  wept. 
ComposM,  he  clasp'd  the  infant  to  his  breast* 
And  ask'd,  what  sire  with  such  a  son  was  bUat^d  ? 
**  That,'*  Hugo  cried,  **  his  dame  alone  must  show; 
Sire  bath  belione,  or  none  of  whom  we  know: 
But  mother,  sure,  be  hath,  that 's  such  a  mato 
No  man  can  boast,  nor  boastful  tongue  relate : 
Though  fancy,  to  give  semblance  of  her  face, 
From  all  her  sex  should  coll  each  separate  grace, 
To  speak  her  soul  should  rob  from  er'ry  sahat ; 
Low  yet  were  phrase,  and  all  description  faint  !'* 

Thus,  while  his  tongue  with  free  enoomium  flow'd. 
With  strange  emotion  Allans  aspect  glow*d: 
Full  on  his  ^eart  the  dear  idea  rosh'd ; 
His  cheek  with  hope  and  lively  ardour  flushed; 
When  straight  despondence  sick*ning  in  his  sonl. 
From  its  kimwn  seat  the  rosy  tincture  stole : 
**  Once,  once,**  he  cry*d,  (the  laboring  sigh  sup- 

press'd) 
"  Such  treasure  once  these  widow'd  arms  posaesi'd ! 
Nature  is  rich — yet  gladly  should  I  know, 
If  the  world*d  round  can  such  another  show.*' 
"  Be  that,"  reply'd  the  GalUc  chief,  "  coofest'd, 
Whene'er  my  house  boasts  Alia  for  a  guest." 

They  went.     But  when  the  long-disseverd  pair. 
Her  Alia  here,  and  his  Constantia  there — 
By  doubts,  loves,  fears,  and  nishing  joys  disinay'd, 
Unmov'd,  eacb  face  with  mutual  gase  surveyed — 
Such  was  the  scene,  th'  impassion'd  gesture  such. 
As  phrase  can  't  reach,  nor  liveliest  pencil  touch ! 
Three  times  the  fah*-one  sought  the  shades  of  death, 
Three  times  revived  by  Allans  balmy  breath  ; 


"  But  God  wot,"  quod  this  senatour  also, 

"  So  vertuous  a  liver  in  all  jaay  lif 

Ne  saw  I  never,  as  she,  ne  herd  of  mo 

Of  worldly  woman,  maiden,  widewe,  or  wif  t 

I  dare  wel  sayn  hire  hadde  lever  a  knif 

Thurgbout  hire  brest,  than  ben  a  woman  wikke, 

Ther  is  no  ooan  coude  bring  hire  to  that  prikke.'' 

Now  was  this  child  as  like  unto  Custance 
As  possible  is  a  creature  to  be; 
This  Alia  bath  the  hee  in  remembrance 
Of  dame  Custi^nce,  and  theron  mused  he, 
If  that  the  childes  moder  were  aught  she 
That  is  his  wif,  and  prively  he  sighte^ 
And  wped  him  fro  the  table  that  he  mighte. 

*'  Parfay,*'  thought  he,  "  fiuitome  is  in  min  bed. 


And  thrice  his  gailtleas  plea  he  would  essay. 
And  thrice  she  tmn'd,  Constantia  tuiii*d  away* 
«  Now,  Vy  this  hand,"  Britannia's  hero  cry*d, 
**  TiM  band,  by  whom  a  cruel  parent  dy*d, 
liOQg  siaoe  for  thee,  for  thee  thou  dear  one,  bled, 
A  victim  sacred  to  that  it^ur'd  head — 
Of  all  thy  wrongs  thy  Alia  is  as  clear, 
As  here  my  sod,  thy  other  Alia  here ! 
Ah!  could  you  know  the  anguish,  the  distresi 
But  who  can  know  what  words  can  ne'er  express  ?— 
What  racks,  whatdeaths,  thy  torthring  absence  cost; 
What  restless  toil  this  suffering  bosom  tost— 
T  was  such  a  ruin,  such  a  brmch  of  care, 
As  this  and  only  thb  oould  e*er  repair  !*' 

So  sajring,  swift  resistless  to  his  breast. 
The  3ridding  fiur  repeated  transport  pressU 
But  when  all  doubt  and  odd  suspicion  clear*d. 
Her  lord  still  ftuthful  as  belovM  appeared; 
By  her  so  oft,  so  cruelly  accus'd. 
Still  kind  and  true,  and  as  herself  abus*d; 
She  in  his  bosom,  all  with  joy  o*erpower*d. 
Of  sobs  and  tears  the  copious  tempest  showered— 
All  eyes  around  the  melting  measure  kept. 
And  pleasure  through  conUgious  transport  wept: 
For  Heav'n,  alone,  can  emulate  the  sweet 
Of  one  hour's  bliss,  when  two  such  lovers  meet 

Still  had  Constantia,  lock'd  within  her  breast. 
The  royal  secret  of  her  birth  suppress'd. 


Whan  Alia  saw  his  wif,  ftdre  he  hire  grette. 
And  wept,  that  it  was  roothe  for  to  see. 
For  at  the  firste  look  he  on  hire  sette 
He  knew  wd  veraily  that  it  was  she; 
And  she  for  sorwe,  as  domb  stant  as  a  tree : 
So  was  hhre  herte  shette  injiire  distresse, 
Whan  she  remembered  his  unkindnesM. 

Twies  she  swouneth  in  his  owen  sight. 

He  wepeth  and  him  excuseth  pitously : 

"  Now  God,"  quod  he,  <«  and  all  his  halwes  bright 

So  wisly  on  my  soule  as  have  mercy. 

That  of  your  harme  as  gilteles  am  I, 

As  is  Maurice  my  sooe,  so  like  your  face, 

Elles  the  fiend  me  fetche  out  of  this  place.** 

Long  was  the  sobbing  and  the  bitter  pehie^ 
Or  that  hir  woftil  hertes  mighten  cese, 
Gret  was  the  pitee  for  to  here  hem  pleine, 
Thurgh  whiche  pleintes  gan  hir  wo  eocrese. 
I  pray  you  all  my  labour  to  relese, 
I  may  not  tell  hir  wo  untU  to  morwe^ 
I  am  so  wery  for  to  speke  of  sorwe. 

But  finally,  whan  that  the  soth  is  wiat. 
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Wheo  Rome^s  imperial  monarch  wide  invites 
To  social  cheer  and  festival  delights : 
For  DOW  trinmphant  from  the  Syrian  coast. 
Though  long  detained,  retumM  hisTcngeful  host; 
And  to  reward  their  toils  and  drown  their  cares,  ^ 
The  monarch  on  a  solemn  day  prepares. 
With  festal  rohes  adorn'd  each  warrior  came  ; 
In  glittVing  vesture  many  a  Roman  dame: 
And  there,  amid  the  peers,  a  peerless  guest. 
There  Alia  came  in  res:al  splendours  dress'd, 
All  India  beaming  at  the  hero's  side  i 
O'er  beamiug  India  shone  hib  brighter  bride ; 
While  the  young  joy  of  each  applauding  tongue, 
Mauritius'on  his  smiling  parents  hung, 
As  though  a  stripling  cherub  should  attend. 
Where  two  of  prime  angelic  rank  descend. 
Struck  at  the  pleasing  prospect  all  admire, 
But  mute  with  wonder  stood  th'  imperial  sire ; 
For  haply,  since  our  primal  parents  fell. 
Ne'er  met  a  pair  that  could  this  pair  excel. 
He  at  his  left  Britannia's  monarch  placed. 
And  his  right  hand  ih^  unknown  Cohstantia  grac'd; 
When  with  a  starting  tear  the  rev'rend  man, 
To  Alia  turn'd,  in  placid  speech  began : 
'*  Young  though  thou  art,  with  earliest  vigour  strung. 
And  the  fond  theme  of  fame's  applauding  tongue, 
T  is  said  thou  hast  the  stings  of  fortune  felt  ;■ 
And  sucfi  can  learn  from  others'  woes  to  melt. 
I  had  a  daughter— once  my  only  care ! 
As  virtuous  as  thy  consort,  and  as  fair: 
But  her  (sad  cause  of  folly  to  repent) 
To  Syria  with  a  numerous  train  I  sent; 
And  there  the  toil,  the  treach'rous  toil  was  spread. 
And  there  Constantia,  there,  my  child,  you  bled  ! 
Around  the  maid  her  brave  attendants  fell. 
Nor  one  was  left  the  fatal  tale  to  tell : 
Hence  age  through  grief  has  doubly  known  decay, 
And  care  untimely  turn'd  my  locks  to  grey. 
This  day  selected  from  the  circling  year. 
To  her  I  consecrate  the  annual  tear  ; 
And  these  the  chiefs,  who,  in  her  quarrel  crowned. 
Have  late  in  vengeance  bath'd  the  hostile  ground* 
But  vain  is  vengeance  where  all  hope  ts  fled;   , 
Nor  hosts  of  victims  can  revive  the  dead ! 


Som  men  wold  sayn,  how  that  the  child  Maurice 

Doth  this  message  until  this  emperour  ; 

But  as  I  gesse.  Alia  was  no  so  nice. 

To  him  that  is  so  soveraine  of  honour. 

As  he  that  is  of  Cristen  folk  tlie  flour, 

Send  any  child,  but  it  is  bet  to  deme 

He  went  himself,  and  so  it  may  well  seme. 

This  emperour  hath  granted  geutilly 

To  come  to  dinner,  as  he  him  besoughte; 

And  wel  rede  I,  he  lokcd  be^ily 

Upon  this  child,  and  on  his  doughter  thought. 

Alia  goth  to  his  inne,  and  as  him  ought 

Arraied  for  this  fesie  in  every  wise. 

As  ferforth  as  bis  conninir  mav  sufl&ce. 


My  child  I  thou  *A  robb'd  my  life  of  all  deKght— 
But  death  shall  soon  our  happier  souls  unite  !*' 

Nor  yet  he  ended, — when,  with  troubled  mien,. 
Quick  at  hb  knees  low  bow*d  Britannia's  queen : 
"  Not  so,  not  so,  my  lather  1"  loud  she  cry'd — 
"  Sec  here  thy  child,  thy  daughter  at  thy  side  I 
Why  look  you  thus  with  wild  and  piercing  eye  ? 
Your  daughter  here,  your  daughter  you  descry  ! 
Constantia,  who  through  many  a  death  survives, 
And  yet  to  see  her  king  and  sire,  arrifes." 
"  Yes,  yes,  you  are  my  child, — these  accenU  tell  !"— 
He  could  no  more,  but  on  her  neck  he  fell. 
Down  her  soft  cheek  his  mingling  tears  overflow ; 
Joy,  joy  too  great,  assum'd  the  form  of  woe ! 
The  roof,  surprise  and  echoing  transport  tore} 
And  eyes  then  wept,  that  never  wept  before. 

Wmg'd  a»an  arrow  from  some  vigorous  arm. 
Through  Rome's  wide  city  flew  the  glad  alarm — 
«« Constantia's  here,— she  lives  1— she  lives!" — they 

cry*d; 
<*  Constantia,  now  the  British  bero"^  bride  1" 
Around  the  palace  pour-d  in  wild  delight. 
On  thousands  gathering  thousands  straight  nnite: 
With  ceaseless  clamours  and  extended  hands, 
Constantia's  presence  ev'ry  voice  demands; 
Con^^tia,  Alia,  and  their  lovely  boy 
They  claim,  the  blooming  pledge  of  future  joy ! 
Forth  straight  they  come  conspicuous  to  the  view. 
And  greet  with  graceful  mien  th'  applauding  crew; 
In  shouts  to  Heav'n  their  exultations  fly. 
And  universal  joy  torments  the  sky. 


**  I  am  your  doughter,  your  Custance."  quod  she, 

"  That  whilom  ye  ban  sent  into  Surrie  : 

It  am  h  fader,  that  in  the  salte  see 

Was  put  alone,  and  dampned  for  to  die. 

Now,  goode  foder,  I  you  mercy  crie. 

Send  me  no  more  into  non  hethenesse. 

But  thanketh  my  lord  here  of  his  kindenesse." 

Who  can  the  pitous  joye  tellen  all 
Betwix  hem  thre,  sin  they  ben  thus  ymette? 
But  of  my  tale  make  an  ende  I  shat. 
The  day  goth  fast,  I  wol  no  longer  lette; 
Thise  glade  folk  to  dinner  ben  ysette. 
In  joy  and  blisse  at  mete  I  let  hem  dwdl, 
A  thousand  fold  wel  more  than  I  can  tell. 

This  child  Maurice  was  silhen  emperour. 

Made  by  the  pope,  and  lived  cristenly. 

To  Cristes  ohirche  Jtd  he  gret  honour: 

But  I  let  all  his  storie  passen  by. 

Of  Custance  is  my  tale  specially, 

In  the  olde  Romane  gestes  men  may  find 

Maurices  lif,  I  here  it  not  in  mind. 

This  king  ABa,  whan  he  his  time  sey. 
With  his  Custance,  his  holy  wif  so  swetc. 
To  Englond  ben  they  come  the  righte  wcy, 
Ther  as  they  live  in  joye  and  «i  quiete. 
But  litel  while  it  lasteth  I  you  hete, 
Joye  of  this  worid  for  time  woW  not  abide. 
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THE  TEMPC-E  OF  HYMEN. 

As  OD  my  coiich  supine  I  lay, 
Like  others,  dreammg  life  away ; 
Methought,  expanded  to  my  sight, 
A  temple  rear'd  its  stately  height. 
All  ready  built,  without  omittiug 
One  omamen*^,  for  temples  fitting. 

Itarge  look'd  the  pile,  sublime  atnd  fair ; 
But  "  Who  the  godhead  worship'd  there  ?" 
This  to  inquire,  appearing  meet, 
Imagination  lent  me  feet. 
And  thither,  without  further  caril, 
I  £air1y  undertook  to  travel. 

At  once,  in  bright  procession  spied, 
The  female  world  was  at  my  side. 
Mingled,  like  many-colour'd  patterns, 
Nymphs,  mesdames,  trollops,  belles,  and  slatterns. 
From  point,  and  saucy  ermine,  down 
To -the  plain  coif,  and  russet  gown ; 
All,  by  inquiry  as  I  found, 
On  one  iaiportant  errand  bound. 

Their  van,  to  either  tropic  spread. 
Forerunning  Expectation  led ; 
Pleasure  the  female-standard  bore, 
And  Youth  danc*d  lightly  on  befbre  ; 
While  Prudence,  Judgment,  Sense,  and  Taste, 
The  few  directing  virtue*,  placed 
To  form  and  guide  a  woman's  mind, 
Discarded,  sigh'd  and  slunk  behind. 

At  length,  in  jubilee,  arriving. 
Where  dwelt  the  jolly  god  of  wiveing, 
^11  press'd  promiscuously  to  enter, 
Kor  once  reflected  on  the  venture. 
But  here,  the  Muse,  affecting  state, 
Beckon'd  her  claroerous  sex  to  wkit, 
Cest  such  a  rendezvous  should  hinder 
To  say  what  pass'd,  the  while,  within  door. 

Against  the  portal,  full  in  sight, 
fiis  sable  vesture  starrM  like  night. 


For  deth,  that  taketh  of  hie  and  low  his  rente, 
Wban  passed  was  a  year,  even  as  I  gesse. 
Out  of  this  world  this  king  Alia  he  hepte, 
For  whom  Custance  hath  ful  gret  hevinesse. 
Now  let  us  praien  God  bis  soule  blesse : 
And  dame  Custance  finally  to  say. 
Toward  the  toon  of  Rome  goth  hire  way. 

To  Borne  is  come  this  holy  creature. 
And  findeth  ther  hire  firendes  hole  and  sound : 
Now  is  she  scap^dl  all  hire  aventure: 
And  whan  that  she  hire  iaderhath  jribnnd^ 
Doun  on  hire  knees  finlleth  she  to  ground, 
Weping  for  tendemesse  in  herte  blithe 
She  herieth  Ood  an  hundred  thousand  sithe. 

In  vertue  and  in  holy  almesse  dede 
They  liven  alle,  and  never  asonder  wende ; 
Till  deth  departeth  hem,  this  lif  they  lede: 
And  (areth  now  wel,  my  tale  is  at  an  ende. 
Now  Jesu  Crist,  that  of  his  might  may  sende 
Joye  after  wo,  goveme  us  in  his  grace,] 
And  kepe  us  all  that  ben  in  this  place.         t 


'  High  thron'd  upon  an  ebon  seat. 
Beneath  a  canopy  of  state, 
That  o'er  his  dusky  temples  nodded. 
Was  fix'd  the  matrimonial  godhead. 

Low  at  his  feet,  in  pomp  displayM, 
The  world's  collected  wealth  was  laid  ; 
Where  bags  of  mammon,  pil'd  around. 
And  chests  on  chests,  o'erwhelm'd  the  ground, 
With  bills,  bonds,  parchments,  the  appointers 
Of  doweries,  settlements,  and  jointures ; 
From  whence,  in  just  proportion  weigh'd. 
And  down,  by  special  tail,  conveyed. 
The  future  progenies  inherit 
Taste,  beauty,  virtue,  seuse,  and  merit. 

Whatever  cities  here  may  suit  us 
For  this  same  god.  Hymen,  or  Plutus, 
Who,  from  his  trade  of  a  gold-finder. 
Might  now  become  a  marriage-binder. 
And,  haply,  use  that  precious  metal 
To  solder  sexes,  like  a  kettle ; 
No  earthly  god,  in  my  opinion, 
Claim'd  such  an  absolute  dominion. 

To  prove  his  right  to  adoration 
Through  ev*ry  age,  and  ev'ry  nation, 
Around  the  spacious  dome,  dis^playM 
By  many  a  fabled  light  and  shade. 
Was  emblematically  told 
The  great  omnipotence  of  gold. 

And  first,  in  yonder  panel  seen, 
A  lad,  call'd  Paris,  strolPd  the  green. 
Poor,  hungry,  witless,  and  dejected. 
By  country,  and  by  kin,  neglected ; 
Till  Fortune,  as  she  cross  d  the  plain. 
Conceived  a  crotchet  in  her  brain. 
And,  laughing  at  the  bashful  blockhead, 
Took  a  huge  pippin  from  her  pocket. 
Of  the  true  glitterhig  tempting  kind. 
And  gold  throughout  from  core  to  rind ; 
This,  in  a  whim,  the  dame  bestow'd. 
Then,  smiling,  tum'd,  and  went  her  road. 

The  neighbours, now,  when  Fame  bad  shown  t)iem 
The  youth  had  got  the  suinmum  bonum, 
From  many  a  hut  and  hamlet  crowd. 
And,  duly,  at  his  levee  bow'd. 
His  reputation  spreads  apace— 
O,  such  a  shape,  and  such  a  face ! 
His  mouth  he  opens,  and  they  swear 
The  Di'lphic  oracle  is  there. 

Now,  see  the  king  of  Troy  aspire 
To  be  the  wealthy  shepherd's  sire. 
For  him,  the  brightest  n3rmphs  contended ; 
To  him,  three  gcddeases  descended, 
And  show'd,  in  fair  and  open  day. 
Where  honour,  wit,  and  beauty  lay, 
0*er  which,  our  poem,  to  conceal 
From  vulgar  optics,  drops  a  veil. 

In  the  next  panel,  you  discover 
Olympic  Jove,  that  thuudering  lover, 
Who,  charmM  with  old  Acrisius'  daughter. 
In  many  a  shape  had  vainly  sought  her, 
And  run  the  round  of  ail  his  tricks. 
Yet  still  was  doubtful  where  to  fix  ; 
Till,  by  some  wiser  head  inclin'd. 
To  cast  his  blustring  bolt  behind. 
His  duller  light'ning  to  withhold. 
And  wear  the  brighter  form  of  gold. 
He  took  the  hint,  he  storm'd  the  tow*r. 
And  drop'd  in  yon  omnific  show*?. 

In  the  next  board,  the  tale  so  common  it     t 
•Twixt  Atalanta  and  H ippomenes,y  "LjOOQ IC 
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f  shall  but  dightly  stop  a  minute, 
To  drop  one  obserratioo  in  it; 
Bemaridng,  that  bowe'er  prefer'd  to 
Their  tex,  for  many  a  course  in  virtue, 
The  bright  alluremeut,  well  applied. 
May  tempt  good  nymphs  to  turn  aside. 

Next,  Lybia's  golden  orchard  grew 
Blooming  temptation  to  the  view, 
In  which  a  dragon,  called  the  Law, 
Kept  conscientious  fools  in  awe : 
Yet  Power,  superior  to  the  crime. 
And  tall  Ambition,  skill'd  to  climb, 
With  traitors  of  a  new  invention. 
Who  sell  their  country  for  a  pension. 
Through  many  a  thicket  won  their  way. 
And  spoird  the  grove,  and  shared  the  prey. 

On  the  same  golden  system  laid, 
The  world  was  in  the  fifth  display'd  : 
The  Earth  a  golden  axis  tum'd ; 
The  Heavens,  with  golden  planets,  bura'd ; 
And  thence,  as  astrologians  know, 
Beriv'd  their  influence  below : 
A  girdle,  call'd  the  zodiac,  graced 
The  glittering  round  of  Nature's  waste. 
Whose  msrstic  charm  from  gold  arises. 
For  this  the  Cestus  of  the  skies  is : 
And  as  in  Homer's  works,  we  read 
(And  Homer  is  the  poet's  creed) 
Of  a  well  twisted  golden  tether. 
That  tied  the  Heavens  and  Earth  together. 
Such  was  the  cord,  or  such  the  cable, 
That  tied  the  spheres  within  this  table ; 
By  which,  the  artist,  underhand. 
Would  give  the  wise  to  understand. 
That  interest,  in  ev'ry  creature. 
Throughout  religion,  law,  and  nature. 
From  east  to  west,  and  pole  to  pole. 
Moves,  binds,  suspends,  and  turns  the  whole. 

While  thus,  in  passing  slightly  o'er,  I 
Surveyed  the  scenes  of  ancient  story ; 
Or  ey*d,  with  more  minute  attention, 
What  prudence,  here,  forbids  to  mention; 
The  Muse  my  shoulder  tapp'd,  to  mind  me 
Of  things  that  pass'd,  the  while,  behind  me. 

I  tum'd  and  view*d,  with  deep  surprise. 
The  phantom  that  assaiPd  my  eyes : 
His  hinder-head  disrob'd  of  hair. 
His  sapless  back  and  shoulders  bare, 
ConfBss*d  the  wrinkles  of  a  sage 
Who  past  ten  Nestors  in  his  age ; 
But  cloth'd  belbre  with  decent  grace, 
And  infant  sweetness  in  his  face. 
Not  Smintheus  with  such  vigour  strung. 
Nor  blooming  Hebe  look'd  so  young. 

On  his  left  hand  a  palette  lay. 
With  many  a  teint  of  cokmrs  gay ; 
While,  guided  with  an  easy  slight. 
The  flying  pencil  grac'd  his  right 

Unnuiid)er'd  canvasses  appeared. 
Before  the  moving  artist  rearM, 


Whate'er  by  ignorance  is  bought. 
By  madness  wish'd  or  folly  sought. 
The  mitres,  coronets,  and  garters. 
To  which  Ambition  leads  his  mart3rTS ; 
With  ev'ry  joy  and  toy,  that  can 
Amuse  the  various  child  of  man. 
Was  painted  here  in  many  k  scene, 
A  trifling,  transient,  charming  train ! 

Awhile  I  stood,  in  thought  suspended. 
To  guess  what  these  affairs  intended  ; 
When,  lo,  the  Muse,  in  whispers,  told, 
"  T  is  fother  Time  whom  you  behold  ; 
In  part  discovered  to  the  wise. 
In  part  conceaPd  from  human  eyes. 
A  slave  to  yon  gold-giving  powV, 
For  him  he  spends  each  restless  hour  ; 
The  product  of  his  toil  intends 
As  gifts  to  those  his  god  befriends. 
And  paints  what  other  mortals  vie^ 
As  substances,  though  shades  to  you.*' 

She  ceas*d,  and,  turning  to  the  sentry, 
Desir'd  he  'd  give  the  ladies  entry ; 
And  straight  the  portal  open'd  wide. 
And  in  they  delug'd  like  a  tide. 
So,  to  some  grove,  by  stress  of  weather. 
Fast  flock  the  fowl  of  ev'ry  feather ; 
A  mighty,  pretty,  prating  rabble. 
Like  Iris  rigg'd,  and  tongued  like  Babel ; 
Then  crowding  toward  the  nuptial  throne. 
By  bags  of  strong  attraction  known. 
Low  bending  to  their  god  they  bow^d. 
And  vented  thus  their  pray'r  aloud : 

**  Great  power !  in  whom  our  sex  confides. 
Who  ruPst  the  turns  of  female  tides. 
Who  kenst,  while  varying  fancy  ranges 
Through  all  its  doubles,  twirls,  and  changes. 
To  what  a  woman's  heart  is  prone, 
A  secret  to  ourselves  unknown — 
O,  give  us,  give  us,  mighty  pow*r ! 
The  wedded  joy  of  ev'ry  hour : 
Assign  thy  favourites,  in  marriage. 
To  coaches  of  distinguished  carriage  ; 
To  all  the  frippery  df  dressing, 
A  nameless,  boundless,  endless  blessii^ ; 
To  drums,  ridottos,  sights,  and  sounds  ; 
To  visits  in  eternal  rounds ; 
To  card  and  counter,  rake  and  rattle ; 
To  the  whole  lust  of  tongue  and  tattle  ; 
And  all  the  dear  delightful  trances 
Of  countless  frolics,  fits,  and  fancies. 
You  have  heard,  that  men,  unpolish'd  booo ! 
Lay  naughty  passions  at  our  doors  ; 
T  is  your's  to  contradict  the  liar. 
Who  are,  jrourself,  our  chief  desire. 
O  then,  as  widow,  or  as  wife, 
To  yon  we  yiekl  each  choice  in  life; 
Or  would  you  ev'ry  pray'r  fulfil. 
Wed  us !  O !  wed  us,  to  our  will  !** 

They  ceas'd,  and,  without  more  addkmi. 
The  god  confirm'd  their  full  petitioD: 
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Ab4  A  fool  wifgOB  held  the  h&t 
Full  laden  with  a  weight  of  care : 
Shedgh'd;  her  siaten  ctught  the  aoond. 
And  one  insulting  laugh  went  round. 
The  second  was  a  dame  of  Britain, 
Who  hy  a  coronet  was  smitten ; 
With  boldaess  she  advanced  her  claim, 
Exulting  in  so  just  a  flame. 
But  ah,  where  bliss  alone  was  patent, 
What  unsuspected  mischief  latent ! 
The  worst  in  all  Pandora's  bov, 
Ikr  coronet  contain'd  a » 

With  this  example  in  her  eye. 
The  third,  a  widowed  dame,  drew  nigh. 
And  fix*d  her  sight  and  soul  together 
Upon  a  raking  hat  and  fSeather; 
Kor  sigh'd  in  rain,  but  seized  her  dne^ 
And  clasp'd  old  age  in  twenty-twow 

Thus,  through  the  dlffiarence  and  degrees 
Of  sword-knots,  mitres,  and  toupees. 
Prim  bands,  pert  bobs,  and  well-hung  blades. 
Long  robes,  smart  jackets,  fierce  cockades, 
And  all  the  fooleries  in  &ahion, 
Whatever  became  the  darling  passkm. 
The  good  for  which  they  did  importune,    ^ 
Was  straight  rerers'd  into  misfortune  ^ 
And  ev'ry  woman,  like  the  first. 
Was,  at  her  own  entreaty,  cncst 

At  length,  was  introduo'd  a  fair. 
With  such  a  face,  and  such  an  air. 
As  never  was,  on  Earth,  I  ween. 
Save  by  poetic  organs,  seen. 

With  decent  grace  and  gentle  cheer, 
Tlie  bright  adventurer  drew  near ; 
Her  mild  approach  the  godhead  spied. 
And,  <<  Fairest,"  with  a  smile,  he  cried, 
"  If  aught  you  seek  in  Hymen's  pow'r. 
Yon  find  him  in  a  happy  hour." 

At  this,  the  virgin,  half  amazed. 
As  round  the  spadoos  dome  she  gaz'd» 
With  caution  ev'ry  symbol  ey'd. 
And,  blushing,  gracefully  replied. 

"  If  yon  are  he,  whose  pow'r  controls 
And  knits  the  sjrmpatfay  of  souls. 
Then,  whence  this  pomp  of  worthless  geer. 
And  why  this  heap  of  counters  here  ? 
Is  this  vain  show  of  glittering  ore. 
The  bliss  that  Hymen  has  in  store  } 
b>ve  sees  the  ibUy  with  the  g^, 
And  laughs  to  scorn  thy  useless  droM. 

"  Where  are  the  symbols  of  thy  reign  ? 
And  where  thy  robe  of  Tyn«n  grain. 
Whose  tdnt,  in  virgin-oolours  dy'd. 
Derives  its  blushing  from' the  bride  ? 
Where  is  thy  torc^  serenely  bright. 
To  lovers  yieldmg  warmth  and  Wfjbi^ 
That  from  the  heart  derives  its  file. 


The  call  of  Nature  to  her  kind. 
And  all  the  tunings  of  the  mind, 
That,  winding  Heaven's  harmoniom  plan, 
G>mpose  the  brotherhood  of  man.** 

She  said,  and  gracefVilly  withdrew; 
Her  steps  the  Muse  and  I  pursue. 
Along  an  unfr^uented  way 
The  virgin  led,  nor  led  astray ; 
Till,  like  the  first,  in  form  and  size, 
A  second  fabric  struck  our  eyes : . 
We  enter'd,  guided  by  the  foir. 
And  saw  a  second  Hymen  there. 

A  silken  robe  of  saffron  hue 
About  his  decent  shoulders  flew  ; 
While  a  fair  taper's  virgin  light 
Oave  Ovid  to  his  soul  and  sight 

An  hundred  Cupids  wantoned  round. 
Whose  useless  quivers  strow'd  the  ground ; 
While,  careless  of  their  wonted  trade. 
They  with  the  smiling  Graces  play*d. 

Along  the  walPs  extended  side. 
With  teints  of  varying  nature  dy'd. 
In  needled  tapestry,  was  told 
The  tale  of  many  a  love  Df  old. 

In  groves,  that  breath'd  a  citron  air. 
Together  walk'd  the  wedded  pair; 
Or  to3r'd  upon  the  vernal  ground. 
Their  beauteous  ofbpring  sporting  round; 
Or,  lock'd  in  sweet  embrsoement,  lay. 
And  slept  and  lov*d  the  night  away. 

There  sat  Penel^>e  in  tears, 
Besieg'd,  like  TVoy,  fbr  ten  long  years : 
Her  suitors,  in  a  neighbouring  room. 
Wait  the  king  promise  of  the  loom. 
Which  she  defers  from  day  to  day. 
Till  death  determin'd  to  deby. 
^th  thoughts  of  fond  remembrance  wrung. 
Beep  sorrowing,  o'er  her  work  she  hung ; 
Where,  in  the  fields,  at  Ilium  fbught. 
The  labours  of  her  lord  she  wrought. 
The  toil,  the  dust,  the  flying  fbe, 
1\m  rallied  host,  the  instant  blow; 
Then,  sighing,  trembled  at  the  view, 
Scar'd  at  the  dangers  which  she  drew. 

There  too,  suspended  o'er  the  wave, 
Alcione  was  seen  to  rave. 
When,  as  the  foundering  wreck  she  spied^ 
She  on  her  sinking  Geyx  cried : 
Her  Geyx,  though  by  seas  Cfppnmf^, 
Still  bears  her  image  in  hb  breast;     . 
And,  with  his  fondest  latest  breath. 
Murmurs,  "  Alcione !"  in  death. 

Panthea  there,  upon  a  bier, 
Lay'd  the  sole  lord  of  her  desire  % 
His  limbs  were  scattered  through  tli^  plains ; 
She  jom*d,  and  kise'd,  the  dear  remaina* 
Too  pondYous  was  her  weight  of  ^ 
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She  Hero,  he  Leandec,  oain*d, 
For  mutual  feith,  as  beauty,  fieuii'd  ! 
Their  story,  from  its  source,  began, 
And,  to  the  fatal  peiiod,  nin. 

While,  bow*d  at  Cytherea's  shrne, 
The  youth  adores  her  powV  divine. 
He  sees  her  blooming  priestestf  there, 
Beyond  the  sea-bom  gDddess,  fair : 
She,  as  some  god,  the  stripling  eyes. 
Just  lighted  from  his  native  skies^- 
The  god,  whose  chariot  guides  the  hour ; 
Or,  haply,  love*8  immortal  pow'r. 

At  once,  their  conscious  glances  spoke. 
Like  fate,  the  strong  and  mutual  stroke; 
Attracted  by  a  secret  force, 
like  currents  meeting  in  their  coarse, 
That,  thence,  one  stream  for  ever  rolls, 
Together  rush'd  their  mingling  souls, 
Too  close  for  fortune  to  divide. 
For  each  was  lost  in  either  tide. 

In  vain,  by  ruthless  parents  torn, 
Their  bodies  are  asunder  bortie. 
And  towVing  bulwarks  intervene, 
And  envious  ocean  rolls  between ; 
Love  wings  their  letters  o'er  the  sea. 
And  kisses  melt  the  seals  away. 

And  now  the  sable  night  impends, 
Leander  to  the  shore  descends. 
Exults  at  the  appointed  hour. 
And  marks  the  signal  on  the  tow'r — > 
A  torch,  to  guide  the  lover's  way, 
EndearM  beyond  the  brightest  day  I 

At  once,  he  plunges  in  the  tide; 
His  arms  the  Hellespont  divide ; 
The  danger  and  the  toil  he  braves, 
And  dashes  the  contending  waves. 

While  near,  and  nearer  to  his  sight. 
The  taper  darts  a  ruddier  light. 
Recruited  at  the  view,  be  glows ; 
Aside  the  whelming  billow  throws : 
The  winds  and  seas  oppose  in  vain ; 
He  spurns,  he  mounts,  he  skims  the  main. 

Now,  from  the  towV,  where  Hero  stood. 
And  threw  a  radianoe  o'er  the  flood, 
Leander,  in  the  deep,  she  spied. 
And  would  have  spnmg  to  join  his  side ; 
However,  her  wishes  make  essay. 
And  clasp  and  warm  hiin  on  bis  way. 

l*he  main  is  crossM,  the  shore  is  gain'd. 
The  long  wish'd  hour,  at  last,  attain 'd. 
But  lovers,  if  there  e*er  arose 
A  pair,  so  form'd  and  fond  as  those. 
So  lov'd,  so  beauteous,  and  so  bless'd. 
Alone  can  speak  or  think  the  rest; 
Nor  will  the  weeping  Muse  unfold 
The  close,  too  tragic  to  be  told  ! 

Long  were  the  loving  list  to  name, 
With  Portia's  faith,  that  swallow'd  flame: 
But  much  the  longer  list  were  those 


Long  time  the  much  mquiriBg  mmid. 
From  story  on  to  story  stray'd ; 
JoyM  in  the  joys  that  lovers  know. 
Or  wept  her  tribute  to  their  woe ; 
Till  H3rmen,  with  a  placid  air, 
Approaching,  thus  address'd  the  fur. 

*'  Hail  to  the  Nymph,  wiSose  sacred  tnm 
Of  virtues  shall  restore  my  reign  I 
Whatever  the  wishes  of  thy  soul, 
But  speak  them,  and  possess  the  whole." 

"  Thanks,  gentle  pow'r,"  the  maid  replied  ; 
**  Your  bounty  shall  be  aitiply  tried. 
I  seek  not  titles,  rank,  or  state, 
Superfluous  to  the  truly  great ; 
Nor  yet,  to  sordid  wealth  inclin'd. 
The  poorest  passion  of  the  mind ; 
But,  simply  tix'd  to  Nature's  plan, 
I  seek  the  associate  in  the  man. 

"  Yet,  O  beware !  for  much  dependf 
On  what  that  syllable  intends.  * 

"  Give  him  a  form  that  may  delight 
My  inward  sense,  my  mental  ught ; 
In  ev'ry  outward  act,  design'd 
To  speak  an  elegance  of  mind. 

**  In  him,  by  science,  travel,  ta<te, 
Be  nature  polish'd,  not  defac'd  ;  '' 

And  set,  as  is  the  brilliant  stone, 
To  be,  with  double  lustre,  shown. 

*^  Sweet  be  the  music  of  his  tongue. 
And,  as  the  lyre  of  David,  strung, 
To  steal,  from  each  delighted  day, 
Afliiction,  care,  and  time,  away. 

"  Within  his  comprehensive  tool 
Let  Heaven's  harmonious  system  roll  $ 
There  let  the  great,  the  good,  the  wise. 
Of  fEimM  antiquity  arise. 
From  ev'ry  age  and  ev'ry  clime. 
Eluding  death,  and  circling  time  ! 
There  let  the  sacred  virtues  meet. 
And  range  their  known  and  native  seat ! 
There  let  the  charities  unite. 
And  human  feelings  weep  delight!" 

*'  Kind  power !  if  such  a  youth  you  knoVf 
He  's  all  the  Heav^  I  ask,  below." 

So  wished  the  much*aspiring  maid ; 
Pale  tum'd  the  power,  and,  sighing,  said  t 

'*  Alas  !  like  him  you  foodiy  claim. 
Through  ev'ry  boasted  form  and  name. 
That  graces  Nature^s  varying  round, 
A  second  is  not  to  be  found  ! 
Your  suit,  fftir  creature,  must  miscarry. 
Till  CuAaLEMONT  resolves  to  marry." 


•■3 

le.    ^ 


THE  SPARROW  AND  THE  DOVE. 

It  was,  as  leam'd  traditions  say, 
Upon  an  April's  blithsome  day. 
When  Pleasure,  ever  on  the  wing. 
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For  er'iy  she  bis  bosom  burns, 
And  t^is,  and  that,  he  wooes  by  turns ; 
And  here  a  sigh,  and  there  a  bill. 
And  here—"  those  eyes,  so  formM  to  kill!'* 
And  now,  with  ready  tongue,  He  strings 
Unmeaning,  soft,  resistless  things ; 
With  TOWS  and  demmes  skillM  to  woo. 
As  other  pretty  fellows  do. 
Not  that  he  thought  this  short  essay 
A  prologue  need^l  to  his  play ; 
No,  trust  me,  says  our  learned  letter, 
He  knew  the  virtuous  sex  much  better: 
But  these  he  held  as  specious  arts. 
To  show  his  own  superior  parts ; 
The  form  of  decency  to  shield. 
And  giTe  a  just  pretence  to  yield. 

Thus  finishing  his  courtly  play, 
He  mark'd  the  favourite  of  a  day ; 
With  careless  impudence  drew  near. 
And  whispered  Hebrew  in  her  ear; 
A  hint,  which,  like  tbe  raason*s  sign, 
The  conscious  can  alone  define. 

The  fiuttering  nymph,  expert  at  feigning. 
Cried,  '*  Sir — pray,  sir,  explain  your  meaning- 
Go,  prate  to  those  that  may  endure  ye— 
To  me  this  rudeness ! — I  Ml  assure  ye  I*'— 
Then  off  she  glided,  like  a  swallow. 
As  saying — ^you  ^uess  where  to  follow. 

To  such  as  know  the  party  set, 
'T  is  needless  to  declare  they  met; 
The  parson's  bam,  as  authors  mention, 
Confess*d  the  fair  had  apprehension. 
Her  honour  there  secure  ttom  stain. 
She  held  all  further  trifling  vain. 
No  more  affected  to  be  coy, 
But  rush*d  licentious  on  the  joy. 

••  Hist,  love!" — the  male  companion  cried; 
*'  Retire  a  while,  I  fear  we  're  spy*d.'* 
Nor  was  the  caution  vain ;  he  saw 
A  turtle  rustling  in  the  straw. 
While  o*er  her  callow  brood  she  hung, 
And  fondly  thus  address'd  her  young. 

*'  Ye  tender  objects  of  my  care  1 
Peace,  peace,  ye  little  helpl^  pair ! 
Anon  he  comes,  your  gentle  sire. 
And  brings  you  all  your  hearts  require. 
For  us,  his  infiants,  and  his  bride. 
For  us,  with  only  love  to  guide. 
Our  lord  assumes  an  eagle's  speed, 
Anid  like  a  lion  darts  to  bleed. 
Nor  yet  by  wintry  skies  confin'd, 
He  mounts  upon  the  rudest  wind  f 
From  danger  tears  the  vital  spoil. 
And  with  affection  sweetens  toil. 
Ah  cease,  too  venturous !  cease  to  dare ; 
In  thine,  our  dearer  safety  spare! 
From  him,  ye  cruel  falcons,  stray ; 
And  turn,  ye  fowlers,  far  away ! 

"  Should  I  survive  to  see  tbe  daff 
That  tears  me  from  myself  away. 
That  cancels  all  that  Heav'n  could  give, 
The  life  by  which  alone  I  live; 
Alas,  how  more  than  lost  were  T, 
Who,  in  the  thought,  ahready  die !" 

Ye  powers,  whom  men  and  birds  obey, 
Oreat  rulers  of  your  creatures,  say. 
Why  mourning  comes,  by  bliss  convey'd. 
And  e*en  the  sweets  of  love  allay*d  ? 
Where  grows  enjoyment,  tall  and  fair, 
Around  it  twines  entangrmg  care ; 


While  fear  for  what  our  soiits  possess, 
Enervates  ev'ry  pow'r  to  bless : 
Yet  friendship  forms  the  bliss  above; 
And,  life  !  what  art  thou,  without  love  ? 

Our  hero,  who  had  heard  apart. 
Felt  something  moving  in  his  heart ; 
But  quickly,  with  disdain,  Buppress*d 
The  virtue  rising  in  his  breast: 
And  first  be  feign'd  to  laugh  aloud ; 
And  next,  approaching,  smiPd  and  bow'd. 

"  Madam,  you  must  not  think  me  rude( 
Good  manners  never  can  intrude. 
T  vow  I  come  through  pure  good  nature-^ 
Upon  my  soul,  a  charming  creature! — 
Are  these  the  comforts  of  a  wife  ? 
This  careful,  cloister'd,  moapiog  life  ? 
No  cloubt,  that  odious  thing,  call'd  duty. 
Is  a  sweet  province  for  a  beauty. 
Thou  pretty  ignorance !  thy  will 
Is  measured  to  thy  want  of  skill ; 
That  good  old-fashion'd  dame,  thy  mother. 
Has  taught  thy  infant  years  no  other — 
Tbe  greatest  ill  in  the  creation, 
Is  sure  the  want  of  education ! 

*'  But  think  ye  ? — tell  me  without  feigning, 
Have  all  these  charms  no  further  meaning } 
Dame  Nature,  if  you  do  n't  forget  her. 
Might  teach  your  ladyship  much  better. 
For  shame,  reject  this  mean  employment; 
Enter  the  world,  and  taste  enjoyment, 
Where  time,  by  circling  bliss,  we  measure; 
Beauty  was  formed  alone  for  pleasure  ! 
Come,  prove  the  blessing,  follow  me; 
Be  wise,  be  happy,  and  be  free.*' 

**  Kind  sir,*'  reply*d  our  matron  chaste, 
'*  Your  zeal  seems  pretty  much  in  haste. 
I  own,  the  fondness  to  be  bless*d. 
Is  a  deep  thirst  in  ev'ry  breast: 
Of  blessings  too  I  have  my  store ; 
Yet  quarrel  not,  should  Heav'n  give  more. 
Then  prove  the  change  to  be  expedient. 
And  think  me,  sir,  your  most  obedient" 

Here  turning,  as  to  one  inferior. 
Our  gallant  spdce,  and  smii'd  superior. 
**  Methinks,  to  quit  your  boasted  station, 
Requires  a  worid  of  hesitation ! 
Where  brats  and  bonds  are  held  a  blessing. 
The  case,  I  doubt,  is  past  redressing. 
Why,  child,  suppose  the  joys  I  mention 
Were  the  mere  fhiits  of  my  invention. 
You  've  cause  sufficient  for  your  carriage, 
In  flying  from  the  curse  of  marriage ; 
That  sly  deooy,  with  vary'd  snares. 
That  takes  your  widgeons  in  by  pairs ; 
Alike  to  husband,  and  to  wife. 
The  cure  of  love,  and  bane  of  life ; 
The  only  method  of  forecasting. 
To  make  misfortune  firm  and  lasting ; 
The  sin,  by  Heaven's  peculiar  sentence. 
Unpardoned,  thiOugh  a  life's  repentance  t 
It  is  the  double  snake,  that  weds 
A  common  tail  to  different  heads. 
That  lead  the  carcass  still  astray. 
By  dragging  each  a  different  way. 
Of  all  the  ills  that  may  attend  me. 
From  marriage,  mighty  gods,  defend  me  ! 

*<  Give  me  frank  Nature's  wild  demesne. 
And  boundless  tract  of  air  serene. 
Where  Fancy,  ever  iring*d  for  change, 
DeHjht,  to  .port.  «»«KgSb,.to^^Q<3g|g 
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There,  Liberty !  to  tbac  if  cmmg 
Whatever  of  bliss  is  worth  bestowing : 
Delights,  still  mry'd,  and  divine, 
Sweet  goddess  of  the  hills !  are  thine. 

"  What  say  you  now,  you  pretty  pink  you  ? 
Have  1  for  once  spoke  reason^  think  you-f 
You  take  me  now  for  no  romancer — 
Come,  never  study  for  an  answer ; 
Away,  cast  ev'ry  care  behind  ye, 
And  fly  where  joy  alone  shall  find  ye.** 

"  Soft  yet,"  retum*d  our  female  fencer, 
'*  A  question  more,  or  so— and  then,  sir. 
You*have  rally'd  me  with  sense  exceeding. 
With  much  fine  wit,  and  better  breeding : 
But  pray,  sir,  how  do  you  contrive  it  ? 
Do  those  of  your  world  never  wive  it  ?*• 
"  No,  no."—"  How  then  ?"— "  Why  dare  I  tell.?  - 
What  does  the  business  full  as  well." 
**  Do  you  ne'er  love  ?'* — "  An  hour  att  leisure." 
"  Have  you  no  friendships  ?'*—"  Yes,  for  pleasure.' 
"  No  care  for  little  ones?"—"  We  get  them ; 
The  rest  the  mothen  mind,  and  let  them." 

'*  Thou  wretch,**  rejoined  the  kindling  Dove, 
*'  Quite  lost  to  life,  as  lost  to  love ! 
Whene'er  misfortune  come,  how  just ! 
And  come  misfortune  surely  must ; 
In  the  dread  season  of  dismay. 
In  that  your  hour  of  trial,  say. 
Who  then  shall  prop  your  sinkhig  heart ; 
Who  bear  affliction's  weightier  part  ? 

**  Say,  when  the  black-browM  welkin  bends. 
And  winter's  gloomy  form  impends. 
To  mourning  turns  all  transient  cheer. 
And  blasts  the  melancholy  year ; 
For  times,  at  no  persuasion,  stay. 
Nor  vice  can  find  perpetual  May; 
Then  where  *s  that-tong^e,  by  folly  fed  ? 
That  soul  of  pertnessj  whither  fled  ? 
All  shrunk  within  thy  lonely  nest, 
Forlorn,  abandun'd,  and  nnbless'd  I 
No  friends,  by  cordial  bonds  ally*d. 
Shall  seek  thy  cold.unmcial  side ; 
No  chirping  prattlers,  to  deUght 
Shall  turn  the  long-enduring  night ; 
No  bride  her  words  of  balm  impart. 
And  warm  thee  at  her  constant  heart 

**  Freedom,  restrain'd  by  reason's  foi>ee, 
Is  as  the  Sun's  nnvaryrog  course. 
Benignly  active,  sweetly  bright, 
Aflbrding  warmth,  affording  light ; 
But  torn  from  virtue's  sacred  rules. 
Becomes  a  comet,  gaz*d  by  fools, 
Forebodiug  cares,  and  storms,  and  strife. 
And  fraught  with  all  the  plagaes  of  life. 

**  Thou  fool !  by  union,  every  creatore 
Subsists  through  universal  nature ; 
And  this,  to  beings  void  of  mind. 
Is  wedlock  of  a  meaner  kind. 

*<  While  womb'd  in  space,  primeval  clay 
A  yet  unfoshion'd  embryo  lay. 


The  Son  displayed  his  ort>  to  flight, 
And  burnt  with  hymeneal  light. 

*<  Hence  Nature's  ▼irgin-womb  oooeeiv'd. 
And  with  the  genial  burden  heavM  : 
Forth  came  the  oak,  her  first-born  heir. 
And  scal'd  the  breathing  steep  of  air; 
Then  infont  stems,  of  vmiiouf  use, 
Imbib'd  her  soft  maternal  juice ;  | 

The  flowers,  in  early  bloom  disdoi'd,  j 

Upon  her  fragrantbreaft  repos'd  ;  | 

Within  her  warm  embvaees  grew, 
A  race  of  endless  form  and  hoe;  / 

Then  pour'd  her  lesser  oflbpringroaad,  ^ 

And  fondly  doth'd  their  parent  gnmnd. 

"  Nor  here  alone  the  virtue  reigu'd. 
By  matter's  cumb*ring  form  detain'd; 
But  thence,  subliming,  and  refin'd, 
Aspir'd,  and  reach'd  its  kindred  mind : 
Caught  in  the  fond,  cdesrial  fire. 
The  mind  perceiv'd  unknown  desire; 
And  now  with  kind  effusion  flww'd. 
And  now  with  oordial  ardours  glow^  ; 
Beheld  the  sympathetic  fair. 
And  lov'd  its  own  resemblanee  there; 
On  all  with  cirdbg  radiance  shone. 
But,  cent'ring,  fix'd  on  one  alone  ; 
There  clasp'd  the  hes.vett-appoiabod  wi0B^ 
And  doubled  ev'ry  joy  of  lire. 

"  Here  ever  blessing,  ever  bless'dy 
Resides  this  beauty  of  the  breast; 
As  from  his  palace,  here  the  god 
Still  beanu  effulgent  bliss  abMd. 
Here  gems  his  own  etetnal  round. 
The  ring  by  which  the  world  is  bonad  ; 
Here  bids  his  seat  of  empire  grow. 
And  builds  his  little  Heav'n  bekiw. 

"  The  bridal  partners  thus  ally'd. 
And  thus  in  sweet  accordance  tied. 
One  body,  heart,  and  spirit  live, 
Enricfa'd  by  ev'ry  joy  they  give  ; 
like  Echo,  from  her  vocal  bold, 
Retum'd  in  music  twenty  fold. 
Their  union  firm,  and  undecay'd. 
Nor  time  can  shake,  nor  power  invade  ; 
But  as  the  stem  and  scion  stand. 
Ingrafted  by  a  skilful  hand. 
They  check  the  tempest's  wtatiy  rage^ 
And  bloom  and  strei^pthen  into  age. 
A  thousand  amities  unknown. 
And  powers  perceiv'd  by  love  aloM^ 
Endearing  fooks,  and  oliaste  desire. 
Fan  and  support  the  mutual  fire. 
Whose  flame,  perpetual  as  refin'dy 
Is  fed  by  an  immortal  mind. 

**  Nor  yet  the  nuptial  sanction  eods  I 
like  Nile  it  opens,  and  desoends, 
Which,  by  apparent  windings  led» 
We  trace  to  its  celestial  head : 
The  sire,  first  springing  from  abov^ 
Becomes  the  source  of  life  and  kive, 
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WHh  pvtbl  eyes  no  pttrenls  Me, 
And  ble»  their  yemrt  restor'd  in  thM. 

**  In  mge  rejected,  or  declin'd. 
An  alien  e'en  anumg  thy  kind. 
The  p«rtner  ^f  thy  scomM  embrace 
Shall  play  the  wanton  in  thy  face ; 
Each  spark  unplnme  thy  little'  pride. 
All  friendship  fly  thy  fiuthless  side; 
Thy  name  shall  like  thy  carcass  rot. 
In  sickness  spumM,  in  death  fSorgot. 

"  All  giving  Poir'r!  great  Source  of  life! 
O  hear  the  parent !  hear  the  wife  ! 
That  life  thoa  lendest  finom  abore, 
Though  little,  make  it  large  in  love; 
O  bid  my  feeling  heart  esqNuid 
To  evVy  claim,  on  ev*ry  hand ; 
To  those  from  whom  my  dajrs  I  drew. 
To  these  in  whom  those  days  renew; 
To  all  my  kin,  however  wide, 
In  cordial  warmth,  as  blood  ally'd ; 
To  friends»with  steelly  fetters  twm'd. 
And  to  the  cruel  not  unkind ! 

'*  But  chief,  the  lord  of  my  desire. 
My  lifef  myself,  my  soul,  my  sire. 
Friends,  cbildroi,  all  that  wish  can  claim. 
Chaste  passion  clasp,  and  rapture  name ; 
O  spare  him,  spare  him,  gracious  Power ! 
O  give  him  to  my  latest  hour ! 
Let  me  my  length  of  life  employ. 
To  give  my  sole  enjoy  meut  joy ; 
Wm  lovtt  1^  mutual  love  exdte ; 
Turn  all  my  cares  to  his  delight ; 
And  ev*ry  needless  blessing  spare. 
Wherein  my  darling  wants  a  share. 
When  he  with  graceful  action  wooes. 
And  sweetly  bills,  and  fondly  cooes. 
Ah !  deck  me,  to  his  eyes  alone, 
With  charms  attractive  as  his  own ; 
And  in  my  circling  wmgs  caressed, 
Give  all  the  lover  to  my  breast 
Then  in  our  chaste,  ooonubial  b^ 
My  bosom  pillow'd  for  his  head, 
His  eyes  with  bKssAil  slumbest  ckwe. 
And  watch,  with  me,  my  lord'k  repose ; 
Your  peace  around  his  temples  twine, 
And  love  him,  with  a  love  Kke  mine. 

**  And,  for  I  know  his  gen'rous  flame, 
Beyond  whate'er  my  sex  can  claim. 
Me  too  to  your  protection  take, 
And  spare  me  for  my  husband's  sake. 
Let  one  unruffled  calm  ddight 
The  loving,  and  belov*d  unite; 
One  pure  desire  our  bosoms  warm. 
One  will  direct,  one  wish  inform ; 
Through  life,  one  mutual  aid  sustain. 
In  death,  one  peaoefel  grave  contain !'' 

While,  swelling  with  the  darling  theme. 
Her  accents  pour'd  an  endless  stivam. 
The  well-lpDOwn  wings  a  sound  impart. 
That  reached  her  ear,  and  touched  her  heart ; 
Quick  dropp'd  the  music  of  ber  tongue, 
And  forth,  with  eager  joy,  she  sprung  ; 
As  swift  her  entring  consort  flew. 
And  plnm'd  and  kindled  at  the  view ; 
Their  wings  their  souls  embracing  meet. 
Their  hearts  with  answering  measure  bent. 
Half  lost  in  sacred  sweete,  and  bless'd 
With  raptures  felt^  but  ne^  expressed. 

Straight  to  ber  boBble  roof  she  led 
The  partner  of  htr  spetlea  bed : 


Her  young,  m  fluttering  pair,  arise. 
Their  welcome  sparkling  in  their  eyes ; 
Transported,  to  their  sire  they  bound. 
And  hang  with  speechless  action  round. 
In  pleasure  wrapt,  the  parents  stand, 
And  see  their  little  wings  expand ; 
The  sire,  his  life-eustaioing  prize 
To  each  expecting  bill  applies, 
There  fondly  pours  the  wheaten  spoil. 
With  transport  given,  though  won  with  toil ; 
While,  all  collected  at  the  sight. 
And  silent  through  supreme  delight. 
The  fair  high  Heaven  of  bliss  beguiles. 
And  on  her  lord  and  iufisnts  smiles. 

The  Sparrow,  whose  attention  bung 
Upon  the  Dove's  enchanting  tongue. 
Of  all  hb  liUle  slighu  disarm'd, 
And  from  himself,  by  virtue  cbarmM, 
When  now  he  saw,  whst  only  seem'd 
A  feet,  so  late  a  fable  .deem'd. 
His  soul  to  envy  be  resigned. 
His  hours  of  folly  to  the  wind; 
In  secret  wish'd  a  turtle  too, 
And  sighing  to  himself  withdrew. 


THE  FEMALE  SEDUCERS. 

T  IS  said  of  widow,  maid,  and  wife. 
That  honour  is  a  woman's  life ; 
Unhappy  sex !  who  only  claim 
A  being  in  the  breath  of  fame. 
Which  tainted,  not  the  quickening  gales 
That  sweep  Sabsa's  spicy  vales. 
Nor  all  the  healing  sweets  restore. 
That  breathe  along  Arabia's  shore. 

The  traveller,  if  he  chance  to  stray. 
May  turn  uncensur'd  to  his  way; 
Polluted  streams  again  are  pure. 
And  deepest  wounds  admit  a  cure : 
But  woman  no  redemption  knows; 
The  wounds  of  honour  never  close ! 

Though  distant  ev*ry  hand  to  guide. 
Nor  skili'd  on  life's  tempestuous  tide, 
If  once  her  feeble  bark  recede. 
Or  deviate  from  the  course  decreed, 
In  vain  she  seeks  the  friendless  shore— 
Her  swifter  folly  flies  before ; 
The  circling  ports  against  her  close. 
And  shut  the  wanderer  firom  repose  ; 
Till,  by  conflicting  waves  oppress'd, 
Her  fbund'ring  pinnace  sinks  to  rest. 

'*  Are  there  no  offerings  to  atone. 
For  but  a  single  enrour  ?" — None. 
Though  woman  is  avow*d,  of  old. 
No  daughter  of  celestial  mould. 
Her  tempVmg  nbt  without  allay. 
And  form'd  but  of  the  finer  clay. 
We  challenge  firom  the  mortal  dame 
The  strength  angelic  natures  claim  ; 
Nay  more ;  for  sacred  stories  tell. 
That  e'en  immortal  angels  fell. 

**  Whatp'er  fUls  the  teeming  sphere 
Of  humid  earth,  and  ambient  air. 
With  var3ring  elements  endu'd, 
Was  form'd  to  fall,  and  rise  renew'd. 

*'  The  stars  no  fix'd  duration  know  ; 
Wide  oceans  ebb,  again  to  flow ; 
The  Moon  repletasr  her  waining  face, 
AU-beauteooi,  from  hfK  U^  disgrace 
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And  sunt,  that  niQani  approaishiiig  oight. 
Refulgent  rise  with  new-born  light.' 

'*  In  vain  may  death  and  time  subdoe^ 
While  Nature  mints  her  race  anew. 
And  holds  some  vital  spark  apart, 
Like  virtue,  hid  in  ev*ry  heart : 
T  is  hence,  reviving  warmth  is  seen 
To  clothe  a  naked  world  in  green ; 
No  longer  barr'd  by  winter*8  cold. 
Again  the  gates  of  life  unfold  ;      ^ 
Again  each  insect  tries  his  wing. 
And  lifts  fresh  pinions  on  the  spring  ; 
AgaiA,  from  ev'ry  latent  root. 
The  bladed  stem  and  tendril  shoot. 
Exhaling  incense  to  the  skies. 
Again  to  perish,  and  to  rise. 

**  And  must  weak  woman  then  disown 
The  change,  to  which  a  world  is  prone  ? 
In  one  meridian  brightness  shine. 
And  ne*er  like  evening  suns  decline  ? 
ResolvM  and  firm  alune  ?— Is  this 
What  we  demand  of  woman  ?** — Yes. 

**  But  should  the  spark  of  vestal  fire. 
In  some  unguarded  hour  escpire ; 
Or  should  the  nightly  thief  invade 
Hesperia's  chaste  and  sacred  shade. 
Of  all  the  blooming  spoil  posseM'd, 
The  dragon,  Honour,  cha'rm'd  to  rest ; 
Shall  virtue's  flame  no  more  return  ? 
No  more  with  virgin  splendour  bum  ? 
No  more  the  ravaged  garden  blow 
With  spring's  succeeding  blossom  ?" — ^No : 
Pity  may  mourn,  but  not  restore ; 
And  woman  falls,  to  rise  no  more ! 

Within  this  sublunary  sphere, 
A  couptry  lies— no  matter  where; 
The  clime  may  readily  be  ftnind. 
By  all  who  tread  poetic  ground. 
A  stream,  call'd  Life,  across  it  glides. 
And  equally  the  land  divides: 
And  here,  of  Vice  the  province  lies ; 
And  there,  the  hills  of  Virtue  rise  ! 

Upon  a  mountain's  airy  stand. 
Whose  summit  look'd  to  either  land. 
An  ancient  pair  their  dwelling  chose. 
As  well  for  prospect  as  repose ; 
For  mutual  faith  they  long  were  fam*d. 
And  Temperance,  and  Religion,  nam'd. 

A  numerous  progeny  divine. 
Confessed  the  honours  of  their  line : 
But  in  a  little  daughter  feir, 
W^H  centered  more  than  half  their  care ; 
For  Heaven,  to  gratulatd  her  birth. 
Gave  signs  of  future  joy  to  Earth : 
White  was  the  robe  this  infjint  wore. 
And  Ghastly  the  name  she  bore. 


By  turns  they  snafcch'd  her  to  their  breast. 
And  thus  the  fears  of  age  expressed. 

•*  O  jo5rful  cause  of  many  a  care ! 
O  daughter,  too  divinely  fkir! 
Yon  worid,  on  this  important  day. 
Demands  thee  to  a  daiig'rcms  way ; 
A  painful  journey  all  must  go, 
Whose  doubtful  period  none  can  know ; 
Whose  due  direction  who  can  find. 
Where  reason  's  mute,  and  sense  n  blind  ? 
Ah,  what  unequal  leaders  these. 
Through  such  a  wide  perplexing  maze  I 
Then  mark  the  warnings  of  the  wise. 
And  learn  what  love  and  years  advise, 

"  Far  to  the  right  thy  prospect  bend, 
Where  yonder  tow'ring  hills  ascend : 
Lo,  there  th'  arduous  path 's  in  view. 
Which  Virtue  and  her  sons  pursue ; 
With  toil  o'er  lessening  Earth  they  rise. 
And  gain,  and  gain,  upon  the  skies  ! 
Narrow  *s  the  way  her  children  tread ; 
No  walk  for  plesBure  smoothly  spread. 
But  rough,  and  difficult,  and  steep. 
Painful  to  climb,  and  hard  to  keep. 

'*  Fruits  inmiature  those  lands  dispense, 
A  food  indelicate  to  sense. 
Of  taste  unpleasant ;  yet  from  those 
Pure  health  with  che«pful  vigour  flows. 
And  strength  unfeeling  of  decay. 
Throughout  the  long  laborious  way. 

'*  Hence,  as  they  scale  that  heavenly  road. 
Each  limb  is  lighten'd  of  its  load ; 
From  Earth  refining  still  they  go. 
And  leave  the  mortal  weight  below : 
Then  spreads  the  strait,  the  doubtful  clears. 
And  smooth  the  rugged  path  appears ; 
For  custom  turns  fatigue  to  ease. 
And,  taught  by  Virtue,  pain  can  please. 

"  At  length,  the  toilsome  journey  o'er. 
And  near  the  bright  celestial  shore, 
A  gulf,  black,  fearful,  and  profound. 
Appears,  of  either  worid  the  boond, 
Through  darkness  leading  up  to  light; 
Sense  backwards  shrinks,  and  shuns  the  sight; 
For  there  the  transitory  train. 
Of  time,  and  form,  and  care,  and  pain. 
And  matter's  gpnoss  encumb'ring  mass, 
Man's  late  associates,  cannot  pass. 
But  sinking,  quit  th*  immortal  charge. 
And  leave  the  wond'ring  soul  at  large ; 
Lightly  she  wings  her  obvious  way. 
And  mingles  with  eternal  day. 

"  Thither,  O  thither,  wing  thy  speed. 
Though  pleasure  charm,  or  pain  impede ! 
To  such  th'  all-bounteous  Power  has  giren. 
For  present  Earth,  a  future  Heaven  ; 
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While,  like  the  slumberer  in  the  night, 
PteasM  with  the  shadowy  dream  of  light, 
Before  her  alienated  eyes. 
The  scenes  of  fairy  lanid  arise ; 
The  puppet  world's  amusing  show, 
Dip'd  in  the  gayly  colour'd  bow, 
Sceptres,  and  wreaths,  and  glitt'dng  things, 
The  toys  of  infants,  and  of  kings. 
That  tempt,  along  the  baneful  plain. 
The  idly  wise,  and  lightly  vain ; 
Till  verging  on  the  guify  shore. 
Sudden  they  sink,  and  rise  no  more. 

**  But  list  to  what  thy  fates  declare  ; 
Though  thou  art  woman,  (rail  as  fair. 
If  once  thy  sliding  foot  should  stray. 
Once  quit  yon  heaven-appointed  way. 
For  thee,  lost  maid,  for  thee  alone. 
Nor  prayers  shall  plead,  nor  tears  atone  : 
Reproach,  scorn,  infamy,  and  hate. 
On  thy  returning  steps  shall  wait  $ 
Thy  form  be  loathed  by  ev'ry  eye, 
And  ev*ry  foot  thy  presence  fly.** 

Thus  arm*d  with  words  of  potent  sound, 
like  guardian-abgels  plac'd  around, 
,A  charm  by  Truth  divinely  cast. 
Forward  our  young  adventurer  paasM : 
Forth  from  her  sacred  eye-lids  sent. 
Like  mom,  forerunning  radiance  went ; 
While  Honour,  hand-maid  late  assign'd. 
Upheld  her  lucid  train  behind. 

Awe-struck,  the  oHMih  admiring  crowd 
Before  the  viri^in  vision  bow'd, 
Gaz*d  with  an  ever  new  delight. 
And  caught  firesh  virtue  at  the  sight : 
For  not  of  Earth's  unequal  frame 
They  deem  the  heaven-compounded  damQ; 
If  matter,  sure  the  most  refin'd. 
High  wrought,  and  temper'd  into  mind  I 
Some  darling  daughter  of  the  day. 
And  body'd  ^y  her  native  ray  ! 

Where'er  she  passes,  thousands  bend ; 
And  thousands,  where  she  moves,  attend ;' 
Her  ways  observant  eyes  confess. 
Her  steps  pursuing  praises  bless ; 
While  to  th'  elevated  maid 
Oblations,  as  to  Heaven,  are  paid. 

T  was  on  an  ever  blithsome  day. 
The  jovial  birth  of  rosy  May, 
When  genial  warmth,  no  more  suppressed, 
New  melts^he  frost  in  evVy  breast. 
The  cheek  with  secret  flushing  dyes. 
And  looks  kind  things  from  chastest  eyes ; 
The  Sun  with  healthier  visage  glows, 
Aside  his  clouded  Icerchief  throws. 
And  dances  up  th'  ethereal  plain. 
Where  late  he  us*d  to  climb  with  pain; 
While  Nature,  as  firom  bonds  set  free. 
Springs  out,  and  jcives  a  loose  to  jtlee. 


No  sounds  of  discord,  that  discloMr 
A  people  sunk  and  lost  in  woes. 
But  as  of  present  good  possess'd. 
The  very  triumph  of  the  blessVl. 
The  maid  in  wrapt  attention  hung. 
While  thus  approaching  Sirens  sung.^ 

"  Hither,  fiurest,  hither  haste! 
Brightest  beauty,  come  and  taste 
What  the  powers  of  bliss  unfold, 
Joys  too  mighty  to  be  told  ! 
Taste  what  ecstasies  they  give- 
Dying  raptures  taste,  and  live. 

'*  In  thy  lap,  disdaining  measure. 
Nature  empties  all  her  treasure ; 
Soft  desires  that  sweetly  languish, 
Fierce  delights  that  rise  to  anguish  t 
Fairest,  dott  thou  yet  delay  ? 
Brightest  beauty,  come  away  ! 

"  List  not,  when  the  froward  chide. 
Sons  of  pedantry  and  pride ; 
Snarlers,  to  whose  feeble  sense 
April's  sunshine  is  offence ; 
Age  and  envy  will  advise. 
Even  against  the  joy  they  prize. 

**  Come,  in  pleasure's  balmy  bowl. 
Slake  the  tbirstings  of  thy  soul, 
1111  thy  raptured  powers  are  fainting. 
With  enjoyment  past  the  painting : 
Fairest,  dost  thou  yet  delay  ? 
Brightest  beauty,  come  away  !" 

So  sung  the  Sirens,  as  of  yore, 
Upon  the  false  Ausonian  shore ; 
And  O !  for  that  preventing  chain. 
That  bound  Ulysses  on  the  main, 
That  so  our  fair-one  might  withstand 
The  covert  ruin  now  at  hand. 

The  song  her  charm'd  attention  drew. 
When  now  the  tempters  stood  in  view- 
Curiosity,  with  prying  eyes. 
And  bands  of  busy  bold  emprise  $ 
Like  Hermes  feather'd  were  her  feet. 
And,  like  forerunning  Fancy,  fleet : 
By  search  untaught,  by  toil  untir'd. 
To  novelty  she  still  aspir'd  $ 
Tasteless  of  evVy  good  poesess'd. 
And  but  in  expectation  bless'd. 

With  her,  associate,  Pleasure  came. 
Gay  Pleasure,  frolic-loving  dame ; 
Her  mien  all  swimming  in  delight. 
Her  beauties  half  riveaPd  to  sight; 
Loo«'d  flow'd  her  garmedts  from  the  groimd. 
And  caught  the  kissing  winds  around. 
As  erst  Medusa's  looks  were  known 
To  turn  beholders  into  stone, 
A  dire  reversion  here  they  felt. 
And  in  the  eye  of  Pleasure  mdt. 
Her  glance  with  sweet  persuasion  charm'd, 
Unnerv'd  the  strong,  the  steei'd  disarm'd; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


414 


BROOKE'S  POEMS. 


Still  down,  and  down,  the  winning  pair 
CompelI'd  the  straggling  yielding  fair. 

As  when  some  stately  vessel,  bound 
To  blessed  Arabia's  distant  ground, 
Borne  from  her  courses,  haply  lights 
Where  Barca*8  flow'ry  clime  invites, 
Cooceard  around  whose  treach'rous  land, 
'Lurk  the  dire  rock,  and  dang*rous  sand ; 
The  pilot  warns,  with  sail  and  oar 
To  shun  the  much  suspected  shore~- 
In  vain ;  the  tide,  too  subtly  strong. 
Still  bears  the  wrestling  baric  along; 
Till  foundering  she  resigns  to  fate. 
And  sinks  o'erwhelro'd  with  all  her  freight. 

SOt  baffling  ev'ry  bar  to  sin, 
And  Heav'n*s  own  pilot  plac'd  within, 
Along  the  devious  smooth  descent. 
With  powers  increasing  as  they  went. 
The  dames,  accustomed  to  subdue. 
As  with  a  rapid  current  drew; 
And  o'er  the  fatal  bounds  convey'd 
The  lost,  the  long  reluctant  maid. 

Here  stop,  ye  fair-ones,  and  beware, 
Nor  send  your  fond  affections  there: 
Yet,  yet  your  darling,  now  deplorM, 
May  turn,  to  you  and  Heav'n  restored  ; 
Till  then,  with  weeping  Honour  wait, 
The  servant  of  her  better  fiste. 
With  Honour  left  upon  the  shore. 
Her  friend  and  handmaid  now  no  more ; 
Nor,  with  the  guilty  worid,  upbraid 
The  fortunes  of  a  wretch  betray'd. 
But  o'er  her  fisiiling  cast  a  veil. 
Remembering  you  yourselves  are  frail. 

And  now,  from  all-Inquiring  light. 
Fast  fled  the  conscious  shades  of  night; 
The  damsel,  from  a  short  repose, 
Confounded  at  her  plight,  arose. 

As  when,  with  slumb'rous  weight  oppressed. 
Some  wealthy  miser  sinks  to  rest. 
Where  felons  eye  the  glitt'ring  prey. 
And  steal  his  hoard  of  joys  away; 
He,  borne  where  golden  Indus  streams. 
Of  pearl  and  quarry'd  diamond  dreams; 
Like  Midas,  turns  the  glebe  to  oar. 
And  stands  all  wrapt  amidst  his  store; 
But  wakens,  naked,  and  despoiPd 
Of  that,  for  which  his  years  had  toiPd. 
So  far*d  the  nymph — her  treasure  flown, 
And  tum'd,  like  Niobe,  to  stone; 
Within,  without,  obscure  and  void, 
She  felt  all  ravag*d,  all  destroy'd : 
And,  *'  O  thou  curs*d,  insidious  coast ! 
Are  these  the  blessings  thou  can^st  boast? 
These.  Virtue !  these  the  lovs  thev  find. 


What  should  she  do?— «tteaipt  once  mort 
To  gain  the  late-deserted  shore  ? 
So  trusting,  back  the  mourner  flew ; 
As  fiut  the  train  of  fiends  pursue. 

Again  the  further  shore  *s  attained, 
Agmm  the  land  of  Virtae  gain'd ; 
But  echo  gathers  in  the  wind. 
And  shows  her  instant  foes  behind. 
Amaz'd,  with  headkmg  speed  she  tends, 
Where  late  she  left  an  host  of  friends ; 
Alas !  those  shrinkhig  friends  decline, 
Nor  longer  own  that  form  divine: 
With  fear  they  mark  the  following  cry» 
And  from  the  lonely  trembler  fly ; 
Or  backward  drive  her  on  the  coast. 
Where  peace  was  wrecked,  and  honour  lost. 

From  Earth  thus  hoping  aid  in  vain. 
To  Heav'n  not  daring  to  complain. 
No  truce  by  hostile  clamour  g:iven. 
And  from  the  face  of  friendshq)  driven ; 
The  nymph  sunk  prostrate  on  the  gtoond. 
With  an  her  weight  of  woes  aronnd. 

Enthroned  within  a  circling  sky. 
Upon  a  mount,  o'er  mountains  high. 
All  radiant  sat,  as  in  a  shrine, 
Virtue,  first  effluence  divine. 
Far,  far  above  the  scenes  of  woe. 
That  shut  this  cloud-wrapt  world  below; 
Superior  goddess,  essence  bright. 
Beauty  of  uncreated  light. 
Whom  should  mortality  survey. 
As  doom'd  upon  a  certain  day. 
The  breath  of  frailty  must  expire ; 
The  worid  dissolve  in  living  $re ; 
The  gems  of  Heaven,  and  solar  flame, 
Be  quench*d  by  her  eternal  beam; 
And  Nati^re,  quick'ning  in  her  eye. 
To  rise  a  new-bom  phoiiz,  die. 

Hence,  unreveal'd  to  mortal  view, 
A  veil  around  her  form  she  threw. 
Which  three  sad  sisters  of  the  shade. 
Pain,  Care,  and  Melancholy,  made. 

Through  this  her  all-inqniring  eye^ 
Attentive  from  her  station  high, 
Beheld,  abandoned  to  despair, 
The  rains  of  her  favourite  fair; 
And  with  a  voice,  whose  awful  sound 
AppalFd  the  guilty  worid  around. 
Bid  the  tumultuous  winds  be  still. 
To  numbers  bow'd  each  litt'nhig  hHI, 
Uncuri'd  the  surging  of  the  main. 
And  smoothed  the  thoray  bed  of  pain ; 
The  golden  harp  of  Heav*n  she  strung. 
And  thus  the  tuneful  goddess  sung. 

<*  Lovely  penitent,  arise ! 
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Trannent,  fickle,  light,  and  gay, 
Flattering  only  to  betray! 
What,  alas !  can  life  contain  2 
Life,  like  all  its  circles,  Tain! 

*'  WiW  the  stork,  intending  rest. 
On  the  billow  build  her  nest  r 
Will  the  bee  demand  his  store 
From  the  bleak  and  bladelesi  shore  ? 
BCan  akme  mtent  to  stray. 
Ever  tunas  from  wisdom's  way; 
Lays  up  wealth  in  foreign  land. 
Sows  the  sea,  and  ploughs  the  sand. 

**  Soon  this  elemental  mass. 
Soon  th'  encumbering  world  shall  pass. 
Form  be  wrap'd  in  wastmg  ftre, 
Time  be  spent,  and  life  amtret 
Then,  ye  boasted  works  of%ieii^ 
Where  is  your  asylum  then  ? 
Sons  of  pleasure,  sons  of  care. 
Tell  me  mortals,  tell  me  where  ? 
Gone,  like  traces  on  the  deep,    ' 
like  a  sceptre  graspM  in  sleep,  . 
Dews  exhaPd  from  morning  glades. 
Melting  snows,  and  glidmg  shades ! 

'*  Pass  the  worid,  and  what  *b  behind?— 
Virtue's  gold,  by  fire  refin'd; 
From  an  universe  deprav'd. 
From  the  wreck  of  nature  sav*d: 
Like  the  life-supporting  grain. 
Fruit  of  patience,  and  of  pain. 
On  the  8wain*s  autumnal  day, 
Wtnnow*d  from  the  chaff  away. 

**  Little  trembler,  fear  no  more  I 
Thou  hast  plenteous  crops  in  store. 
Seed  by  goiial  sorrows  sown, 
More  than  all  thy  scomers  own. 

"  What  though  hostile  Earth  despise^ 
Hearen  beholds  with  gentler  eyes; 
Heaven  thy  friendless  steps  shall  gu>d^ 
Cheer  thy  hours,  and  guard  thy  side. 
When  the  fatal  trump  shallsound. 
When  th>  immortals  pour  around. 
Heaven  shall  thy  return  attest^ 
Hail'd  by  myriads  of  the  bless'd. 

«  little  native  of  the  skies. 
Lovely  penitent,  arise ! 
Calm  thy  bosom,  clear  thy  brow, 
Virtue  is  thy  sister  now. 

'*  More  delightful  are  my  woes,    * 
Than  the  rapture  pleasure  knows; 
Richer  far  the  weeds  I  bring. 
Than  the  robes  that  graee  a  king. 

'*  On  my  wars  of  shortest  date. 
Crowns  of  endless  triumph  wait ; 
On  my  cares,  a  period  bless'd  ; 
On  my  toils,  eternal  rest 

*'  Come,  with  Virtue  at  thy  sids^ 
Come,  be  ev'ry  bar  defy'd. 


The  milk-maid  carol'd  at  her  pail. 

And  shepherds  wbistVd  o*er  the  dide; 

When  Love,  who  led  a  rural  life. 

Remote  from  bustle,  state,  and  strife, 

Forth  from  his  tbatch'd-roof  d  cottage  strajr'd. 

And  stroird  along  the  dewy  glade. 

A  nymph,  who  lightly  trip*d  it  by. 
To  quick  attention  tum'd  his  eye : 
He  marked  the  gesture  of  the  fair. 
Her  self-sufficient  grace  and  air, 
Her  steps  that  mincing  meant  to  please. 
Her  study'd  negligence  and  ease; 
And  curious  to  inquire  what  meant 
This  thing  of  prettiness  and  paint. 
Approaching  spoke,  and  bow'd  observant ; 
The  lady,  slightly, — "  Sir,  your  servant.*' 

*'  Such  bcAuty  in  so  rude  a  place  L 
Fair -one,  you  do  the  country  grace : 
At  court,  no  doubt,  the  public  care — 
But  Love  has  small  acquaintance  there !" 

**  Yes,  sir,"  reply'd  the  fluttering  dame, 
*'  This  fbrm  confesses  whence  it  came : 
But  dear  variety,  you  know. 
Can  makeup  pride  and  pomp  forego. 
My  name  is  Vanity.    I  sway 
The  utmost  islands  of  the  sea : 
Within  my  court  all  honour  centres, 
I  raise  the  meanest  soul  that  enters ; 
Endow  with  latent  gifts  and  graces. 
And  model  fools  for  posts  and  places. 

"  As  Vanity  appoints  at  pleasure. 
The  wotld  receives  its  weight  and  measure; 
Hence  all  the  grand  concerns  of  life, 
Jo3r?,  cares,  plagues,  passions,  peace,  and  strife. 

**  Reflect  bow  feurmy  pow*r  prevsils. 
When  I  step  in,  where  Nature  fails. 
And  evhry  breach  of  sense  repairing, 
Am  bounteous  still,  where  Heav*n  is  sparing^ 

"  But  chief,  in  all  their  arts  and  airs. 
Their  playing,  painting,  pouts,  and  prayers. 
Their  various  habits  and  complexions. 
Fits,  frolics,  foibles,  and  perfections. 
Their  robing,  curling,  and  adorning. 
From  noon  till  night,  from  night  till  morning. 
From  six  to  sixty,  sick  or  sound, 
I  rule  the  female  world  around." 

**  Hold  there  a  moment,"  Cupid  cry*d, 
"  Nor  boast  dominion  quite  so  wide. 
Was  there  no  province  to  invade. 
But  that  by  love  and  meekness  sway*d  ? 
All  other  empire  I  resign ; 
But  be  the  sphere  of  beauty  mine. 
For  in  the  downy  lawn  of  rest. 
That  opens  on  a  woman*s  breast, 
Attended  by  my  peaceful  train, 
I  choose  to  live,  and  choose  to  reisn. 

**  Far-sighted  Faith  I  bring  aloo^  • 
And  Truth,  above  an  army  strong  ^ 
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And  rosy  Peace,  the  cherub  bless'd, 
That  nightly  sings  us  all  to  rest. 

**  Hence,  from  the  bud  of  Nature*s  prime. 
Prom  the  first  step  of  infant  time, 
Woman,  the  world's  appointed  light, 
Has  skirted  ev'ry  shade  with  white ; 
Has  stood  for  imitation  high, 
To  ev'ry  heart  and  ev*ry  eye; 
From  ancient  deeds  of  fair  renown. 
Has  brought  her  bright  memorials  down  ; 
To  time  afftjiM  p>erpetu8l  youth, 
And  formM  each  tale  of  love  and  truth. 

**  Upon  a  new  Promethean  plan,  , 

She  moulds  the  essence  of  a  man. 
Tempers  his  mass,  his  genius  fires. 
And,  as  a  better  soul,  inspires. 

*/  Tlie  rude  she  softens,  warms  the  cold. 
Exalts  the  meek,  and  checks  the  bold  $ 
Calls  Sloth  from  his  supine  repose ; 
AVlthin  the  coward's  borom  glows; 
Of  Pride  unpiumes  the  lofty  crest ; 
Bids  bashful  Merit  stand  confess'd ; 
And, 'like  coarse  metal  from  the  mines, 
Collects,  irradiates,  and  refines. 

**  The  gentle  science  she  imparts, 
All  manners  smooths,  informs  all  hearts : 
From  her  sweet  influence  are  felt 
Passions  that  please,  and  thoughts  that  melt; 
To  stormy  rage  she  bids  control. 
And  sinks  serenely  on  the  soul , 
Softens  Deucalion's  flinty  race. 
And  tunes  the  warr'ng  world  to  peace. 

**  Thus,  armM  to  ail  that's  light  and  vain. 
And  freed  from  thy  fantastic  c^ain, 
She  fills  the  sphere,  by  Heav'n  assigned, 
And,  rul'd  by  me,  o'errules  mankind.'' 

He  spoke.    The  nymph  impatient  stood; 
And  laughing,  thus  her  speech  renewed. 

'*  And  pray,  sir,  may  I  be  so  bold 
To  hope  your  pretty  tale  is  told  ; 
And  next  demand,  without  a  cavil. 
What  new  Utopia  do  you  travel  ? — 
Upon  my  word,  these  high  flown  fancies 
Show  depth  of  learning— in  romances. 

"  Why,  what  onfashionM  stufl*  you  tell  us. 
Of  buckram  dames,  and  tiptoe  fellows  ! 
Go,  child ;  and  when  you  *re  g^wn  maturer, 
You  Ml  shoot  your  next  opinion  surer. 

**  O  such  a  pretty  knack  at  painting ! 
And  all  for  softening,  and  for  sainting ! 
Guess  now,  who  can,  a  single  feature, 
Through  the  whole  piece  of  female  nature ! 
Then  mark  !  my  looseir  hand  may  fit 
The  lines,  too  coarse  for  Love  to  hit. 

**  'T  is  said  that  woman,  prone  to  changing. 
Through  all  the  rounds  of  folly  ranging. 
On  life's  uncertain  ocean  riding. 
No  reason,  rule,  nor  rudder  guiding, 
Is  like  the  comet's  wand'ring  light, 
Eccentric,  ominous,  and  bright; 
Trackless,  and  shifting,  as  the  wind  ; 
A  sea,  whose  fathom  none  can  find ; 


*T  is  but  the  difference  of  a  name^ 

And  ev'ry  woman  is  the  same. 

For  as  the  world,  hawcvcr  vary*d^ 

And  through  unnumbered  changes  carry'd. 

Of  elemental  modes,  and  forms. 

Clouds,  meteors,  colours,  calms,  and  siomu,  . 

Though  in  a  thousand  sui^s  array'd. 

Is  of  one  subject  matter  made ;  ^ 

So,  sir,  a  woman's  constitution, 

The  world's  enigma,  finds  solution; 

Aud  let  her  form  be  what  you  will, 

I  am  the  subject  essence  still. 

"  With  the  first  spark  of  female  sense. 
The  speck  of  being,  I  commence; 
.Within  the  womb  make  fresh  advances. 
And  dictate  future 4|balms  and  fancies; 
Thence  in  the  greying Ibrm  expand. 
With  childhood  travel  hand  in  band. 
And  give  a  taste  to  all  their  .ioys. 
In  gewgaws,  rattles,  pomp,  and  noise. 

**  And  now,  familiar,  and  unaw'd, 
I  send  the  flutt'ring  soul  abroad. 
Prais'd  for  her  shape,  her  face,  her  alien. 
The  little  goddess,  and  the  queen. 
Takes  at  her  infant  shrine  oblation. 
And  drinks  sweet  draughts  of  adulation. 

<*  Now  blooming,  tall,  erect,  and  fair. 
To  dress  becomes  her  dariing  care: 
The  realms  of  beauty  then  I  bound; 
I  swell  the  hoop's  enchanted  round. 
Shrink  in  the  waist's  descending  size, 
Heav'd  in  the  snowy  bosom  rise. 
High  on  the  floating  lappet  sail. 
Or  curl'd  in  tresses  kiss  the  gale. 
Then  to  her  glass  I  lead  the  fair. 
And  show  the  lovely  idol  there ; 
Where,  struck  as  by  divine  emotion^ 
She  bows  with  most  sincere  devotion; 
And,  numbering  ev'ry  beauty  o'er, 
In  secret  bids  the  world  adore. 

"  Then  all  fbr  parking,  and  parading, 
Coqyetting,  dancing,  masquerading; 
For  balls,  plays,  courts,  and  crowds,  what  pasnon  ! 
And  churches,  sometimes — if  the  fashioiu 
For  woman's  sense  of  right,  and  wrong,    f^ 
Is  rul'd  by  the  almighty  throng;  J 

Still  turns  to  each  meandnr  tame. 
And  swims  the  straw  of  ev.'ry  stream. 
Her  soul  intrinsic  worth  rejects, 
Accomplish'd  only  in  defects; 
Such  excellence  is  her  ambitieo  ; 
Folly,  her  wisest  acquisition ; 
And  ev'n  from  pity  and  disdain. 
She  '11  cull  some  reason  to  be  vain. 

"  Thus,  sir,  from  ev'ry  form  and  feator% 
The  wealth  and  wants  of  female  nature. 
And  ev'n  from  vice,  which  yon  'd  admire, 
I  gather  fewel  to  my  fire ; 
And,  on  the  very  base  of  shame, 
£rect  my  monument  of  £ime. 

**  Let  me  another  truth  attempt. 
Of  which  your  godship  has  not  dreamt. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


FABLES. 


417 


For  female  worth,  at  1  inspire, 
lo  just  degrees  still  mounts  the  higher, 
And  virtue  so  extremely  nice. 
Demands  long  toil,  and  mighty  price: 
Like  Sampson's  pillars,  fix'd  elate, 
1  bear  the  sex's  tott'ring  state ; 
Sap  these,  and  in  a  moment's  space 
Down  sinks  the  fabric  to  its  base. 

'*  Alike  from  titles,  and  from  toys, 
I  spring,  the  fountof  female  joys; 
In  ev'ry  widow,  wife,  and  miss. 
The  sole  artificer  of  bliss. 
For  them  each  tropic  I  explore ; 
I  cleave  the  sand  of  ev'ry  shore ;  \ 

To  them  uniting  Indias  sail, 
Sabcea  breathes  her  furthest  gale: 
For  them  the  bullion  1  refine. 
Dig  sense  and  virtue  from  the  mine; 
And  from  the  bowels  of  invention 
Spin  out  the  various  arts  you  mentioii. 

"  Nor  bliss  alone  my  pow'rs  bestow. 
They  bold  the  sovereign  balm  of  woe: 
Beyond  the  stoic's  boasted  art, 
I  soothe  the  heaviogs  of  the  heart; 
To  pain  give  splendour  and  relief. 
And  gild  the  pallid  face  of  gr'iet 

"  Alike  the  palace,  and  the  plain. 
Admit  the  glories  of  my  reign : 
Through  ev'ry  age,  hi  ev*ry  nation. 
Taste,  talents,  tempers,  state,  and  statioii, 
Whate'er  a  woman  says,  I  say; 
Whate'er  a  woman  spends,  I  pay : 
Alike,  I  fill  and  empty  bags. 
Flutter  in  finery  and  rags. 
With  light  coquets  through  folly  range. 
And  with  the  prude  disdain  to  change. 

'*  And  now  you  'd  think,  'twixt  you  and  I, 

That  things  were  ripe  for  a  reply 

But  soft;  and,  while  I  'm  in  the  mood. 
Kindly  permit  me  to  conclude. 
Their  utmost  mazes  to  unravel, 
And  touch  the  furthest  step  they  travel. 

"  When  ev*ry  pleasure 's  nm  aground. 
And  folly  tir*d  through  many  a  round, 
The  n3rmph,  conceiving  discontent  hence, 
May  ripen  to  an  hour's  repentance. 
And  vapours,  shed  in  pious  moisture; 
Dismiss  her  to  a  church  or  cloister : 
Then  on  I  lead  her,  with  devotion 
Conspicuous  in  her  dress  and  motion; 
Insphe  the  heav'nly-breatbing  air, 
Roll  up  the  lucid  eye  in  prayV, 
Soften  the  voice,  and  in  the  face 
Look  melting  harmony  and  grace. 

*«  Thus  far  extends  my  frien^Uy  pow'r. 
Nor  quits  her  in  her  latest  hour: 
The  couch  of  decent  pain  I  spread, 
In  form  incline  her  languid  head. 
Her  thoughts  I  methodise  in  death. 
And  part  not,  with  her  parting  breath : 
Then  do  I  set,  in  order  bright, 
A  length  of  funeral  pomp  to  sight. 
The  glitt'ring  tapers  and  attire. 
The  plumes  that  whiten  o'er  her  bier  ; 
And  last,  presentmg  to  her  eye 
Angelic  fineries  on  high. 
To  scenes  of  painted  bliss  I  waft  her. 
And  form  the  Heav*n  she  hopes  hereafter.** 

**  In  truth,''  rejoin'd  love's  gentle  god, 
"  You  have  gone  a  tedious  length  of  road: 
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And  strange,  in  all  the  toilsome  way. 

No  house  of  kind  refreshment  lay; 

No  nymph,  whose  virtues  might  h^ve  tempted, 

To  hold  her  firom  her  sex  exempted." 

**  For  one,  we  'II  never  quarrel,  roan ; 
Take  her;  and  keep  her— if  you  can: 
And,  pleaJs'd,  I  yield  to  your  petition. 
Since  ev'ry  fair,  by  such  permission. 
Will  hold  herself  the  one  selected ; 
And  so  my  system  stands  protected." 

"  O,  deaf  to  virtue,  deaf  to  glory, 
To  truths  divinely  vouch'd  in  story  !"— 
The  godhead  in  his  zeal  returned. 
And,  kindling,  at  her  malice  bum'd  : 
Then  sweetly  rais'd  his  voice,  and  told 
Of  beav'niy  nymphs,  rever'd  of  old — 
Hypsipyle,  who  sav'd  her  sire; 
And  Fortia*s  love,  approved  by  fire; 
Alike  Penelope  was  quoted. 
Nor  laurel'd  Daphne  pass'd  unnoted ; 
Nor  Laodamia's  fatal  garter. 
Nor  fem'd  Lucretia,  honour's  martyr ; 
Alceste's  voluntary  steel. 
And  Catherine  smiling  on  the  wheel ! 
But  who  can  hope  to  plant  conviction. 
Where  cavil  grows  on  contradiction  ? 
Some  she  evades,  or  disavows ; 
Demurs  to  all,  and  none  allows— 
*<  A  kind  of  ancient  things,  call'd  Fables!" 
And  tliusihe  goddess  tum'd  the  tables. 

Now  both  in  argument  grew  high. 
And  choler  flash'd  from  either  eye  ; 
Nor  wonder  each  refus'd  to  yield 
The  conquest  of  so  fair  a  field. 
When  happily  arriv'd  in  view 
A  goddess,  whom  our  grandames  knew^ 
Of  aspect  grave,  and  sober  gait. 
Majestic,  awful,  and  sedate; 
As  Heav'n's  autumnal  eve  serene. 
When  not  a  cloud  o'ercasts  the  scene ; 
Ouce  Prudence  caird,  a  matron  fam'd. 
And  in  old  Rome  Cornelia  nam'd. 
Quick  at  a  venture,  both  agree 
To  leave  their  strife  to  her  decree. 

And  now  by  each  the  facta  were  stated. 
In  form  and  manner  as  related. 
The  case  was  short    They  crav*d  opinion, 
"  Which  held  o'er  females  chief  dominion?^ 
When  thus  the  goddess,  answering  mild. 
First  shook  her  gracious  head,  and  smil'd : 

"  Alas,  how  willing  to  comply, 
Yet  how  unfit  a  judge  am  I ! 
In  times  of  golden  date,  't  if  true, 
I  shar'd  (he  fickle  sex  with  you; 
But  from  their  presence  long  precluded. 
Or  held  as  one  whose  form  intruded. 
Full  fifty  annual  suns  can  tell, 
Prudence  has  bid  the  sex  farewell.** 

In  this  dilemma  what  to  do. 
Or  who  to  think  of,  neither  knew ; , 
For  both,  still  biass'd  in  opinion. 
And  arrogant  of  sole  dominion. 
Were  fbrc'd  to  hold  the  case  compounded. 
Or  leave  the  quarrel  where  they  found  it. 

When  in  the  nick,  a  rural  fiur. 
Of  inexperienced  gait  and  air. 
Who  ne'er  had  cross'd  the  neighb'ring  lake. 
Nor  seen  the  worid  beyond  a  wake. 
With  cambric  coif,  and  kerchief  clean, 
Tript  lightly  by  them  o*er  the  greea.  , 
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"  Now,  now !"  cried  love's  triutaphant  child. 
And  at  approaching  conquest  smil'd  j 


If  Vanity  will  once  be  guided, 
Our  diffVence  may  be  soon  decided : 
Behold  yon  wench  !  a  fit  occasion 
To  try  your  force  of  gay  persuasion. 
Go  you,  while  I  retire  aloof, 
Go,  put  those  boasted  powers  to  proof; 
And  if  your  preralence  of  art 
Transcends  my  yet  unerring  dart, 
I  give  the  fav'rite  contest  o'er, 
And  ne'er  will  boast  my  empire  more." 

At  once,  so  said,  and  so  consented. 
And  well  our  goddess  seem'd  contented; 
Nor,  pausmg,  made  a  moment*8  stand. 
But  tript,  and  took  the  girl  in  hand. 

Meanwhile  the  godhead,  unalarm*d. 
As  one  to  each  occasion  arm'd. 
Forth  from  his  quiver  culPd  a  dart, 
That  erst  had  wounded  many  a  heart  5 
Then  bending,  drew  it  to  the  head— 
The  bow-string  twang*d,  the  arrow  fled ; 
And,  to  her  secret  soul  addressM, 
Transfixed  the  whiteness  of  her  breast 

But  here  the  dame,  whose  guardian  care 
Had  to  a  moment  watch'd  the  fan-, 
At  once  her  pocket  mirror  drew. 
And  held  the  wonder  fiill  in  view ; 
As  quickly,  ranged  in  order  bright, 
A  thousand  beauties  rush  to  sight, 
A  world  of  charms  till  now  unknown, 
A  world  reveaPd  to  her  alone  ! 
Enraptur'd  stands  the  love-sick  maid. 
Suspended  o'er  the  darling  shade ; 
Here  only  fixes  to  admire, 
And  centres  ev'ry  fond  desire. 


CONRADEc 

A  FRAGMENT. 

THE  SOKft  OP  THE  FIJ.BA  OF  ANCIENT  DAYS,  PHBI,TN  THE  ^ 
GRAV-HAIRED  StfS  OF  THE  SON  OP  KINFaODA. 

What  do  I  love— what  is  it  that  mine  eyes 
Turn  round  in  search  of— that  my  soul  longs  after, 
But  cannot  quench  her  thirst  ?^'T  is  beauty,  Phe- 

lin! 
I  see  it  wide  beneath  the  arch  of  Heaven, 
When  the  stars  [leep  upon  their  evening  hour. 
And  the  Moon  rises  on  the  eastern  wave, 
Hous'd  in  a  cloud  of  gold ! — I  see  it  wide 
In  Earth's  autumnal  teints  of  various  landscape,  • 
When  the  first  ray  of  morning  tips  the  trees. 
And  fires  the  distant  rock! — I  hear  its  voice. 
When  thv  hand  seiwlfi  the  snunH  tklcmtr  th^wtraU 


And  touch  the  threads  of  every  mental  nerve 
With  all  thy  sacred  feelings  I 

The  Sun  now  hasten'd  down  bis  western  Heavett, 
And  saw  his  beams  reflected  from  the  spires 
Of  fair  Emania.     High,  within  the  hall. 
With  all  his  heroes,  names  of  wide  renown. 
With  all  his  sages,  heads  grown  white  in  council, 
With  all  his  bards,  the  sires  of  song,  around  him — 
Conrade  the  mighty,  sat ! 

Wida  o'er  the  festal  board,  in  many  a  bowl. 
The  various  liquor  flowed.     In  various  cups. 
Metal,  or  wrought  from  veiny  adamant. 
Or  of  the  treasures  of  the  peariy  deep. 
The  social  pledge  of  health  went  round.    Before 
The  king  of  chiefe,  the  hoar  and  reverend  brow 
Of  wisdom  was  unbent,  and  ev*ry  heart 
Caught  gladness  from  his  aspect.    Near  the  seat 
Of  lifted  majesty,  stood  the  young  bloom 
Of  Erin's  hope,  Slemfonnon,  as  a  sapling 
Sprouting  aloft  beneath  the  parent  oak. 
That  overlooks  the  forest.    Now,  and  oft. 
He  tum'd  his  face  of  filial  sweetness  upward. 
To  catch  the  glance  of  the  paternal  eye. 
That  droppM  indulgence  and  delight  upon  him  : 
Now,  with  both  hands,  fast  by  the  sinewy  wrist 
He  grasped  the  first  of  heroes—"  O,"  he  cried, 
"  Will  ever,  ever,  your  Slemfannon  wield 
The  crashing  mace,  or  bend  the  bow  of  sted. 
With  such  an  arm  as  this  ?"— He  spoke,  and  rear»d 
The  ponderous  hand  on  high  !  The  shout  of  joy 
Pour'd  round  the  table  !-^or  in  that  right  band 
Lay  Erin*s  glory,  and  the  sure  resource 
Of  nations  fipom  the  wasters  of  the  worid  I 

Soft  smiling,  gently  bending  ftt>m  his  seaf| 
The  monarch  answer*d— "  Yes,  thou  pride  of  Con- 
In  whom  he  fondly  joys  to  live  renew'd,  [rade. 
Fresh  bom,  a  dearer  g^rowth  of  young  existence — 
Thou  art  the  vessel  that  shall  pour  his  fame 
On  future  times !  The  day  is  yet  to  come, 
Wlien  nations,  to  exalt  the  name  of  Conrade, 
Shall  say,  he  was  the  father  of  Slemfonnon  !    [ons ; 
'*  Thine  arm  is  young,  my  son,  but  not  inglori- 
The  Romans,  ftom  the  Rhodane  to  the  Po, 
Have  fdt  it  through  their  steel !  The  ear  of  heroes 
Lists  not  to  its  own  praise — yet  know,  thy  name 
Is  in  the  song  of  bards;  and  Phelin  oft 
To  me  gives  up  the  mu»c  of  thy  deeds. 
And  tunes  my  soul  to  joy.  But,  mark,  Slemfiumon! 
Th*  arm  of  power  is  ever  worthiest  seen 
In  preservation — he  who  saves,  is  next 
To  him  who  gives  existence.    O,  Slemfiumon, 
That  we  might  save  !— that  we  migfatsave  all,  tiien. 
Without  offence  to  any !  In  this  hall, 
O,  might  yon  length  of  sword,  yon  shimng  mail. 
Hang  indolent  for  ever ! — and,  in  days 
•Of  ages  yet  to  come,  the  sons  of  peace. 
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The  force  of  all  his  talents,  exquisite 
To  shorteo  the  short  inteiral,  by  art. 
Which  Nature  left  us !  Fire  and  sword  are  in 
His  hand;  and,  in  his  thought,  are  machinations 
For  speeding  of  perdition  !  Half  the  world, 
Down  the  steep  gulf  of  dark  futurity. 
Push  off  their  fellows— pause  upon  the  brink— 
And  then  drop  after! 

"  Tell  me,  ye  sages,  tell  me,  if  ye  can. 
Whence  is  the  stream  of  life !  It  rises  fresh  ^ 
In  smiling  infancy ;  and  pours  along. 
Short,  turbulent,  and  murmuring  in  its  course. 
To  its  capacious  sea.     The  sea  fills  not; 
The  sea,  from  whence  it  never  has  retum*d ; 
Nor  ceases  yet  the  streanu     Where  lies  the  fund 
From  whence  it  flows  ? — will  it  be  ever  thus  ? — 
And  to  no  end,  no  purpose  ?*' 

While  thus  the  hero  question*d  on  the  height 
And  depth  of  vast  infinitude,  intent 
To  plumb  it  with  his  fathom ;  through  the  hall 
A  sadden  radiance  broke!  All  tum'd  their  eyes 
Upon  the  coming  glory ;  for  of  Earth 
They  did  not  deem  the  vision  !  On  she  came, 
Shalama,  daughter  of  the  gold -thron'd  king 
Of  Scandinavia — on  she  came,  in  all 
Her  pleasantness  of  beauty,  as  the  mom. 
Blushing  amidst  the  brightness  of  its  east. 
Rises  on  human  sight  1  A  train  of  virgins 
Followed  her  steps  j  to  them,  twice  twenty  heroes. 
Lords  of  wide  lands,  and  famM  in  northern  fields, 
Succeeded ;  and  yet,  distant,  far  behind. 
Was  seen  the  long  retinue !  Through  the  hall. 
Silent  and  still,  as  in  the  noon  of  night. 
Attention  held  its  breath— the  white-hair'd  sages 
Reared  their  spread  hands,  in  wonder— and  Slem- 

fennon 
Gaz'd,  as  a  blind-bom  man  endowed  with  sight. 
When  first  he  looks  upon  a  new-found  world  ! 

Toward  the  gem'd  throne  of  awful  majesty 
The  maiden  bent  the  lustre  of  her  eye. 
And  gnce  of  motion.     Lowly  on  hex  knee 
She  sunk,  imploring — "  Hail,  thou  first  of  heroes. 
The  conqueror  of  the  conquerors  of  the  worl(]. 
King  over  kings  uplifted ! — Have  I  then    t 
Beheld  the  face  of  Conrade,  and  surviv*d  it  ? 

"  Ruthamor,  monarch  of  the  golden  throne. 
Whose  deeds  light  up  the  north,  hath  sent  Shulama 
To  seek  alliance  with  the  might  of  Conrade ! — 
I  come  from  far,  ambassadress  of  love ; 
And  claim  a  partner  for  my  father's  thrbne, 
Even  your  beloved  daughter,  Segaleme, 
The  witch  who  rolls  th'  eyes  of  young  enchantment !  *' 

Rising,  and  slow  descending  from  his  throne, 
Conrade  advanced.  He  raised  the  awe-struck  maid. 
And,  to  his  war-imprinted  bosom,  clasp'd 
The  dangers  of  her  beauty — "  Welcome,  welcome. 
Welcome,**  he  cried,  "  to  Conrade,  to  his  Erin, 
Thou  daughter  of  delight !— for  favoring  Heaven 
Hath  made  thee  in  its  pride  of  workmanship. 
And  planted  loveliness,  as  light,  around  thee ! 

"  Hadst  thou,  O  daughter  of  the  bless'd  Ruthapior, 
Required  a  province  at  the  hands  of  Conrade, 
It  bad  been  given—or  gold,  and  costly  jewels; 
He  would  have  stored  your  shipping  with  the  burden,, 
Till  you  cried,  hold  !  But,  here,  alas,  you  ask 
Th'  only  thing  I  covet!— Segaleme, 
And  young  SUmfiinnon,  are  the  eyes  of  Conrade — 
The  precious  eyes  by  which  he  guides  his  steps, 
And  looks,  alone,  for  joy!  And  shall  I,  then. 
Shall  1  send  off  the  treasure  from  my  soul. 


To  enrich  the  land  of  stranger^  ? — Ho,  Shulama  ! 

Haply,  when  grown  infirm,  and  dim  with  age. 

When  I  can  only  feel- around  for  comfort. 

How  shall  my  hands  stretch  forth  to  foreign  climes. 

And  to  my  kqees  draw  up  the  little  ones 

Of  Segaleme  ?"— -While  the  monarch  spoke, 

A  distant  portal  open'd :  Segaleme 

Appear'd  to  sight,  and  filPd  the  pass  with  brightness!  , 

As,  should  two  moons,  at  east  and  west,  arise 
In  aspect  opposite;  and  each,  in  other, 
BKhold  the  image  of  its  own  perfection ; 
So  shope,  so  mov*d,  so  gazM,  the  rival  lights 
Of  Conrade  and  Ruthamor!  They  approach'd — 
Their  steps  seemed  measured  by  the  sound  of  music; 
And  each  had  lost  the  menoory  of  herself. 
In  admiration  of  the  other's  beauty  I 
Silent,  their  aroM  of  ivory  they  expand ; 
They  fold  each  other  to  a  polishM  bosom. 
And  mix  their  rays  of  brightness ! — Segaleme 
First  broke  the  stillness  in  the  hall  of  heroes. 

"  Welcome,**  she  cried,  "  thrice  welcome  to  the 
vale 
Of  Erin,  that  shaD  gladden  in  thy  presence, 

0  beam  of  northern  hills !"—"  And  hav.e  I,  then. 
Have  I,  at  length,  beheld  thee,'*  cried  Shulama, 

"  'lliou  praise  of  every  tongue  1 — mine  eyes  ar^ 
satisfi^,  [joy. 

And  take  their  rest  with  thee  \»^**  Thou  art  the 
The  sister  of  my  soul  !**  said  Segaleme — 
She  spoke,  and  kiss'd  her  forehead.    Whispering  soft, 
Shulama  then  inquir'd — **  Say,  which  is  be. 
The  force  of  your  Slemfannon,  so  renoun'd 
For  feats  of  warfare  in  the  field  of  Romans  ? 
Which  is  your  mighty  brothf^r,  Segaleme  ? — 
For  mine  eye  dare  not  venture  in  his  search. 
Amid  the  groups  of  heroes  that  surround  us." 

"  There,  there  he  grows,  the  flower  of  Erin's  gar- 
Fast  by  the  royal  pillar  of  the  land !  [den. 
There  stands  the  yoimg  Slemfannon,  in  his  sweet- 
ness!" 

Full  on  the  youth  the.maid  of  Scandinavia 
RolPd  the  young  lightning  of  the  glance  of  beauty — 
His  eyes  met  hers ;  and  down  they  sunk  abash'd. 
As  caught  in  some  transgression. 

**  Ah,  thou  deceiver,  beauteous  witch  of  Erin,*' 
Rejoin'd  Shulama,  '*  this  is  not  thy  brother ! 

1  ween*d  to  meet  some  giant,  as  in  tales 
Of  old  renown,  and  terrible  to  sight ! 
But  here  I  view  the  infant  of  the  spring. 
Like  one  of  us,  who  pale  to  look  on  biiXMl, 
And  o'er  the  dying  songster  of  the  cage 
Shed  tears  of  mourning  !'* — Segaleme  smil'd ; 
And  from  the  dimpling  of  her  radiant  cheek 
A  glory  went  abroad  !  Forth,  by  the  hand. 
She  led  the  lovely  stranger  to  her  bower. 

Mean-season,  to  the  peers  of  Scandinavia 
The  monarch  bow*d  benevolent,  and  said — 

Welcome,  ye  heroes  of  the  sky-topp'd  hills  1 
Thrice  welcome  all,  though  each  had  been  an  hun- 
dred—^ 
For  plenty  dwells  upon  the  vales  of  Erin, 
And  Conrade*8  palace  is  the  home  of  strangers  I 
The  night  descends,  light  up  my  many  halls ; 
Spread  wide  the  boards;  pour  plenteous,  to  the  brim, 
liie  juice  of  every  region !  *'    It  was  done. 

By  hundreds,  and  by  fifties,  sat  the  chiefs 
Commix'd  with  bards  and  sages;  while  the  voice 
Of  festal  joy  was  heard  throughout  Emania. 

But  fur  within,  in  regal  majesty. 
Sat  Erin's  strength !  Slemlinnon  bjess'd  his  side ; 
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And,  full  in  Tiew,  he  p1ftc*d  the  high-born  maids. 
And  fed  hii  soul  upon  the  work  of  Beauty. 

Phelin,  the  seer  and  song  of  ancient  days. 
The  sage  instructor  of  his  lov*d  Slemfannon, 
Was  seated  here — and  here,  again,  Siffrenna, 
The  white-bair'd  guardian  of  Shulama's  beauties. 

Soon  as  the  board  lay  lighten'd  of  the  banquet. 
Fair  boys  and  maidens,  into  crystal  cups, 
Pour'd  the  rich  vintage  of  the  Greekish  islet 
Of  Archipelago.    The  joy  went  round ; 
The  wish  of  pleasing,  and  the  sweets  of  converse ! 

**  Slcmfannon,"  said  the  ouxiarcb,  **  take  the 
harp^ 
Thou  arm  of  Conrade,  take  the  strings  of  story. 
And,  to  the  ear  of  Erin's  lovely  guest. 
Tune  some  uf  thine  adventures,  when  thou  stood'st. 
In  southern  climates,  by  the  side  of  Conrade, 
Then,  like  a  glimpse  of  lightning,  shot  abroad. 
And  overturti'd  the  foe !"    Yet  still  obedient 
To  the  high  call,  the  blushing  youth  replied: 
"  1  tum'd,  and  sheltered  me  behind  your  buckler. 
As  though  behind  the  walls  of  Arisphellan  !*' 

Old  Phelin  frum  it»  chain  releasM  the  Isrre, 
And  gave  it,  smiling.  O'er  the  silver  strings 
light  flew  the  fingers  of  the  sliame&c'd  boy. 
Scarce  audible.     At  length  the  tale  began: 

**  Our  tent  was  pitch'd  amid  the  field  of  Narbon— 
The  dead  lay  wide  around — the  night  came  down, 
To  veil  their  ghastliness — no  star  appeared — 
And  the  Moon,  sick'ning  at  the  sight  of  blood. 
Had  shrouded  up  her  visage ! — ^Through  the  gloom 
Mine  car  was  stricken  with  the  voice  of  wailing, 
Sad  as  a  thousand  sighs,  when  the  dark  winds 
Sob  through  the  yews  that  stand  amid  the  graves 
Of  Amel !— Forth  I  went  to  seek  the  mourner. 

**  Through  the  nights  glimpse,  that  struck  upon 
I  saw  a  warrior,  tall  and  fair  of  stature,    [his  mail. 
Upon  his  strenuous  arm  he  lightly  bore 
The  corse  of  his  companion.    On  a  bank 
He  laid  the  body  down,  and  sunk  beside  it 

♦•  •  Art  thou  then  gone  ?*  he  cried  ;  '  for  ever  gone. 
Companion  of  my  soul !  in  whom  I  liv'd, 
The  dearer  self  of  desolated  Hugon ! 
Wilt  thou  no  more  arise,  like  light,  upon  me  ? 
Nor  give  the  smile  of  friendship  to  mine  eyes; 
Nor  cheer  my  spirit  with  thy  voice  of  music  ? 

**  *  Why  didst  thou  step  before  me  in  the  battle? 
Wast  thou  not  safe,  behind  my  wheeling  sword. 
As  in  the  fort  of  Delnu?— That  my  breast, 
O,  that  my  naked  breast  had  met  the  dart 
That  slew  my  brother !— Thou  hast  left  me,  Berith, 
With  grief  alone  companioned.    O,  stem  grief, 
Sad  is  thy  fellowship !  I  will  not  bide  it 
I  will  overtake  thee,  Berith ! — We  will  live, 
Perchance,  in  happier  climes ;  or  In  one  grave 


"  '  My  heart,  O  warrior  !  takes  a  kindred  share 
In  all  thy  sufferings.     In  the  field,  indeed. 
My  fslchion  rises  in  my  country's  quarrel ; 
But  my  soul  knows  no  warfare  with  the  brave,         '\ 
The  good,  or  the  unhappy  ! — Know,  great  Hugon,  1 
That  the  dristress'd  are  held  as  sons  and  brothen     ^ 
To  Conrade  and  Slemfannon!  Near  at  hand  ' 

Extends  our  camp — whatever  of  friendly  aid 
Can  there  be  given,  is  thine  !*  He  answer'd  not ; 
But,  with  a  g^tefiil  and  assenting  clasp. 
Confined  me  to  his  bosom— while  our  souls. 
Mingling  their  friendships,  coklesced  together. 

**  Attendants  straight  I  calfd;  then  to  my  tent 
Conveyed  the  corse,  and  gently  on  a  bed 
Reclm'd,  and  soon  the  steelly  mail  unbrac'd — 
When,  strange  to  tell !  upon  th*  astontshM  sight 
Rose  two  twin  orbs  of  beauty !— Back,  abash'd. 
Starting  I  tum'd,  and  sent  the  female  train ; 
Then  sought  where  Hugon,  all  involved  in  grief. 
Sat  with  my  sire.     In  panting  haste  I  told 
The  wondrous  tale.    The  hero  cried,  *  'T  u  she, 
T  is  she  herself !— it  must  be  Eliphene! 
My  heart  confessed  her,  though  my  eyes  refused 
Its  attestation,  turning  love's  fierce  ardours 
To  friendship's  gentler  flame  !*— At  once  they  rose. 
And  foUow'd  where  the  beauteous  body  lay. 
Decent,  m  virgin  sheets.    We  sent  in  haste. 
And  caird  Elphenor,  sovereign  of  all  herba 
And  arts  for  healing.     He  the  deadly  woand 
Ere  long  discovered ;  ft>r  it  still  ooz'd  crimson, 
like  a  rose  springing  midst  a  bed  of  lilies ! 
The  vital  heat  unwilling  to  forego 
Its  lovely  mansion,  feebly  held  the  centre ; 
And  still  a  thread  of  life  gave  fsint  pulsatkxi ! 
From  h'S  elixir*d  crystal,  drop  by  drop. 
Through  the  pale  lips,  the  cautious  sage  infused 
The  potent  cordial    Thus,  while  doubtful  life 
Hung,  fearfully  suspended,  generous  Hugon 
Addressed  my  sire —  ~ 

•*  *  O  Conrade,'  cried  the  chief, 
*  Thou  dread  of  tyrants ;  hateful  to  oppressors. 
But,  to  the  feeble  and  oppressed,  a  name 
Of  sure  asylum— lovM  of  all  the  valiant!^ 
Yes,  Hugon  swears  the  valiant  love  thee,  Connde, 
Even  while  as  foes  they  draw  thesword  against  thee ! 
O,  monarch,  lend  the  ear  of  thy  compassion  \ 
Thine  ear,  still  open  to  the  tale  of  mourning. 
Lend  it  a  while  to  Hugop !  He  *8  a  lYiscan, 
By  clime  and  birth  thine  enemy — although 
His  kindred  spiri(  long  has  held  thee  dear. 
Even  with  the  dearest     Hear  then,  hear  iny  tde 
Of  sad  distress !— That  lovely,  hapless  maid. 
Of  noblest  lineage,  to  my  guardian  care 
Was  by  her  parents  left.     She  was  address*d 
By  all  the  potentates,  whose  station  warranted 
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As  wishing  'to  avoid  me.    To  all  others 

She  lookM  an  elegance  of  ease,  and  spoke 

In  terms  as  free  as  air— to  me,  her  speech, 

Unfrequcnt,  was  abrupt  and  cautious.     Stung 

With  scorpion  jealousy,  I,  to  my  sou]. 

Thus  spoke  indignant—*  What  have  these  to  boast. 

These  favoor*d  rivals,  o'er  rejected  Hugon  ? 

Does  their  pre-eminence  consist  in  shape. 

Or  feature  f — eyes,  that  are  not  Eliphene's, 

Will  answer,  no.     And,  as  to  feats  of  prowess, 

Compared  with  me,  they  're  nameless ! — O  shame, 

shame. 
Shame  on  this  weakness,  thb  degrading  passion ! 
Henceforth,  I  will  wage  war  on  my  own  heart— 
And  conquer  it,  or  perish  P 

«*  *  At  the  time. 
The  tidings  of  your  dread  invasion  reached  us. 
Quick,  at  the  name  of  Conrade,  my  whole  soul 
Kindled  to  generous  rivalship  -~*  ¥«»,  yes. 
Thou  shalt  be  met,  thou  mighty  one  !*  I  cried, 

*  Thou  Shalt  be  met — thy  l^t  esteemer  shall 
Oppose  thee,  front  to  fmat !— I  ask  of  Heaven 
No  boon,  no  other  bounty,  than  to  have 

My  death  ennobled  by  the  arm  of  Conrade !' 

"  *  Straight  1  address'd  for  war;  but  love,  nn- 
Obtruded,  whispering  to  my  secret  soul,       [caird, 
'  First  take  thy  last  adieu  of  Eliphenc  !* 
Prid^  haughty  champion,  rose,  with  stem  rebuke 
Against  the  gentler  power.    He  frown'd,  and  cried, 

*  What,  are  we  not,  as  yet,  enough  debased  ? 
Shall  we  add  further  forces  to  the  foe  ; 

And  furnish  arms,  against  our  nobleness. 
To  the  tried  scorn  and  insolence  of  beauty  ?' 

"  *  Dire  was  the   contest — Love  long  kept  his 
But  Pride,  at  last,  was  prevalent — I  rent,  [ground ; 
I  tore  myself  away  from  my  beloved, 
From  my  true  lover — 
As  a  self-murderer,  desperate  of  his  state. 
Makes  a  divorce  betwixt  his  soul  and  body  ! 

" '  I  lay  encamp'd,  my  legions  tented  round  me. 
When  word  was  brought  me  of  a  youthful  warrior. 
Of  gpraceful  mien,  and  more  than  matchless  beauty. 
Who  ask*d  admission.  To  my  presence  led 
HeiMwM  submiss ;  and,  blushing,  prayed  the  grace 
Of  being  privileged  to  do  me  service.        [aspect — 

**  *  My  heart  straight  took  acquaintance  with  his 
Some  strange  similitude  fond  memory  found 
HTwixt  him  and  Eliphene ! — but,  my  soul 
Conceived  no  thought,  that  she  her  tender  frame 
ShouM  vest  in  steel — should  seek  the  man  she 

hated^ 
Should  trace  her  Hugon  into  death  and  dangers ! 

'* '  Instant,  our  hearts  commenced  a  friendship. 
Fondly  inviolate,  as  caught  together  [tender. 

By  hooks  of  golden  grappling.    I,  no  more. 
Sought  Conrade  on  the  perilous  edge  of  conflict; 
I  now  had  one  to  care  for !  and  my  eye. 
My  guardian  eye  pursued  and  watchM  his  motions. 
On  this  side,  and  on  that    In  this  day*s  battle, 
I  charg'd  him,  on  his  duty,  on  his  love. 
To  hold  him  rearward.    Still  I  tum'd,  and  tum'd. 
Even  as  a  timid  deer  accompanied 
By  her  k>v'd  fswn,  to  see  if  he  was  near— 


The  light  fram*d  mail  of  my  belov*d  companion. 
And  ting*d  his  arms  with  blood !  Upon  the  instant. 
Our  legions  sounded  a  retreat    Then,  then— 
Must  1  confess  that  Hugon  trembled  ?  Straight 
Into  my  arms  I  caught  my  best  beiov*d. 
And  dtd  the  hindmost:  night  came  on  apace. 
And  parted  all  affray.     Upon  a  bank 
I  laid  her  down,  and,  to  the  pitying  Moon,  [broke^ 
Whose   doubtful  glimpses   through  the  darkpess 
Utter'd  my  waitings.    Then,  our  lov*d  Slemlanngo 
Came,  provident  of  comforts,  to  console; 
And  did  console,  by  showing  that,  on  Earth, 
Such  virtue  still  was  exunt  !*— Here  the  hero 
Closed  his  sad  narrative ! 

*'  Meantime,  Elphenor,  pendent  o*er  the  cone, 
Still  plied  Jiis  tender  ofilces.    At  length. 
The  beauteous  form  began  to  move^each  heart 
Bounded  with  expectation— when  her  eyes 
Open'd  their  faint  refulgence  to  the  light, 
LookM  wild  around  her  with  a  sickly  gleam. 
And  clos'd  their  ori>s  for  ever !  Then  Elphenor :      ' 
*  By  Death's  cold  hand  this  rose  of  beauty  cropp'd. 
Fades,  and  shall  bloom  no  more — except  in  Hea* 
ven  !' 

**  Meantime,  astonished,  o'er  the  lifeless  corse 
The  hero  speechless  stood — then,  all  at  once. 
As  some  high  cliff,  far  jutting  o*er  its  base. 
Disparts  and  dashes  on  the  sea-beat  shore. 
Bereft  of  sense  he  fell— bl«s^*d  pause  of  being ! 
But  O,  how  fearfully  to  be  succeeded 
By  anguishes  nnutterabte  I  Long, 
Long  lay  he  tranc'd.     I  thought,  I  wisVd  him  dead* 
For  what  had  life,  midst  all  its  stores  of  bliss. 
For  him,  save  misery  extreme  ?  At  length. 
He  wak'd  to  all  the  pangs  of  mental  feeling ! 

"  Five  days,  and  five  soul-tort*ring  nights,  he  lay 
By  th*  embalm*d  remains — in  all  which  time. 
Nor  food,  nor  word  of  utterance,  pass'd  his  lips  ; 
Nor  word  of  consolation  to  his  ear 
Obtain*d  admission.    By  his  side  fast  laid, 
I  press'd  his  hand  in  mine,  and  on  it  dropp*d 
The  tear  of  sad  condolence  !  Through  the  camp 
Sudden  I  heard  the  shout  of  joint  lament 
I  rose,  and  itsu'd  forth.** 
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She  rises — mark  her  moumfal  air ! 

She  looks,  she  moves,  she  breathes  despair ! 

Too  great  appears  her  woe,  [flow. 

To  sofTer  words  to  break  away,  or  swelling  tears  to 

■ECfFATIVE  ACCOMPANIED. — SICOM)  ISBABirTE. 

*T  is  noQght  to  us — come,  let 's  be  gone — 
This  laud  for  us  no  friendship  knows : 

All  are  strangers  here,  and  foes !     [ — pass  on. 
Shall  we  regard  a  foe's  distress  ?— no,  brother,  no  ! 

AIR. — HBSr  ISRAELITE. 

Through  ev'ry  clime,  the  heart  humane 
Is  pleasM  to  share  in  ev*ry  pain — 
There  dwells  a  secret  sense  within, 
To  frail  mortality  a-kin ; 
And  to  the  child  of  bumbling  grief,        ' 
Or  friend,  or  foe,  it  brings  relief  1 


Or  friend,  or  foe,  the  child  of 'grief. 
From  hearts  humane  will  find  relief! 

RECrTATI>'E.— FIRST  ISRABLrra. 

Unhapp}*^  sister !  whence  the  care, 
l*bat  seems  above  thy  strength  to  bear  ? 

RBCrrATIVE. — KAOML 

'T  is  an  incurable  despair  ! — 

"  RECrrATHTB. FIRST  ISRAELm. 

Yet  if  our  power  cannot  relieve,  our  pity  sure  may 
share. 

RECITATIVE. — NAOMI. 

LoppM  from  the  trunk  of  Israel's  tree,      [you  see ! 
And  stripped  of  foliage  and  of  fruit,  a  blasted  branch 

R&CrTAflVB. — SECOND  ISRAELm* 

Of  Israel  ?— O,  declare  thy  grief !— • 
1  hasten,  now,  to  bring  relief. 

AIR. — NAOMI. 

Ah,  cease — ^your  comforts  come  in  vain ! 

As  a  barren  rock  they  fall ; 
Whence  soft  descending  stores  of  rain. 

No  blade  of  kindly  growth  can  call. 

AIR.— FIRST  ISRAELITE. 

From  desolated  lands. 

From  mgged  rocks,  and  parching  sands, 

The  powerful  word  of  Israel's  King 


BROOKE'S  POEMS. 


RBCrrATIVE. — NAOML 

Of  Judah's  tribe,  in  Bethlebem*s  town, 
Naomi  once  was  known. 
But  late,  when  famine  ravag*d  all  oar  plaint, 
I,  with  my  household,  succour  sought  from  Moab^ 
foreign  swains. 


RECrrATIVE.— SECOND  tSRAELm. 


Our  sister  !- 


FIRST  ISRASLrrS. 


Return! 


•  O,  our  sister  dear ! 


.     SECOND  isRAiLrnu 


FIRST  ISRAEL  rrfi. 

•  Thy  km,  thy  country,  cheer ! 


RECrrATIVB. —  SECOND  ISRAELFTE. 

The  Lord  bath  visited  our  land,  [hand ! 

And  on  bis  chosen  people  pour'd  the  bounty  of  his 


Rich  verdure  and  blossoms  again  deck  the  spring. 
Again  in  the  groves  the  wing'd  choristers  sing ; 
Again  the  blithe  milkmaid  is^heard  at  her  piiil» 
And  the  ploughman's  glad  whistle  descends  on  the 
vale. 

RECITATIVE. —NAOMI. 

Though  fall  my  ills  so  heavy  from  his  hand, 
I  bless  the  Lord  who  saves  my  nadre  land. 
Yes,  happy  soil !  ye  hills  and  vales  of  grace! 

Thou  sacred,  pleasing,  promised  place!  [sigl4. 
With  thee,  once  more,  these  eyes  shall  glad -their 
Then,  closing,  bid  adieu  to  mortal  life  and  lif  ht  I 


Dear  natal  Earth,  prepare  my  graven 
Receive  the  fading  form  you  gave ! 
Dear  natal  Earth,  upon  your  breast. 
The  fading  form  you  gave  shall  rest! 

RECnrATIVB. — SECOND  I8RARLIT8. 


Cease,  cease,  O  haplcsL  ^'Ster !  cease  to  i 
Thy  joyful  friends  shall  hail  thy  wish'd  return  ; 
Bethlehem  exulting  thy  approach  shall  greet. 
And  her  throng'd  ways  spread  flow*rt  beneath  thy 
feet 


Let  no  wretched  offi^ning  of  Adam  dtspmr — 
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O  Israel,  receive  to  thy  breast, 

Tbis  thy  daughter,  so  virtuous  and  dear  ! 
In  thy  songs  be  her  welcome  express'd, 

And  her  diffidence  lost  in  thy  cheer ! 
As  her  morning  in  clouds  has  begun, 

Let  her  noon  in  its  progress  be  bright ; 
And  her  evening,  like  summer's  ^r  sun. 

Leave  behind  it  a  glory  of  light  I 


PART   IL 

SCENE   I. 

NAOMI,  RUT0»  AND  M QABITE8. 

RECrrXTIVE.— NAOMI* 

Dauorters  of  Moab,  hear !  By  famine's  hand 
Oppressed,  erewhile  I  left  my  native  land^ 
To  you  I  came ;  ye  took  the  stranger  in, 
And  filPd  the  place  of  country  and  of  kin. 
Now  home  recall'd,  for  leave  to  part  I  sue. 
And  my  full  heart  must  take  the  last  adieu ! 

mscrrATivB. — moabitbs. 

IVbuIdM  thou  their  blesding  from  thy  servants  take  ? 
Your  Lord  loves  Moab  for  Naomi's  sake. 


Where'er  thy  visit  is  addressed, 

The  household  and  the  house  are  bless'd  I 

RECrTATlVE.  — NAOMI. 

Though  you,  my  friends,  I  quit,  my  broken  heart 
Leaves  in  your  hospitable  earth  its  better,  dearer 
part ! 


A  long,  long  adieu,  my  kind  neighbours,  I  take, 
Ye  w^th  <^  the  wealthless,  ye  strength  of  the  weak ! 
While  worth  shall  endear,  or  beneficence  bind. 
Your  mem'ry  shall  hold  the  first  place  in  my  mind : 
And  if  ever  your  lot  should  oblige  you  to  stray. 
May  others  the  friendship  you  sbow'd  me  repay  ! 

MCrrATIVB. — RUTH. 

Come,  mother,  come !  no  more  indulge  delay ! 
Towards  your  Israel's  pleasant  land  I  long  to  bend 
my  way. 

RICITATIVB. — NAOMI. 

What  means  my  daughter  ?  would  she  leave 
Her  friends  of  Moab  for  her  loss  to  grieve  ? 

A». — RUTH. 

Yes,  mother,  yes  ^  with  thee. 
Though  faint  from  travel  and  from  tinl. 
Each  land  will  prove  it  native  soil. 

Each  house  a  home  to  me ! 
Companion'd  with  thee,  as  we  journey  along, 
No  time  can  be  tedious,  no  road  can  be  wtt>ng ! 


B311  wedlock,  Rnth,  ally'd  to  thee. 
Became  a  gift  of  Israel's  tree- 
So  firmly  fix*d,  so  strongly  tied, 
No  storoi  can  ihakei  no  stroke^divide  I 


AOU-^NOAMI. 

O,  flower  of  Moab,  passing  fair  ' 
Say,  shall  my  uujpropitious  hand 

Thee,  from  thy  native  garden,  bear. 
To  wither  in  A  foreign  land  ? 


RBCrrATIVX.— 41UTH. 


Some  power,  unconquerably  strong, 
Impells  thy  daughter's  steps  along. 


As  the  Lord  of  thy  Israel  now  reigneth' above. 
In  his  kingdom  of  peace,  and  his  regions  of  lov<y 

T  is  in  vain 

To  restrain ; 
With  thee  I  will  wander,  with  thee  will  remain. 

To  the  lot  that  is  thine. 
Or  pleasant,  or  painful,  with  joy  I  resign'; 
Thy  people,  thy  God,  and  thy  grave,  shall  be  mine ! 

RECrrATIVR.— NAOMI. 

O  child,  above  all  kindred  dear. 
Thou  bless'd  of  our  Jehovah^ear  I 


I  see,  I  see  with  other  eyes. 
From  darkness  distant  radiance  rise ! 
Soon  shall  the  promis'd  Son  be  bom. 
And  come  on  Soljrma  like  mom, 
Eolight'ning  all  her  skies ! 

CHORUS  or  MOARmS. 

Amid  the  great,  the  glorious  thought. 
Our  souls  to  future  times  are  caught. 

We  see,  with  other  eyes. 
From  darkness  distant  radiance  rise  ! 
Soon  shall  the  promis'd  Son  be  bom. 
And  come  on  Moab  like  the  mom. 

Enlightening  all  her  skies ! 


PART  m. 

SCENE    1. 
NAOMI  AND  BOTH. 
RBClTATrrE.«— NAOMI. 

Turn,  O  daughter,  turn  thy  eyes. 
Where  Bethfehem's  glittering  spires 
How  friir  her  flowery  vales  extend ! 
How  bold  her  swelling  hills  ascend ! 


Dear  natrre  soil !  do  I  again 

Thy  kindly  breeze  inhale  ? 
No  air  of  any  foreign  plain 

Could  thus  my  sense  regale. 

RXCITAnVK.«>RUTB. 

Fair  is  thy  land,  O  mother !  wondrous  fkh*  f 
My  bosom  from  the  view  strange  transport 
to  share. 


New  scenes,  and  new  prospects,  my  spirit  employ. 
And  with  hopes  of  new  happiness  cheer  me ; 

My  heart  all  enliven'd  indulges  its  joy. 
And  some  sudden  blesrapf  leeini  near  bdc^t^ 
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EBCITATIVI.— KAOMI. 


Behold,  my  lovely  child,  behold, 
How  Bethlehem's  streets  at  our  approach  pour 
forth  their  youDg  and  old! 

SCENE  II. 

NAOMI,  RITTH,  BOAZ,  I8RAEUTBS. 

CHORUS. 

Naomi  ? — lost  and  found  again, 
O  welcome  to  thy  native  plain ! 
Raise  all  your  voices,  brethren,  raise. 
And  hail  your  sister's  glad  return  with  gratulating 
lays. 

REcrrATivk. — naomi. 

Say,  brethren,  who  is  he  that  leads  the  throng. 
And  like  a  hero  moves  majestical  along  ? 

RBCrrATIVB. — PIRST  ISRABLnX. 

'T  is  Boaz,  Bethlehem's  prince,  your  near  allied— 
Your  first  of  kindred  by  your  husband's  side  ! 

AIR,  DUET. — ISRABLrra. 

His  step  is  at  a  distance  from  thousands  discem'd  ! 
When  he  speaks  in  the  gate,  elders  hear  and  grow 

IcamM  I 
His  couches  are  spread  for  the  stranger's  repose ; 
For  the  naked  he  shears,  for  the  hungry  he  sows ! 
He  stands  like  a  tree  in  the  midst  of  his  ground, 
With  the  widow  and  orphan  rejoicing  around  ! 

EECfTATIVB. — BOAZ. 

Hail,  mother  of  thy  people !— this  embrace 
Bids  thee  thrice  welcome  to  thy  native  place. 
Oft  have  those  arms  my  infant  years  caress'd. 
And  clasp'd  thy  little  kinsman  to  thy  breast ! 

RBCrTATrVE. — NAOMI. 

Hail,  son  \ — May  Heaven  in  bounty  heap  on  thee 
Tenifbld  the  blessings  it  has  rent  from  me  1 

EECrrATIVE. — BOAZ. 

In  this  our  present  happy  lot. 
Be  past  calamities  forgot ! 
But  where  is  she,  our  new  allied — 
'  Of  Moab's  land  so  late  the  pride  ? 

AIR. — NAOMI. 

Lo,  there  1  like  a  mist  on  the  morning,  her  veil 
Strives  in  vain  to  obscure  her  from  sight ; 

It  betrajrs  what  it  means  to  conceal, 
A  beauty  for  vision  too  bright ! 

RECrrATIVE. — BOAZ. 

Thee,  fairest  Ruth,  by  Israel's  law  I  claim, 
A  glad  succeeder  to  thy  husband's  name ! 


Yon  portion  fair  of  Moab*s  earth. 
To  Israers  Chosen  Plant  gives  birth ! 
Hence  the  mighty  tree  shall  spring, 
The  glory  of  the  grove,  of  every  tree  the  king ! 

CHORUS  OP  PRIESTS. 

To  the  centre,  shaU  reach  the  vast  depth  of  his  root ! 

To  the  stars,  the  vast  height  of  his  sununit  shall 
shoot! 

Through  the  world,  the  vast  length  of  his  boughs 
shall  extend ! 

For  their  food,  on  his  fruit,  shall  all  nations  de- 
pend! 

ORAND  CHQRCS. 

Hail,  mother  of  approaching  grace ! 
Hail,  parent  of  the  promis'd  race ! 
Far  distant  I  see  him!— The  young  and  the  old 
Rush  to  meet  the  Messiah,  by  prophets  fbtetold  I 
The  lame,  with  a  bound, 
lightly  leap  from  the  ground ; 
The  deaf  nm  to  hear,  and  the  blind  to  behold — 
And  the  dead  rise  triumphant  around ! 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  GU9TAVU8  VA8A. 

Britons  I  this  night  presents  a  state  distressed : 
Though  brave,  yet  vanquish'd ;  and  though  great, 

oppressed. 
Vice,  rav'nlng  vulture,  on  her  vitals  prey'd  ; 
Her  peers,  her  prelates,  feU  corruption  sway*d : 
Their  rights,  for  pow'r,  the  ambitious  weakly  sold  ; 
The  wealthy,  poorly,  fbr  superfluous  gold. 
Hence  wasting  ills,  hence  severing  factions  rose. 
And  gave  large  entrance  to  invading  foes: 
Truth,  justice,  honour,  fled  th'  infected  shore  ; 
For  freedom,  sacred  freedom,  was  no  more. 

Then,  greatly  rising  in  bis  country's  right. 
Her  hero,  her  deliverer,  sprung  to  light: 
A  race  of  hardy  northern  sons  he  led^ 
Guiltless  of  courts,  untainted,  and  unread  ; 
Whose  inborn  spirit  spum'd  th'  ignoble  fee. 
Whose  hands  scom'd  bondage,  fbr  their  heaurts  were 
free. 

Ask  ye,  what  law  thehr  conquering  cause  coo- 
fess'd?— 
Great  Nature's  law,  the  law  within  the  breast ; 
Form*d  by  no  art,  and  to  no  sect  confin'd. 
But  stamped  by  Heav*n  upon  th*  unlettered  mind. 

Such,  such,  of  old,  the  first-bom  natives  were. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  TBB  EARL  OF  ESSEX, 
A  TRAQEDT. 

Thw  uight,  to  your  free  censure,  are  expos'd 
Scenes,  now  almost  two  hqndred  winters  ckw'd : 
Scenes,  yet,  that  ought  to  be  for  ever  near. 
To  freedom  sacred,  and  to  virtue  dear ! 

Deep  is  the  spring,  whose  stream  this  night  we 
draw; 
Its  source  is  truth— 'tis  liberty  made  law : 
A  draught  divine  to  ev*ry  generous  breast ; 
The  cordial  of  the  wretched— of  the  bless'd ! 
The  juice,  by  which  the  strength  of  souls  is  fed  j 
Without  whose  aliment,  who  lives — is  dead. 
If  aught  is  honest,  noble,  kind,  or  great. 
Which  yet  may  give  some  British  hearts  to  beat ; 
If  aught  has  been  by  mighty  fathers  won, 
Which  yet  descends  to  animate  a  son ; 
However  weak  the  warmth,  or  dim  the  beam. 
We  show  from  whence  the  distant  glory  came  ; 
And  lead  you  backward,  by  the  kindred  ray. 
To  the  full  blaze  of  BriUin's  brightest  day- 
Elizabeth  1— a  light  till  then  unknown, 
The  virgin  sun,  of  truth's  meridian,  shone. 
And  in  the  subject's  freedom  fix'd  a  living  throne. 

Is  there,  to  whom  one  privilege  is  sure. 
Who  holds  fair  property,  as  yet,  secure  ?— 
Is  there,  to  whom  refigion  sUnds  endear'd, 
So  hardly  rescued,  so  divinely  cleared  ?— 
Is  there,  who  claims,  who  feels,  who  prizes  aught, 
For  which  the  hero  bled,  the  patriot  wrought?— 
Elizabeth,  as  one  inspiring  soul, 
Refbrm'd,  connected,  and  affirmed  the  whole; 
And  sent  the  blessings  down,  through  ev»ry  reign. 
For  you  to  clasp,  to  cherish,  and  retain ! 

Like  Cynthia,  peerless  queen,  supremely  crownM, 
Her  guardian  constellations  blaz'd  around — 
Selected  chiefs,  for  council,  as  for  fight; 
Her  men  of  wisdom,  and  her  men  of  might ; 
Whose  acts,  illustrating  our  annals,  stand 
The  grace,  the  good,  the  glory  of  the  land ! 
For  then  no  courtly  faction  stood  confess'd— 
Who  serv'd  his  country,  scrv'd  his  queen  the  best! 

If  yet,  among  those  godlike  men  of  old. 
Some  taint  of  earth  lay  mingled  with  the  mould ; 
On  human  frailty  if  misfortune  grew, 
And  sufierings,  such  as  all  who  read  must  rue — 
Through  time  descending  let  the  sorrow  flow, 
And  you  who  share  the  virtue,  share  the  woe ! 


ANOTHER  PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  ESSEX. 
SrOKIN  BT  MS.  SHBKIDAK. 


To  cast  him  up  again^-to  bid  him  live. 
And  to  the  scene  his  form  and  pressure  give. 

Thus  once-fam'd  Essex  at  her  voice  appears. 
Emerging  from  the  sacred  dust  of  years. 

Nor  deem  it  much,  that  we  retrace  to  night 
A  tale  to  which  you  have  listenM  with  delight. 
How  oft  of  yore,  to,  learned  Athens'  eyes. 
Did  new  Electras  and  new  Pluedras  rise  ? 
In  France,  how  many  Theban  monarehs  groan 
For  Laius*  blood,  and  incest  not  their  own  ? 
When  there  new  Iphigenias  heave  the  sigh, 
Fresh  drops  of  pity  gush  from  evVy  eye : 
On  th6  same  theme  though  rival  wits  appear, 
The  heart  still  finds  the  sympathetic  tear. 

If  there  soft  pity  pours  her  plenteous  store. 
For  fabled  kings  and  empires  now  no  more; 
Much  more  should  you — ^from  freedom's  glorious 

plan, 
Wlio  still  inherit  all  the  rights  of  man — 
Much  more  should  you  with  kindred  sorrows  glow 
For  your  own  chiefr,  your  own  domestic  woe ; 
Much  more  a  British  story  should  impart 
The  warmest  feelings  to  each  British  heart. 


PROLOGUE 
TO  THE  EARL  OP  WESTMORLAHO, 

ATaAOESY. 

Chahm'd  to  this  spot,  concurring  to  thu  night. 
Wide  nations  close,  and  centuries  unite. 
Scenes  long  eras*d,  past  ages  rise  to  view,     [you  ! 
Realms  change  their  place,  atid  time  returns — for 

The  merchant,  vent'rous  in  his  search  of  gain. 
Who  ploughs  the  winter  of  the  boist'rous  main. 
From  various  climes  collects  a  various  store. 
And  lands  the  treasure  on  his  native  shore. 
Our  merchant  yet  imports  no  golden  prize. 
What  wretches  covet,  and' what  you  despise ! 
A  different  store  his  richer  freight  imparts — 
I  The  gem  of  virtue,  and  the  gold  of  hearts ; 
The  social  sense,  the  feelings  of  mankind. 
And  the  large  treasure  of  a  godlike  mind  ! 

When  Westmorland,  unhappy,  brave,  and  great, 
Appears  conflicting  with  the  pow'rs  of  fate, 
Quilty  yet  good,  deserving  yet  forlorn. 
And  by  the  strife  of  warridg  passions  torn*— 
Although  our  author  brings  the  distant  woe, 
From  eyes  that  wept  a  thousand  years  ago. 
He  claims  your  kindred  tears  for  the  distressed. 
Nor  thinks  one  virtue  foreign  to  your  breast ! 
But  when  the  bright  Rowena  shall  appear. 
First  of  her  sox — except  her  rivals  here— 
No  more  let  man  assert  his  lordly  claim. 
No  more  presume  to  step  the  first  for  fame ; 
But  to  the  fair  their  native  rights  allow. 
Look  round,  and  with  becoming  homage  bow ! 


Wftm'ia  the  brave,  the  gen'rous,  and  the  just. 
Whene'er  the  patriot  sinks  to  silent  dust. 
The  tragic  Muse  attends  the  mournful  hearse. 
And  pajrs  her  tribute  of  immortal  verse. 
Inspir'd  by  noble  deeds,  she  seeks  the  plain, 
In  honour's  cause  where  n^ighty  chiefs  are  slain ; 
And  bathes  with  tears  the  sod  that  wraps  the  dead. 
And  bids  the  turf  lie  lightly  on  his  head. 

Nor  thus  content  she  opens  -death's  cold  womb, 
And  bunfti  th%  caannents  of  tha  awful  toab 


ANOTHER  PROLOGUE 
TO  THE  EARL  OP  WESTMORLAND. 

Thbrs  was  a  time,  these  polish'd  times  preceding, 
Fjre  our  good  sires  of  Britain— knew  fine  breeding; 
Ere  honesty  was  elbow'd  from  the  nation. 
Or  life's  leam*d  lie  entitled  *'  Education." 
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Bold  Natnre  then  disdain'd  the  mask  of  mrt ; 
Man,  on  his  open  aspect,  wore  his  hf'art.         « 
Passion  then  knew  nor  cover,  nor  control ; 
Facb  action  <«pokc  the  dictate  of  the  soul : 
Worth  claim'd   its    triumphs,  guih  confe»*d  its 

stinjrs, 
And  truth  vas  known  at  courts — and  told  to  kings ! 

Such  were  your  sires,  humanely,  nobly  rude ; 
And  such  the  jrood  old  times,  for  you  renew'd ! 

From  the  still  re^fions  of  enduring  night. 
Our  author  calU  the  dead  to  life  and  lii^ht 
He  bids  your  hearts  to  heave^  your  eyes  to  flow, 
O'er  griefs  that  passM  nine  hundred  j'ears  ago : 
Bids  truth  in  person  tread  Hibemia's  stage. 
And  action  preach  her  sermon  to  the  age ; 
The  sermon  to  which  Nature  sets  her  seal — 
For  none  can  doubt  the  doctrine  that  they  feel. 

Sweet  as  a  field  that  vernal  breezes  fan,  , 
Sweet  are  emotion^  in  the  heart  of  man ; 
Sweet  are  the  tears  of  worth,  the  ties  of  kin. 
And  all  the  home-bred  charities  within ! 

When  human  feelings  the  warm  breast  inspire. 
When  pity  softens,  and  when  passions  fire ; 
Then  glows  the  mint  of  Nature,  apt,  refin*d. 
And  virtue  strikes  her  image  on  the  mind. 

If  the  disdnguish*d  hero  of  this  night 
Is  urg'd  to  leap  the  sacred  mound  of  right ; 
If,  wildly  tossM  on  passion's  stormy  wave, 
He  wrecks  the  country  he  was  bom  to  save ; 
Know  it  is  man's  to  err — and  let  that  move. 
To  pity  frailties  that  you  can 't  approve. 

But  when  you  see  Rpwena  greatly  soar, ' 
A  height  that  virtue  never  dar*d  before  ; 
.^summit,  to  aspiring  mati  unknown, 
And,  first  and  last,  achievM  by  her  alone ; 
Then  turn,  and  in  her  sex  the  saint  revere — 
Then  bend  with  reverence,  to  the  chaste  and  fSair ! 


PROLOGUE, 

FOB  THE  OPENING  OF  A  THEATRE. 

Whem  lazy  moralists  from  ckusters  taught 
The  firosty  precepts  of  unpractis'd  thought. 
However  the  judgment  coldly  was  informed, 
No  worth  was  kindled,  for  no  heart  was  warm*d. 
But  when  some  good  men  to  the  public  read 
The' generous  lecture  of  a  life  weU  led : 
When  patriots  stood  for  liberty  and  laws. 
Or  foil  the  victims  of  their  country's  cause : 
Then  hearts  were  taught  to  glow,  and  eyes  to  melt. 
And  hands  to  act  the  lesson  that  was  felt. 

In  languid  maxims,  which  we  barely  hear. 
The  voice  of  truth  sounds  distant  to  our  ear; 
But  action  bids  the  substance  to  arise, 
And  gives  the  living  beauty  to  your  eyes. 
Henqe  was  the  stage,  from  earliest  times,  designed 
A  vital  school  of  virtue  to  mankind. 
In  real  life,  if  scant  the  good  and  foir, 


Whatever  of  worth  informs  the  social  breast. 
Upon  humanity  by  Heaven  impress'd. 
The  sympathy  that  proves  great  souU  of  kin. 
The  touch  that  tries  the  hidden  gold  within : 
Whatever  of  g^enerous,  courteous,  fond  and  kind, 
Strike«  the  lin'd  unison  of  mind  to  mind : 
Whate'er  may  teach  a  virtuous  eye  to  flow. 
For  ^efs  that  pass'd  nine  hundred  years  ago : 
All  those  we  bring — Confess  to  modem  eyes. 
The  deed  of  fam'd  antiquity  shall  rise : 
Friends,  lovers,  heroes,  patriots,  to  this  stage 
Shall  come,  from  every  land,  from  every  age: 
Old  Time  shall  rf^nder,  to  your  eyes  and  ears  . 
Tlie  troths  and  trophies  uf  four  thousand  years: 
Cato  again  shall  abdicate  his  tomb. 
And  BniAis  strike  for  liberty  and  Rome ! 


PROLOGUK 

TO  OTHELLO. 
SPOKSH  IN  DVBLIK,  BT  MU  GARRICK. 

Mr  term  expired  with  this  concluding  play. 

I  've  cast  the  buskin  and  the  socli  away. 

No  more  to  kindle  the  poetic  rage. 

Nor  in  mock-majesty  to  awe  the  stage. 

The  hero  shrinks  into  his  native  span — 

This  little  sketch  and  miniature  of  man. 

''  Where 's  Garrick  ?'*  says  the  beau :  and  as  I  pa^i^ 

To  mark  the  noted  insect — takes  his  glass. 

Plac*d  in  yon  box,  to  publish  my  disaster, 

**  Mamma,"  cries  miss,  *<  who  is  that  little  master  ?" 

"  Zounds !"  says  the  captain, "  what !  is  that  Otfaelk>? 

Ha,  ha,  ha! 

*<  A  good  joke,  damme — a  rare  hulking  fellow  !*' 
Thus  on  defocts  I  dare  to  build  a  name: 
And  imperfection  gives  me  up  to  fame. 
O,  could  my  stature  with  your  bounty  rise. 
And  swelling  gratitude  extend  my  size ! 
What  ample  measure  would  that  change  impart. 
When  ^ery  limb  should  answer  to  my  heart. 
Great  are  the  favours  vhich  my  soul  avows ; 
Great  are  the  thanks  with  which  your  servant  bows! 
My  faults  are  debtors  to  your  generous  sense — 
Quick  to  observe,  yet  gracious  to  dispense  ! 
And  should  I  but  presume  that  something,  too^ 
Is  to  your  judgment,  to  your  justice  due  ; 
Blame  not  the  vanity  you  kindly  raise. 
Sprung  from  your  smiles,  and  heigfaten'd  by  yoor 


praise 


1 


[pole. 


Hail,  generous  isle !  though  neighbouring  to  the 
Thy  warmth  is  in  the  virtues  of  the  soul ! 
Though  clouds,  above,  may  intercept  the  light : 
Below,  thy  sun  of  beauty  cheers  our  sight ! 
Where'er  my  distant  fortunes  may  command, 
I  sigh  for  thee  as  for  my  natal  land. 
Or  east,  or  west,  howe'er  the  region  lies, 
A  country  takes  its  name  from  social  ties ; 
The  heart  alone  appoints  its  favourite  place. 
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EPITXKSUE 

ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  HIS  ROTAL  HIGHNESS 
THE  DUKE  OF  CUMBERLAND.   . 

fPOKBN   BT   MR.  GARItICK,    IN  DUBLIN. 

T  IS  not  a  birth  to  titles,  pomp,  or  state, 
That  forms  the  brave,  or  coostitutes  the  great : 
To  be  the  SOD  of  George's  just  renown, 
And  brother  to  the  heir  of  Britaio^s  crown^ 
Though  proud  these  claims,  at  best  they  but  adon^ 
For  heroes  cannot  be,  like  princes,  bom : 
Valour  and  worth  must  consecrate^heic  nanae. 
And  virtue  give  them,  to  the  rolls  of  fame. 

Hail  to  the  youth,  whose  actions  mark  this  year, 
And  in  whose  honour  you  assemble  here  ! 
T  is  not  to  grace  his  natal  day  we  meet, 
His  birth  of  glory  is  the  birth  we  greet 
How  quick  does  his  progressive  virtue  mn, 
How  swift  ascend  to  its  meridian  sun. 
Before  its  beam  the  northern  storms  retire. 
And  Britons  catch  the  animating  fire. 

Yet  rush  not  too  precipitate,  for  know 
The  fote  you  urge  would  prove  our  greatest  foe, 
Religioa,  law,  and  liberty  's  at  stake. 
Repress  your  acdour  for  yoor  countiy's  sake. 
The  life  you  prize  not,  Britain  may  deplore. 
And  chance  may  take,  what  ages  can  't  restore 

O !  did  the  gallant  Cumberland  but  bead 
Such  troops  as  here  our  glorious  William  >  led ! 
Bold  names,  in  Britain's  history  renown'd, 
Who  fix'd  her  freedom  on  Hibernian  ground. 
Till  death,  embattled  for  their  country,  stood, 
And  made  the  Boyne  immortal  by  their  blood. 
Such  were  your  sires,  who  still  survive  in  fome; 
Such  are  the  sons  who  would  achieve  the  same. 
Young  William  then  should  rival  trophies  raise, 
And  emulate  our  great  deliverer's  days, 
By  equal  actions  win  the  lik«  applause. 
Alike  their  name,  their  glory,  and  their  cause. 

May  Heav'n's  peculiar  angel  shield  the  youth  ! 
Who  draws  the  sword  of  liberty  and  truth. 
By  him  Britannia's  injuries  redress, 
And  crown  his  toil,  his  virtue,  with  success. 
Make  him  the  scourge  of  France,  the  dread  of  Rome, 
The  patriot's  blessing,  and  the  rebel's  doom. 

Then  seize,  Hibemia,  seize  the  present  joy, 
This  day  is  sacred  to  the  martial  boy  !— 
The  morrow  shall  a  different  strain  require, 
When,  with  thy  Stanhope  >,  all  delights  retire. 
And  (a  long  polar  night  of  grief  begun) 
Thy  soul  shall  sigh  for  its  returning  son. 


He  forms  a  model  of  a  virtuous  sort, 
And  gives  you  more  of  moral  than  of  sport  j 
He  rather  aims  to  draw  the  melting  sigh. 
Or  steal  the  pitying  tear  from  beauty's  eye : 
To  touch  the  strings  that  humanise  our  kind, 
Man's  sweetest  strain,  the  music  of  the  mind. 

Ladies,  he  bids  me  tell  yon,  that  from  you» 
His  first*  his  fav*rite  character  he  drew  : 
A  jroung,  a  lovely,  unexperienc'd  maid. 
In  honest  truth  and  innocence  array'd ; 
Of  fortune  destitute,  with  wrongs  oppress'd. 
By  -fraud  attempted,  and  by  love  distressed : 
Yet  guarded  still :  and  every  sufTring  pass'd. 
Her  virtue  meets  the  sure  reward  at  last 

From  such  examples  shall  the  sex  be  taught. 
How  virtue  fixes  whom  their  eyes  have  caught: 
How  honour  beautifies  the  fairest  face. 
Improves  the  mien,  and  dignifies  the  grace. 

And  hence  the  libertine,  who  builds  a  name 
On  the  base  ruins  of  a  woman's  fome. 
Shall  own,  the  best  of  human  blessings  lie 
In  the  chaste  honours  of  the  nuptial  tie : 
There  lives  the  home-felt  sweet,  the  near  delight. 
There  peace  reposes,  and  there  joys  unite : 
And  female  virtue  was  by  Heav'n  design'd^ 
To  charm,  to  polish,  and  to  bless  mankind. 


PROLOGUE 

1*0  THE  POUKDLING. 


EPILOGUE 

TO  TOE 
PLAY  OF  WHAT  WE  MUST  ALL  COME  TO. 

What  all  must  come  to ! — ^what  ?^^ebate  and  strife! 
Must  all  wed  plague  and  broils-^who  wed  a  wife^ 
If  that 's  the  sage  conclusion  of  i)ur  ppet. 
The  man  's  a  fool — you  happy  husbands  know  it ! 

Your  dames  are  form'd  upon  a  gentler  plan — 
To  sooth  and  smooth  the  rough-hewn  mass  of  man; 
To  bid'  the  tumult  of  your  souls  to  cease, 
And  smile  your  warring  passions  into  peace. 

Like  Rome's  fam'd  matrons,  scorning  all  excess 
In  mask  or  mummery,  in  dance  or  dress. 
Your  wives  are  busied  in  the  nobler  cares 
Of  planting  their  own  virtues  in  your  heirs, 
And  scarce  depart  their  house — except  to  prayers ! 

They  neither  take  nor  give  the  world  a  handle 
For  tittle-tattle,  gossiping,  or  scandal; 
And,  as  for  that  strange  vice  of  gaming — lard ! 
I  dare  b^  sworn,  they  scarce  can  tell  a  card. 

In  times  of  yore,  indeed,  when  't  was  the  foshion. 
And  drums,  routs,  rackets,  cards,  the  favourite 

passion ; 
With  ev'ry  husband,  gambling  was  the  flame, 
And  even  their  prefcious  spouses — play*d  the  gam^ 

Plumb,  in  the  reigning  vice,  your  statesmen  jum^*  ^ 
And  fiEictions  in  rotation  tum'd  up  trump : 
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But  bow  the  game  did  end,  or  may  end — ^why — 
Time,  if  it  choose,  may  tell — in  sooth,  not  I. 

Ye  fair,  intended,  by  the  powers  above. 
With  iiilken  chains  to  bind  the  world  in  love  ; 
On  whose  soft  sway,  to  Earth's  extremest  end. 
The  race,  the  brotherhood  of  man  depend ! 
O,  never,  never  answer  rage  with  rage, 
But  shun  the  tempest  which  you  cant  assuage ; 
Your  tjnrants,  then,  shall  spend  their  wnUh  in 

vain, 
Return  quite  tame,  andvreassume  their  chain; 
So  shall  submission  win  despotic  sway. 
And  the  world*s  lord  shall  willingly  obey ! 


EPILOGUE 
ON  HUMBUGGING. 

Of  all  trades  and  arts  in  repute  or  possession, 
Humbugging  is  held  the  most  ancient  profession. 

Twixt  nations,  and  parties,  and  state  politicians. 
Prim  shopkeepers,  jobbers,  smooth  lawyers,  phy- 
sicians. 
Of  worth  and  of  wisdom  the  trial  and  test 
Is — mark  ye,  my  friends  !*^who  shall  humbug  the 
best 
Our  neighbour  of  France,  with  his  prologue  so 
kind. 
And  his  epilogue  spoke  by  his  cannon  behind ; 
Who,  in  banter  and  bully,  in  cringing  and  hugging. 
Is  counted  of  old,  the  great  prince  of  humbugging; 
Por  once  stands  amazM,  howsoever  it  was  hit  on, 
To  find  he  's  humbugg'd  by  his  cullies  of  Britain. 
But  why,  honest  ^ends,  should  we  ramble  and 
roam. 
To  look  for  humbuggers  so  distant  from  home  ? 
Poor  Ireland,  as  well  as  her  neighbours,  of  late 
Has  begun  to  remove  the  fool's  cap  from  her  pate. 
Our  hummers  in  state,  physic,  learning,  and  law. 
Do  not  all  sit,  as  chfefk,  in  the  court  of  Nassau : 
And,  once,  a  whole  house  of  humbuggers  was  seen 
In  a  place — let  me  think— ay— 't  is  call'd  Col- 
lege-green ! 
Since  Galen,  in  slopping,  and  doseing,  and  drug- 
ging. 
Gave  rules  for  the  physical  branch  of  humbugging ; 
The  patient,  when  once  duly  drain'd  of  his  treasure. 
Is  welcome  t9  die — or  recover— at  leisure. 

»T  other  day,  in  the  four  courts— sweet  pow'rs! 
how  I  wonderM 
To  see,  of  my  friend  Harry  Lone,  a  whole  hundred ! 
With  gowns,  bands,  and  faces,  so  smooth  and  so 

smug^d. 
And  the  world  crowding  in  to  be  surelv  humboe*d ! 


TO 
TffE  MEMORY 

OF 
UEUTENANT  COLONEL  BBNRT  CXBKBNTS , 

Shall  boastful  pomp,  the  high  imperial  nam^ 
Or  title,  only,  swell  the  trump  of  Fame  } 
To  equal  worth  be  equal  glory  doe, 
And  wreaths  that  bloom*d  for  Clayton  bloom  for 
you! 

O,  once  endow*d  with  ev'ry  pleasing  powV, 
To  cheer  the  sad  or  charm  the  social  hour ; 
To  sweeten  life  with  many  a  gentle  art,  ' 

And  win  the  whole  dominion  of  the  heart ; 
I  deem'd,  far  other  than  the  Fates  allow. 
The  laurels  bound  upon  your  living  brow. 
To  greet  my  friend  returning  firom  bis  toil, 
Grac'd  with  his  deeds,  and  laden  with  his  spoiL 
Too  fond  of  what  the  martial  harvests  yielAt 
Alas,  too  forward  to  the  dangerous  fid<^ 
As  one  of  old  renown  in  battle  tried. 
The  glory  of  the  dusty  plain  3rou  died ! 
The  tongues  of  Dettingen  your  triumph  tell. 
And  weeping  Toumay  points  where  Clements  feO. 

O,  in  sdme  future  day  of  loud  alarms. 
When  virtue  and  my  country  call  to  arms 
For  freedom— struggling  natioDS  to  unbind. 
And  snap  the  sceptres  that  would  bnsiae  man- 
kind— 
At  such  an  hour,  in  such  a  cause  as  thine. 
The  honoured  close  of  such  a  death  be  mine ! 
Then  may  some  kindred  bard  appoint  my  grave. 
Snatch  forth  my  name,  and  roll  it  with  the  brave  ; 
Assign  my  pen  and  Sword  the  wish*d  applause. 
And  say  that  both  were  drawn  in  virtue's  cause ! 
Then  drop  the  salutation  given  to  you — 
"  Companion,  countryman,  and  fnend — adieu  !** 


A  CHARACTER. 


When  o'er  the  canvass  flows  the  master's  line, 
He  adds  no  name  to  mark  the  just  design ; 
The  portrait,  midst  a  mingling  world,  is  known, 
And  stands  admired,  distinguish'd,  and  alone ! 

Behold  him,  full  of  virtues  as  ojFda3rs, 
I^den  with  worth,  infirmities,  and  praise  1 
Down  the  hoar  flowings  of  his  silver'd  head. 
Wisdom  and  time  their  equal  honours  shed ; 
Truth  and  benevolence,  with  equal  grace. 
Rise  from  his  breast,  and  lighten  in  his  face. 

His  languid  limbs  expect  the  peaceful  bier; 
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TO  MR,  B- 


OM  iUJTsmsnio  bu  TRSATist  ON  TBI  nnmsTB  OF 

IllLAMD* 


Sat,  B- 


-«,  what  demon  bai  ponei^d 


A  brain,  that  bettor  should  dnoem. 
Than  thus  to  choose  a  theme,  confessM 
No  creature*!  study  or  eoQcem  ? 

Hadst  thou  but  writ  of  Mat  the  miller. 

Or  frolics  of  the  fury-tribe. 
Or  even  of  John  the  Giant  Killer  j 

There  's  not  a  soul  but  would  subscribe. 

But,  here,  though  from  a  seraph's  wing  ' 
Tliy  manna-dropping  (|UiIl  were  shed; 

Morpheus  his  leaden  mace  shall  bring, 
Or  ere  the  second  page  be  read. 


PATRIOTISM  OP  IRELAND, 

AN 
HISTORICAL  BALLAD. 

TO  THE  tVNB  OF— Fe  commoitM  andpetrs. 

In  the  year,  do  you  see, 
Of  fifty  and  three, 

A  year  of  facetious  renown ; 
A  conjurer  came. 
Old  R r  by  name. 

For  the  pastime  of  country  and  town  ! 

At  once  to  surprise 
And  cozen  our  eyes, 

He  show*d  us  of  courtiers  ten  brace ; 
All  courtiers  as  true 
To  the  minister's  cne. 

As  ever  took  pension  or  place ! 


ButR- 


-r,  anon, 


Cries,  <*  Pass  and  be  gone !" 
The  coast  it  is  instantly  clear; 

And  straight,  in  the  place 

Of  prostitutes  base. 
Ten  brace  of  good  patriots  appear ! 


THE  QUESTION. 

INSCIIBED  to  LAUT  CAKOLINB  BUSStt. 

Fbom  our  frail  sire,  who  first  knew  sin. 
Through  every  stage  of  age  and  jrouth, 

The  world's  grand  question  still  hath  been, 
"  Whence  is  beauty,  what  is  truth  ?* 

This  to  resolve,  or  to  inquire, 

Employ'd  the  leam'd  of  every  age ; 

Alike  perplexM  the  son  and  sire. 
The  dull,  the  subtle,  and  the  sage. 

At  length,  impatient  of  delay. 
The  world  agreed  no  more  to  wait ; 

But  cast  dwputed  trath  away. 
As  well  fkom  practice,  as  debate. 

Then  beauty,  on  unrivaird  ground. 
Sole  cause  of  contest,  stood  alone ; 

And  every  knight  hath  formed,  or  found, 
A  fiivourite  princess  of  his  own. 

To  magic  nnmbers,  one  confines 

The  castle,  where  the  charmer  dwells  ; 

And  one,  to  corresponding  lines 
Of  angles,  cubes,  and  parallels. 

By  sounds  of  soft  attraction  led. 
Her  power  the  man  of  music  feeb : 

The  scholar  dreams  she  's  in  his  head  ; 
The  dancer  swears  she  's  in  his  heeb. 

In  pleasure  some,  and  some  in  state, 
Their  cloud-compo8*d  enchantress  spy  ■; 

And,  from  ambitiou^s  tow'ry  height. 
She  catches  many  a  wishful  eye. 

In  S3rmmetry,  discemers  view 
A  glance  of  beauty's  real  queen; 

And  nearer,  by  a  cltosen  few. 
The  sentimental  fair  is  seeiy 

But  each,  like  knights  of  old  emprise, 
(Whate'er  his  present  flame)  requires^ 

That  all  should  find  conforming  eyes. 
And  join  to  bow — ^where  he  admires. 

To  fix  this  fire  of  wand*ring,love. 
Supernal  Power  resolv'd  to  show. 

That  what  was  troth  in  Heav^n  above* 
Alone  made  beauty  here  below. 
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Trom  2JeinWa*8  firozen  clime,  he  chose 

A  quantity  of  virgin  air, 
For  lucid  organ*,  to  compose 

The  moving  fshbric  of  bis  fair. 


With  this  he  blends  the  portion  due, 
Nine  solar  rays  of  morning  light. 

To  give  a  blush  of  chastest  bue, 

As  deep  and  warm,  as  pure  and  bright. 

From  Hybla's  sweets,  that  breathe  in  feme. 
He  pressM  the  prime  of  bloom  and  bud  ; 

And,  through  the  soft  transparent  frame, 
He  pour'd  the  aromatic  flood. 

Sphered  in  the  centre,  as  a  sun. 
Within  he  hung  the  cordial  freight. 

Which  from  Eternal  Truth  he  won, 
And  bid  th'  embosom'd  Heav'n  to  beat 

From  number,  music,  sisters  twin. 
He  caught  the  magic  of  the  face ; 

And,  from  the  sentiment  within, 
He  pictur'd  motion,  mien,  and  grace. 

Thus  folding,  in  one  radiant  frame. 
Each  beauty  humanely-divine. 

He  gave  his  system  up  to  fame. 
And  mortals  call  her — Caroline ! 


BROOKE'S  POEMS. 


^NGS  FROM  HIS  DRAMATIC  PIECES, 

FROM 

JACK  THE  GIANT-QUELLER. 


Thi  laws  they  were  made  for  the  little, 
Tlie  laws  they  were  made  for  the  little. 

In  the  bands  of  the  strong. 

All  the  ties,  that  belong 
To  justice  and  honour,  are  brittle. 

The  laws  they  were  made  for  the  little, 
The  laws  they  were  made  for  the  little, 

Though  churchmen  may  preach. 

And  philosophers  teach. 
The  great  will  not  list  to  a  tittle. 

The  laws  they  were  made  for  the  little, 
The  laws  they  were  made  for  the  little  ; 

It  is  not  by  right. 

But  by  wrong-doing  might. 
That  giants  still  'scape  a  committal. 


AIR  III. 

Tvm—Moll  Roe, 

Would  you  silence  a  patriot  committee. 
Touch  their  lips  with  this  magical  wand  ; 

Through  country,  and  senate,  and  city, 
T  is  the  lock  and  the  key  of  the  land. 

Take  a  piece  of  this  same  from  your  cofier« 

Display  to  the  voter  your  pelf; 
And  the  wretch,  having  nothing  to  offer, 

WiU  frugally  sell  you—himself. 

T  is  a  shot  for  the  fowl  of  all  feather, 

A  bait  for  the  gust  of  all  fish  ; 
To  this  ev'ry  gudgeon  will  gather. 

And  plump,  ready  dress'd,  in  your  dish. 

If  the  booby,  your  pupil,  so  dull  is. 
He  scarce  can  remember  his  name ; 

Yet  his  mouth  it  shall  open,  like  Tully^s, 
When  fed  with  a  spoon  oif  this  same. 

To  a  rascal,  a  bear,  and  a  blockhead, 

Unconscious  of  mood  or  of  tense. 
This  plastic  receipt,  in  his  pocket. 

Gives  grace,  figure,  virtue,  and  sense. 

Old  saints  will  for  this  sell  their  manuals  ; 

O'er  this,  at  your  sovereign  nod. 
Old  judges  will  skip  like  3roung  spaniels. 

And  cardinals  kiss  you  this  rod. 

To  study  aught  else  is  but  nonsense; 

From  hence  all  philosophy  springs — 
T  is  the  crown,  beauty,  cause,  and  good  conscience. 

Of  priests,  ladies,  lawyers,  and  kings. 


AIR  IV. 

Tune — Peggy  Benton, 

In  the  church,  where  your  dignified  doctor?  yon 
Such  holy  men  refrain,  son ;  [find. 

For,  uplifted  by  us,  and  our  offices  kind. 
Their  sanctify'd  pride  they  sustain,  son. 

Let  governors  thrive,  and  each  prince,  on  his  tliroue. 

In  peace  and  plenty  reign,  son ; 
Till  you  find  that  by  talents,  and  virtue,  «lone, 

One  man  shall  to  honour  attain,  son. 

Let  party  in  tm^ulent  senates  debate. 

Nor  matters  it  who  shall  gain,  son ; 
Tin  you  find  that  one  act  for  the  good  of  theitate* 

Shall  have  enter*d  in  cither's  brain,  son. 
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Each  fox-hunting  justice  and  landlorded  youth, 
Are  prone  to  your  point,  when  they  may,  son; 

For  these,  too,  are  little  grand  signiors,  forsooth. 
And  giants,  each  inan  in  bis  way,  son. 


AIR  V. 

Tu  JTB— jj/"  a//  the  fair  maids.     ^ 

Ambition  )ikepack-o'-the-lantem  bewitches; 
Ambition  like  jack-o*-the-lantem  bewitches ; 
And  leads  you  benighted  through  dirt  and  through 
ditches.  Dol  de  dol,  &c. 

Your  griping  for  gold,  a  beggarly  itch  is; 
Your  griping  for  gold,  a  beggarly  itch  is; 
And  virtue,  though  humble,  looks  down  upon  riches. 
Dol  de  dol,  &c. 

Your  great  men  and  statesmen,  the  higher  their 

pitch  is,  [pitch  is, 

Your  great  men  and  statesmen,  the  higher  their 

By  climbing  the  broader,  but  show  us  their  breeches. 

Dol  de  dol,  Jcc. 


AIR  VI. 

TuxE — Dole  and  xcoefa  our  cat. 

How  often  our  mother  has  told. 

And  sure  she  is  wondrous  wise ! 
la  cities,  that  all  you  behold,  ' 

Is  a  fair,  but  a  faithless  disguise: 
That  the  modes  of  a  court  education 

Are  train-pits,  and  traitors  to  youth; 
And  the  only  tine  language  in  fashion, 

A  tongue  that  is  foreign  to  truth. 

Where  honour  is  barely  an  oath ; 

Where  knaves  are  with  noblemen  class'd; 
Where  nature's  a  stranger  to  both; 

And  love  an  old  tale  of  times  passed  ; 
Where  laughter  no  pleasure  dispenses. 

Where  smiles  are  the  envoys  of  art; 
Where  joy  lightly  swims  on  the  senses. 

But  never  can  enter  the  heart 

Where  hopes  and  kind  hugs  are  trepanners; 

VVhere  virtue  »s  divorc'd  from  success ; 
Where  cringing  goes  current  for  manners. 

And  worth  is  no  deeper  than  dress. 
Where  favour  creeps  lamely  on  crutches; 

Where  firiendship  is  nothing  but  face; 
And  the  title  of  duke,  or  of  dutchesF, 

Is  all  that  entitles  to  grace. 
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Again,  at  our  door,  in  the  morning  uf  spring, 
To  see  the  Sun  rise,  and  hear  goldfinches  sing ! 
To  rouse  our  companions,  and  maids  of  the  May, 
In  copses  to  gambol,  in  meadows  to  play. 
Or,  at  questions  and  forfeits,  all  rang'd  ob  the  grass; 
Or  to  gather  fresh  chaplets,  each  lad  for  his  lass; 
To  sing,  and  to  dance,  and  to  sport  on  the  plain, 
Thy  Jack  shall  return  to  his  Gracey  again. 

Or  alone,  in  his  Gracey's  sweet  company  blessM, 
To  feed  thy  young  robins  that  chirp-on  the  nest; 
To  help  at  her  med'cines,  and  herbs  for  the  poor. 
And  welcome  the  stranger  that  stops  at  the  door. 
At  night,  o'er  our  fire,  and  a  cup  of  clear  ale, 
To  hear  the  town-news,  and  the  traveller's  tale ; 
To  smile  away  life,  till  our  heads  they  grow  hoar, 
And  part  from  my  sheep,  and  my  Gracey  no  more. 

AIR  VIII. 

TuNB — Dremomloo, 

O  NOW  he  has  left  me,  what  care  shall  employ. 
What  object  afford  me  the  shadow  of  joy  ? 
To  a  heart  so  o'erladen,  all  sorrows  are  meet ; 
Misfortune  is  welcome,  and  mourning  is  sweet ! 

Away,  ye  companions  of  daily  delight. 
And  pastimes  that  gently  could  steal  on  the  night; 
Away,  ye  fond  sports  of  the  wake  and  the  fair! 
Vour  pleasures  are  vanished— no  brother  is  there! 

Of  the  ball,  and  the  hurling,  the  dance,  and  the. 

race. 
His  skill  was  the  victor,  his  person  the  grace : 
The  maidens  throng'd  round  him,  delighted  to  sec. 
And  wished  they  had  all  been  his  sisters,  like  me. 

Thus,  ev*ry  dear  scene  of  my  former  delight. 
To  my  mind  will  recall  him,  but  not  to  my  sight; 
The  trees  will  all  droop,  and  the  meadows  look  lone; 
And  all  say — poor  maid !  thy  companion  is  gone! 


AIR  VII. 
TuNB — Lochaber, 


AIR  IX. 

Tune— Grtfna  Weil 

Though  passions  contend,  and  afflictions  storm. 
And  shake  the  frail  state  of  the  human  form; 
If  virtue  the  base  of  our  pile  sustain. 
Afflictions  shall  rage  and  assault  In  vam. 

The  paths  for  the  steps  of  all  mortals  made. 
Is  simply  to  follow  where  truth  shall  lead: 
Nor  thou  from  its  rectitude  turn  aside; 
The  rest,  let  hereafter  and  Heaven  provide. 


AIR  X. 

TuKE^-I  have  sixpence  under  my  thumb. 
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BROOKE'S  POEMS. 


AIR  XI. 


Tcmi— 7b  youf<m  ladies  rum  on  land. 

The  worid,  a  faithless  ocean,  tossM 

By  passion's  stormy  \nnd, 
Is  spread  with  spoils  of  thousands  lost. 

The  wreck  of  human  kind  ! 
Where  all  the  freight  their  vessels  bear 
b  but  a  wilful  weight  of  care. 

Dol  lol,  £cc 

For  what  can  Reason's  feeble  hand 

Before  the  helm  perform. 
Where  he  can  spy  nor  port,  nor  land, 
.  To  *scape  (Vom  stress  or  storm — 
Where  Hope,  amid  the  raging  main, 
Her  anchor  casts,— but  casts  in  vain  ? 

Dol  lol,  &c. 

O  turn,  misguided  wights ! — return 

To  us,  who  smile  on  shore ! 
To  ns,  who  yet  your  errours  mourn, 

Your  safety  who  implore ! 
Your  forfeit  peace  with  us  renew, 
Who  shed  no  tears— except  for  yon. 

Dol  lol,  &c 


AIR  XII. 

ToKR— Twang  dillo  dee. 

But  we  to  Nature  who  adhere,  nor  further  bliss  re- 
quire, [desire. 
To  lop  the  root  of  all  our  care,  we  lop  each  vain 

We  ask  no  cynic  law,  nor  saw,  nor  scrolls  of  beard- 

•  ed  men  $  [can  ken. 

For  Nature  *s  the  most  learned  book  that  Innocence 

To  baffle  want,  and  sweeten  toil,  from  debt  and 

danger  free;  [trious  bee. 

We  learn  instruction  from  the  ant,  and  the  indus- 

From  dogs  we  Icam  unfiiillng  faith,  affection  from 

the  dove ;  [circling  love. 

And  from  the  hen,  who  guards  her  chick,  a  parent's 

And,  last,  we  to  all  bounteous  Heav*n  our  daily 

tribute  yield ;  [grateful  field. 

Taught  by  the  fragrant  incense  breatb'd  from  ev*ry 


AIR  XIII. 

TuHB — Ye  commons  and  peers. 

The  time  to  beguile. 
Now  listen  a  while. 
And  I  '11  show  you  an  e?ccellent  plot; 
How  husband  and  wife, 
Through  the  crosses  of  life, 

Matt  ht*  IiaM  hv  thA  frii«^lnivAr^  ImnA-. 


My  Dolly  so  bright. 

Should  your  Hob,  overnight. 
Be  snrpris'd  by  his  pipe  or  his  pot; 

Let  him  sleep  his  doae  out. 

Nor,  by  scolding  or  pout. 
Strive  to  lessen  the  true-lover's  knot. 

When  your  wives  they  grow  grey. 

And  their  graces  decay, 
Of  all  mortal  beauty  the  lot; 

^Remember  their  youth. 

And,  by  friendship  and  truth, 
Make  eternal  the  true-lover's  knot 

AIR  xrv. 

TVne — A  begging  we  mil  go, 

Howxvea  some  in  coaches,  on  barrows  some  may 
beg ;  [wooden  I«*^ 

*T  is  want  that  makes  the  mendicant,  and  not  the 
When  a  begging  they  do  go,  &c 

*T  is  thus,  by  greater  poverty,  that  noble*  grow  re- 
nown'd ;  [want  a  pound. 

For  where  we  want  a  penny,  friend,  state  beggars 
And  a  begging  they  do  go,  £c. 

Your  courtier  begs  for  honour— and  that 's  a  want 
indeed !  [need. 

As  many  should  for  honesty,  but  will  not  own  their 
When  a  begging  they  should  go,  &c 

Your  vizier  begs  fbr  subsidies,  your  party-man  for 
place ;  [for  giac^ 

Your  church-man,  for  a  benefice ; — ^but  not  a  man 
When  a  begging  they  do  go,  3cc. 

Thus  all  from  Rome  to  London  are  of  the  begging 
train;  [vain. 

But  we,  who  beg  for  charity — must  look  to  beg  in 
When  a  begging  we  do  go,  &c 
I 

AIR  XV. 

TiTNB— ^,  let  us  awa  to  the  voed£ng. 

Yet  many,  when  beggars  are  pressing. 

Of  bounty  are  nothing  loth ; 
The  bishop  will  give  you — his  blessiiig  ; 

The  officer  give  you — his  oath. 
Of  his  promise,  to  be  a  free  donor, 

The  courtier  b  little  nice; 
And  great-ones  will  give  you — their  hoDonr  I 

For  these  are  of  little  price. 

« 

AIR  XVI. 

TiTNB — A  cobbler  there  was. 

You  yet  may  behold  the  surprise  of  the  towa^ 
To  see  truth  elated,  dishonour  puUM  down ; 
All  tricks,  low  and  little,  despis'd  by  the  great. 
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To  see  worth  and  Ulents  to  Office  prefSsrrM ; 
The  rirtuous  rewarded ;  the  vicioas  deten-*d ; 
And  the  streams  of  polution,  where  people  resort, 
New  fed  from  the  cUrify'd  spring  c^  our  court. 
Deny  down,  kc. 

To  see  flvedom  lojral ;  elections  unbrib*d ; 
All  iactioo  ezird,  and  corruption  proscribed : 
Pore  Nature  exalted  o*er  masking  and  art; 
And  Dominion  possess'd  of  its  seat  in  the  heart 
Derry  down,  &c. 

To  see  Mirth,  with  Innocence,  walking  the  land  j 
And  Probity  taking  Free-trade  by  the  hand; 
And  the  courts  of  our  law  from  iniquity  clear, 

0  then,  ««iat  a  rare  revolution  were  here ! 

Dcrry  down,  Stc 
caoaus. 
And  the  courts,  &c. 

AIR  XVII. 

TuNi— C*«py  cktue. 

Birr  since  by  mortak  *t  is  confessed. 
The  shafts  of  Fate  must  fall ; 

1  11  take  firm  patience  to  my  breast* 
And  smile,  secure  of  all. 

AIR  xvin. 

TuNi— Df/io,  btf  Am$. 

0  roaM*p  of  harmony  and  light ! 
Too  bright  for  sense  to  bear ! 

Art  thou  to  feeling  as  to  sight  ? 
Essential  as  thou  *rt  ^r  ? 

If  some  illusion  from  the  skies, 

In  pity  yet  delay; 
Nor  melt,  sweet  object,  from  my  eyes,         ^ 

In  fleeting  air  away  I 

AIR  XIX. 

Tmfs — Two  gosiipt  tketf  huHalif  wui. 

The  Indies  thy  toilet  shall  grace ; 

For  thee  shall  earth,  ocean,  and  air. 
From  the  ghi,  and  the  net,  and  the  cbasa^ 

Each  costly  collation  prepare. 

All  seasons  their  sweets  shall  dispense. 
And  a  round  of  .long  happiness  roll ; 

And  bliss,  through  the  gates  of  each  sense^ 
Shall,  enter  and  mix  with  thy  sonL 

Fair  Pbeebe  shall  light  up  her  horn, 
To  watch  the  repose  of  thy  charms; 

And  each  bhuhmg  and  rapturous  mom 
Shall  find  thee  redin'd  in  my  arms. 

AIR  XX. 

Tvm^fFho  'tf  «M  a^  gtUlantM  Mo». 

1  *LL  first  present  yon  a  prime  minister. 
Free  from  thought  or  action  sinister ! 
Pablio  good  his  square  and  measure; 
Hjimelf  his  ooontry's  tmst  and  treasure. 

And  is  not  this  a  show } 
VOL.ZVU. 


Here 's  humility  in  high  station ! 
Dignity  strip'd  of  ostentation ! 
Friendship,  here,  outgoes  profession; 
Here  is  pow'r,  without  oppression! 

Oh,  the  finest  show ! 

Who  'II  see  honesty  in  a  miser  ? 
Topi,  from  France,  return  the  wiser  f 
Wealthy  poets,  and  poor  receivers  ? 
Lawyers  in  future  rewards  believers  ? 

Oh,  the  curions  show ! 

Here  's  dependance,  without  serrility ; 
Peers,  to  virtue  who  owe  nobility ; 
Next,  where  piety  weds  with  prelacy: 
But  you  scarce  will  credit,  till  you  see. 

Such  a  wondrous  show ! 


AIR  XXI. 

Tuns— iWd!rtfefi  mar*. 

Comb  all  you  gay  gallants,  for  pleasure  who  prowl ! 
Come  all  you  jroong  racers,  who  strain  for  the  goal ! 
Come  all  you  stout  wrestlers,  who  strive  on  the 

plain  !  [main ! 

Come  all  you  fond  merchants,  who  trade  on  the 
Come  all,  who  expend  your  short  candle,  in  quest 
Of  phantoms,  still  followed,  but  still  unpossessed  '. 
In  Tain  you  search,  wander,  strain,  struggle,  and 

steer! 
The  prize  you  all  wrestl'd,  and  run  for,  lay  here. 

[Ttco  inJKng  airs  omitted  here,} 


AIR  XXIV. 

Timt— ilfy/«Msr  and  mother  tent  mefv, 

Foalo!  her  wealth  all  spent  CO  want. 

Where  Charity's  reclin*d  I 
The  moving  tale  of  wretchedness 

Still  rolling  in  her  mind. 
Her  sighs  and  tears  are  still  a  fund 

Of  bounty  to  distress ; 
And  she  delights  to  share  the  woe 

She  can  no  more  osdress. 

AIR  XXV. 

ToKB— itfy  dog  and  my  gum. 

On  what  a  firm  rock  here  does  fbrtitude  fix ! 
Around  him,  in  war,  all  the  elements  mix  ! 
The  hurricane  rages  \  the  tempest  it  boils ! 
Loud  thunders  are  lanoh*d  at  his  head— and  he 
smiles! 

AIR  XXVI. 

TuHE^^JEneas  watidermg  prince  of  7K>y« 

HoMitrrr,  her  crown  aside. 
Here  stoops  to  wash  the  feet  of  Pride. 
Averse  from  all  the  world  calls  great. 
She  fiiin  would  fall,  and  sink  from  state  I 
But  smk  or  fall,  howe'er  she  will. 
She  finds  the  world  beneath  her  stilk 
Ff 
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AIR  XXTII. 

Ttmt — Put  one  o'clock. 


Hov  mild,  in  this  ra)>y,  pale  Chastity  flushes; 

And  tinctures  with  crimson  her  form  of  light! 
Unconscious  of  fcuilt ; — at  her  beauty  she  blush«t» 
And  wraps  each  proportion  and  charm  from  sight. 
All  hu8h*d  as  rock'd  infaatit,  all  sweet  as  the  fold- 
iuK  ra«e,  [disclose ! 

Har  lips,  with  reluctance,  the  balm  of  her  breath 
Her  eyes  look  abaslfd  at  their  brightoess,  yet  still 

she  shows 
.  Brighter  by  veiling  wbate'er  is  bright! 

AIB  XXTIII. 

TuNB^Tfttf  bonny  Christ-ckurch  bettt. 

Would  you  wear  this  pearl  so  rare  ? 

Then,  fair  one,  list  to  me, 

First  learn  the  skill  your  ton^ptte  to  still; 

And  leave  the  name  and  honest  frame  of  others  free. 

Your  tittle-tattle,  prate  and  prattle-— rake  and  rattle, 

all 
Dae  victims  to  tiiis  pearl  must  Ml. 
Your  joys  in  toys,  of  folly,  fops,  and  noiae. 
That,  noon  and  night,  the  toy-shop  ef  your  heart 

employs ; 
The  side-long  glance,  and  kindling  dance, 
Minc*d  mien,  and  conscious  eye ;  [show ; 

With  foibles  which,  you  know,  in  shamt  I  spare  to 
A  price,  I  fear,  too  high. 

AIR  XXIX. 

TuHi — Bumptrsy  ^ttpar*  Jonet- 

SiMCB,  sir,  you  reauire 
Me  with  freitdom  to  tA\  yon  tbe price  I  detire; 
Ifdulyobey'd, 
I  most  claim  all  your  shifts. 
Mean  resourceit,  sly  drifts, 

And  whole  system  of  trade. 
Each  method  of  weaving 
Court  nets  for  enslaving ; 
Your  chaffer  for  conscience,  by  barter  and  lure : 
State  quacks,  and  state  nurses ; 
Your  purging  of  purses; 
And  skinning  of  wounds,  which  yon  wish  not  to  core. 

Each  subtle  essay 
Of  spreading  comiptioii,  in  order  for  sway ; 
All  Dfoiectx  for  rule. 


BROOKE'S  POEMS. 

A  race,  who  are  prouder 

To  spend  their  sxetet  ponder 
At  hatis^  than  on  buUtUt^-^ti  terrible  train 

Of  crimp  petit-maitres, 

Nice  seamsters  and  plaiters, 
Beau'd  out,  for  the  danoeof  a  dainty  campaign! 


AIR  XXX. 

ToM^— Fe/a0f  oivot  Aat  he. 

CoMi  follow,  follow  me. 

You  jolly  bo]^  all,  who  be 

Divested  of  constraint. 

Prom  mortify*d  saw,  or  saint ! 

To  pleasure  and  boundless  licence  free. 

Come  follow,  follow,  follow  me !  * 

Come  all  to  measureless  licence  free^ 

And  follow,  follow,  fblbw  ne ! 

Let  leao-ey'd  honesty  bear 
His  merited  weight  cf  care; 
And  phlegm  and  conscience  dwell 
In  cynical  tub,  or  cell ; 
But  all  ye  lovers  of  game  and  glee. 
And  feast  and  frolic,  come  follow  me ! 
To  Nature's  measureless  licence  free. 
Come  follow,  follow,  follow  me! 

The  pedanted  priest,  who  fkin 

Would  ride,  but  wants  a  rein  ; 

To  moral  us  into  control. 

Would  sour  the  jovial  soul ! 

The  priest  is  cunning,  and  so  are  we; 

Then  priest  and  people,  come  follow  me  t 

From  scruple  and  qualm,  and  conscience  free. 

Come  follow,  folfow  me ! 

AIR  XXXI. 

Tmn^T^elenu 

Thisk  gauntlets,  we  understand. 

From  annals,  time  out  of  mind. 
Have  giv*n  due  weight  to  each  hand 

Of  the  bruisers  of  mankind. 
Still  apt  fee  his  occupatioQ 

Whom  no  restriction  awes; 
Whose  courage  would  cuff  a  nation. 

And  quell  both  land  and  laws. 

AIR  XXXII. 

Tumi— Ve  commons  andpeen. 
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Of  booetty,  where  ye  lie» 

Unheeded,  oo  daok  or  dry ; 

From  cottages,  shades,  and  sheds,  to  court. 

My  brothers  of  wortb,  and  want,  resort ! 

Arise  to  labour,  arise  to  play. 

For  virtoe  dawm  a  new-bom  day ! 

Caoaus.    Arise  to  labour,  Stc 

To  court,  to  court  repair ; 

Though  destitute,  poor,  and  bare; 

And  yet  unskilPd  in  aught 

That  Euclid  or  Macbiavel  taught 
By  naked  probity,  yon  acquire 
A  garb  beyond  the  silk  of  Tyre ; 
And  more  than  talents,  end  more  than  art, 
b  fiimish'd  in  au  upright  heart ! 

CHoaus.    And  more  than,  5cc. 

Let  joHity  e*en  devour 

His  interval  of  an  hour; 

YH  pity  his  transient  roar. 

For  list—and  he  laughs  no  more  1 
The  purest  pleasures  that  guilt  can  bring, 
Are  like  the  tickling  of  a  sting ; 
The  tickling  leaves  no  sweet  behind; 
The  sting  remains,  and  stabs  the  mind ! 

Chorus.    The  tickling  leaves,  Sec. 

But  virtue,  in  the  breast. 
Composes  her  haleyoniiest  $ 
And  sooths  and  smooths  each  stomii 
That  would  the  fair  seat  deform; 

Herself  most  frolic,  and  sweetly  free 

To  cordial  jollity,  cordial  glee! 

The  fuunUhi  of  all  that 's  ble»*d  and  bright; 

Of  orient  pleasure,  of  orient  light ! 

Cbobos.    The  fountain,  &c 

And  from  this  mental  dawn, 

Cer  Tillage,  and  lake,  and  Uwn; 

New  rad  ance  shall  expand. 

To  brighten  each  dusky  land ; 
While  truth,  from  this  approring  stage. 
Shall  beam  through  ev*ry  act  and  age ! 

CHOBUS. 

Whiles  truth,  frt>m  this  approving  stage. 
Shall  beam  through  ev^ry  act  and  age. 


paoM 
THR  KARL  OF  WESTMORLAND. 

THE  INSIDE  OW  THE  ABBIT. 

^/mna  wndlhaumgedmiendi  tUUy  mtk  topers, 

ANTHEM. 


Hiti,iocv'rys«cred  aisle, 
IWemn  walk,  and  silent  cell. 


1\pn*k   «_,J   Tk. 


What  has  grandeur  to  supply. 
What  has  pleasure  to  impart  ? 

Mere  illusion  to  the  eye. 
Real  anguish  to  the  heart ! 

Here,  from  time  and  transience  woo. 
Beauty  has  ber  charms  resigp*d ; 

Heav*n  already  is  begun. 
Opening  in  an  humble  mind. 

Fount  of  truth,  seraphic  bowl. 
Pour  the  nectar  from  abova } 

O,  descend  into  the  scml, 
Thirsting  after  life  and  love  ! 

Death  is  conquer'd,  time  is  passM, 
Heav*n  is  present  to  our  view- 
Welcome,  welcome,  joys  that  last! 
Short  seducing  worh^  adien ! 


FUNERAL  PROCBtllOM,  AN1>  OIRGE. 

WaiTCHiD  mortals,  doom'd  to  go 
Through  the  vale  of  death  and  woe ! 
Let  us  travel  sad  and  slow. 

Care  and  sickness,  toil  and  pain. 
Here  their  restless  rigils  keep  t 

Sighs  are  all  the  winds  that  blow. 

Tears  are  all  the  streams  that  flow  ! 

Virtue  hopes  reward  in  vain** 

The  gentlest  lot  she  can  obtai% 
b  but  to  sit  and  weep! 

Ye  dreary  mansions  of  enduring  sleep. 
Where  pale  mortality  lies  dark  and  deep  I 
Thou  silent,  though  insatiate  grave, 
Gorg'd  with  the  beauteous  and  the  brave, 
Close,  close  thy  maw«— thy  feast  is  o'er. 
Time  and  de«th  can  give  no  bmto  I 

In  Rowena  thou  hast 

Thy  consummate  repast ! 

All  that  Earth  could  boast  divine. 

All  we  held  of  Heav>n  is  thine ! 

Time  and  death  no  more  can  i 

They  have  all  perfection  slain  I 

O  grave,  thy  festival  b  o*er ; 

The  beggar'd  worid  can  give  no  more ! 


•ON6  or  CONSOLATION. 

Ya  desolate  mortals  who  stray,  « 

Dark^  devious,  and  wilfully  blind  ; 

O  turn,  and  distinguish  the  war 
That  leads  to  the  bliss  of  mankind ! 

The  tities  ye  frilsely  assign. 
With  their  symboh  are  ever  at  ttrifo  ; 

And  death,  by  appointment  divine, 
b  onr  birth  and  our  portal  to  life. 
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'T  is  Tirtiie,  't  is  Tirtue,  o*er  grief  and  the  grave. 

That  rises  secure  and  sublime ; 
The  prize  that  eternity  watches  to  sa?e 

From  the  wrecks  and  the  ruins  of  time ! 


FROM  MONTEZUMA. 
BYMR  TO  MKAOTT. 

Tell  us,  ye  gods,  what  power  is  this. 
That  rules  with  snch  resistless  sway ; 

To  whom  the  mightiest  bow  eobmiss. 
Whom  crowds  adora,  whom  kings  obey? 

It  is  the  power  of  Beauty's  charm, 
That  can  all  other  powers  subdue. 

The  sayage  tame,  the  Aerce  disarm,     *      • 
And  teach  subjected  pride  to  sue. 

Great  monarch  !  if  you  haply  find 
The  force  of  her  enchantment  here, 

Her  temples  with  your  garland  bind. 
And  crown  her  empress  bf  the  year. 


INCAVTATION. 

MooK,  pale  regent  of  the  night. 
Goddess  of  each  magic  rite— 
In  this  dread  and  dreary  hour 
Aid  us  with  thy  light  and  power ! 

O,  ye  stars,  ye  seeds  of  light. 
Radiant  gems  of  gfoomy  night, 
n  whose  ever^rarying  round 
^resent,  past,  and  future  's  ftrnnd ; 
Who,  in  characters,  comprise 
Falls  of  kingdoms,  ere  they  rile. 
To  our  iaTour'd  sight  reveal  [ceal ! 

Whate'er,  firom  volgar  eyes,  with  cantioD  ye  con- 

Ye  spirits  infernal^  dark  partners  of  woe  ! 
Ye  demons,  who  wield  ebon  sceptres  below ! 
Ye  goblins  and  fairies,  or  dusky  or  ftiir. 
Who  mine  in  the  earth,  or  who  dance  in  the  ahr  f 

My  wand  demands  ye,  finom  Hell,  earth,  and  skies — 
Arise,  arise,  arise  *. 

[A  inrtttial  Spirit  atcendt,'] 

^^tnf.— -Prince,  mourn  your  search — your  gods  aire 

all  controPd ; 
Silent,  and  bow'd  before  superior  power ! 

I  dare  no  more.  [Detcemii, 

JKgk  iViiil.— Hence,  dark  and  dastard  sprite  !— 

Calib,  my  ever-smiling  friend ! 

Circled  with  radiant  light,  descend ; 

Our  bosoms  with  thy  wonted  tidings  cheer. 

Speak  comfort  to  our  heart,  and  music  to  our  ear  1 

[Calib  detc^tdt  tn  wfttU,  and  imgx.] 

Mighty  emperor,  attend ; 
Heavy,  heavy  things  hnpend! 


Many  a  conflict,  many  a  fight. 
Desolation,  fear,  and  flight, 
Loss  of  empire,  life,  and  light. 

All  rush  upon  my  sight! 

Yet,  through  the  honooft  of  this  tbreat'ninf  skyv 

One  radiant  bcAm  I  spy. 

It  comes,  the  singly  smiling  boor. 

That  puts  our  Indian  worid  agam  into  thy  pover  I 

They  stand,  they  stand. 

Within  thme  hand. 
This  horrid,  hostile,  ruthless  band^ 
Strike,  strike,  and  save  the  land !  [Axends* 


•OlIG  OrTlUUMPH  AMD  TBAHKMITIlfGy 

BY  Ptims  iUCD  FRUCTlSSn. 

• 

Tmwn.  sleeps — the  storm  is  o'er ; 
War  and  terroor  are  uo  OMMne. 
See  their  horrid  hosts  retire— 
Faintin|  worlds  again  respire ! 
By  our  x»nq'ring  hero  felPd, 
Spain  is  shackled,  force  it  quelPd ! 
Peace  revisits  India's  shore— 
Thunder  sleeps— the  storm  is  o*er ! 


Peace  revisits,  he* 

Now,  through  ev'ry  glen  and  glade. 
In  the  sunshine,  in  the  shade. 
Vacant  innocence  shall  stray. 
Fearing  neither  wile  nor  way ! 
Sons  shall  laugh  withm  the  shed. 
By  their  sires  and  grandsires  spread  ; 
Peace  shall  slumber,  toil  shall  i 
Wars -and  terrours  are  no  more. 


peace  shall,  &c 

In  wedlock,  agab,  loving  pairs  shall  be  tied. 
And  children  shall  run  by  their  glad  father*s  side; 
Long  poles  shall  be  fix*d,  where  the  minstrel  shall 

sound,  [around; 

And  where  holy-day  crowds  shall  dance  cheeriy 
Birds  shall  chirp  in  the  groves,  and  beasts  frisk  ia 

the  plain,  [S^para. 

Nor  be  scar*a  by  the  thunders  and  lightnings  of 
Through  our  dime,  mirth  shalloarol,  and  laughter 

shall  roar; 
For  war,  tomolt,  terrour,  and  Spain  are  no  more ! 

CUOKUS. 

Through  our  clime,  A&c 


THE  FOX-CHASE. 

Ywm  Marcus  with  the  lark  salutes  the  mom— 
*<  Saddle  your  horses,  huntsman^  wind  your  horn.*' 
We  start,  we  rise  at  the  enliv*ning  sound— 
The  woods  all  ring—and  wind  the  horn  around : 
W«  snatch  a  short  repast  within  the  hall ; 
«  To  horse  !  to  horse  !*•— We  issue  at  the  call. 
As  when,  to  rid  his  country  from  alarms 
Of  Rusttanfairoads,  f^,c^,^a^fic^flf91e 


THE  FOX-CHASE. 
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Great  Pmssia  bids  the  patriot  tramp  to  blow, , 
The  free-bora  gather,  and  around  him  glow: 
So,  at  the  call  of  Marcus — grateful  sound — 
Men,  steeds,  and  dogs,  tumultuous  pour  around. 

The  youth  upon  their  coursers  vault  with  grace ; 
The  coursers  neigh,  impatient  for  the  chase  > 
Their  short  and  eager  steps  the  bit  restrains : 
They  paw  and  pant,  reluctant  to  the  reins. 
Unfolding  gates  a  spacious  passage  yield—* 
Forwara  we  move,  and  issue  to  the  field. 

Far  within  cover  thoughtless  Reynard  lay. 
And  slept  the  riots  of  the  n'*ght  away. 
Late,  from  the  ravage  of  a  neighboring  fkrm. 
He  had  withdrawn,  impeo'tent  of  barm ; 
The  tainted  gales  bis  felon  steps  pursue. 
And  tell  his  travels  to  the  conscious  dew. 
But  he,  whom  many  a  'scape  had  rendered  sure, 
For  slights  and  wiles  nnrivall'd,  slept  sc^cure. 
In  unsuspecting  spirits  blitbe  and  bland, 
Nor  dreams  the  dreadful  reck'ning  is  at  hand. 

Traeman,  whom  for  sagacious  no6e  we  hail 
The  chief,  first  touched  the  scarce-distinguish'd  gale ; 
His  tongue  was  doubtful,  and  no  houhd  replies : 
<*  Haux  !  — wind  him  !— haux!"  — the  tuneful 

huntsman  cries. 
At  once  the  list'ning  pack  asunder  spread. 
With  tail  erect,  and  with  inquiring  head : 
With  busy  nostrils  they  foretaste  their  prey. 
And  snulf  the  lawn-impearling  dews  away. 

Now  here,  now  there,  they  chop  upon  the  scent, 
Their  tongues  in  undulating  ether  spent : 
More  joyous  now,  and  louder  by  degrees. 
Warm,  and  more  warm,  they  catch  the  coming 

breeze. 
Now  with  foil  symphony  they  jointly  hail 
The  welcome  tidings  or  a  surer  gale ; 
Along  the  vale  they  pour  the  swelling  note; 
Their  ears  and  dewlaps  on  the  morning  float. 

How  vainly  art  aspires,  by  rival  sounds, 
To  match  the  native  melody  of  hounds !  * 

Not  eunuchs,  warbling  m  the  vocal  choir. 
Though  joined  by  pipe  and  string,  such  bliss  inspire, 
When  with  joint  sense  they  quaff  the  Utnted  gale. 
And  in  full  concert  ring  their  moraing peal: 
The  list*niug  planets  from  their  orbits  bend, 
And  the  still  elements  with  joy  attend. 

Again  the  doubtfol  scent  our  hope  defeats :  - 
«*  To  cover— hark  !*'— the  huntsman's  voice  repeats. 
Wide  on  the  left  a  neighbling  copse  was  spn»d. 
And  thither  th'  obsequious  pack  he  led. 
Bat  more  aloof  the  parting  sportsmen  scout. 
Watch  ev'ry  path,  and  skirt  the  wood  about. 
The  huntsman  now,  with  expectation  flush,  [bush: 
**  Haux,  fox!"  he  cries,  and  strikes  the  hopefbl 
To  cover  straight  the  spreading  hounds  now  take, 
Souff  ev*ry  tuft,  and  spy  in  ev'ry  brake 


Aw.  —  *\»m.  *^:^4. 


He  dream'd,  as  by  a  neighb*ring  grange  h«  crept, 
Crouch'd  while  he  mov'S,  and  lingei^d  as  he  stept. 
Two  virgin  pullets  Bx'd  his  side  regard. 
Plump  from  the  bounding  bam  and  pamp'ringyard; 
Near,  and  more  near,  he  steals  with  w-nking  eyes. 
Then  springs  at  once,  and  seizes  on  his  prize. 
Loud  piercing  screams  th'  affrighted  welkin  fill. 
And  down  his  jaws  the  luscious  streams  distil. 

Ev'n  in  this  rapturous  moment,  while  his  taste 
Gk>rg'd  the  full  riot  of  a  fisncy'd  feast. 
Lovely's  near  note,  for  echoing,  p'erc'd  his  ears — 
He  wakes,  and  inward  shrinks  to  shun  his  fears. 
Upward  he  starts— erects  his  ears— and  then 
Hears  the  loud  **  Hark !"— and  down  he  sinks  again. 
Trembling  be  strives  to  re-assure  his  heart 
With  a  firesh  promise  of  long  prospVmg  art; 
Then  with  sly  caution,  crouching  as  he  rose,    . 
From  bis  warm  kennel's  ancient  seat  he  goes; 
The  seat  to  which  he  shall  return  no  more. 
Now  with  chill  moss  and  dropping  branches  hoar. 

Through  frizzled  thickets,  and  through  yielding 
sprays. 
He  thwarts  each  path,  and  treads  a  puzzling  maze. 
So  steer'd,  some  devious  vessel  shifts  her  sail,  , 
And,  veering,  gains  upon  th'  adverse  gale. 

Now,  from  the  mansion  of  his  late  repose 
Rank  steams  and  reeking  exhalations  rose ; 
The  tepid  vapours  are  diffns'd  around. 
And  reach  the  nerves  of  each  niquiring  hound : 
With  answering  notes,  their  heads  tow'rds  Heav'n 

they  cast. 
And  in  full  concert  hail  the  rich  repast. 

The  sculking  caitiff,  who  beneath  the  spread 
Of  fav'ring  umbrage  veii'd  his  luckless  head^ 
Close  at  his  ear  believes  the  distant  peals. 
And  a  whole  host  of  demons  at  bis  heels. 
His  instant  terrours  cast  all  wiles  away. 
He  breaks  finom  cover,  and  demands  the  day: 
O'er  the  fair  field  he  flies  his  numerous  foes. 
And  down  the  wind,  as  swift  as  wind  he  goes. 

A  watchfol  scout  his  bold  elopement  spies*- 
"  Ho! — tally-ho!" — triumphantly  he  cries. 
His  rash  alarm  the  genVous  Marcus  blames— 
*'  Law! — give  him  law !" — as  loudly  he  exclaims. 
The  distant  sportsmen  gather  at  the  shout. 
As  bees  they  buzz  and  close  their  chief  about ; 
The  fervid  youth  attending  crowd  the  plain. 
And  bind  the  crested  coursers  to  the  rein,  [throats. 

The  choiring   hounds,   with  deep  harmonious 
Fill  the  charm'd  wood,  and  swell  the  doubling  notes  ; 
Sweeter  than  those  of  that  enchanting  strain 
That  stiird  the  surge  on  the  Trinacrian  main. 
When  to  the  mast,  the  Grecian,  wisely  bound. 
Scarce  dar'd  the  tempting  magic  of  the  sound. 

The  dogs,  a  travers'd  labjrrinth  unwind. 
Subtler  than  that  which  Dssdalus  design'd. 
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In  a  glad  frensy  we  attempt  the  sky ; 
Nor  seem  to  run,  or  ride,  but  mount  and  fly  I 
Now  lightly  o'er  opposing  walls  we  bound, 
Clear  tbe  broad  trench,  and  top  the  rising  mound 
No  stop,  no  time  for  respite  or  recess; 
On,  and  still  on,  fox,  dogs,  and  horses  press. 
The  hounds  outbreathM,  from  their  late  tuneful 
throat 
Now  break.-^alf  short'-the  disappointed  note. 
Now  o'er  tbe  smoking  vale  each  gen'rous  steed 
Relaxes  from  the  fervour  of  his  speed: 
Push'd  up  the  bray,  indignantly  they  feel 
The  clanking  lash,  and  the  retorted  steel ; 
Then  down  the  steep  with  quickening  rapture  go, 
And  stretch  and  sweat  upon  the  plain  below. 

Athwart  one  way  a  tumbling  stream  was  laid 
That  to  the  lake  its  daily  tribute  paid : 
JHere  the  first  stop  our  rapid  course  delays. 
And  with  a  grateful  interruption  stays. 
Upon  the  bank,  in  watchful  silence  still. 
We  breathe  the  rising  freshness  of  the  rill ; 
We  pant — we  drop  our  languid  limbs — and  all, 
like  fainting  Cephalus,  on  Aura  call. 
Dark  as  a  mist  that  to  the  distant  view 
Caps  the  brown  mountains  with  a  murky  blue ; 
So  from  our  steeds  the  thick'ning  vapours  rise, 
Infbld  their  riders,  and  obscure  the  skies. 
The  glowing  dogs,  forgetful  of  their  foe. 
Full  on  the  stream  their  headlong  bodies  throw. 
Like  iron  ou  the  whizzing  smithy  flung,      , 
And  lap,  and  pant,  and  loll  the  lengthening  tongue. 

Now,  fipom  the  west,  a  livelier  gale  upsprings. 
And  with  new  nerves  each  listless  memiber  strii^s. 
In  terms  still  varying  their  harmonious  sounds. 
The  huntsman  calls,  and  cheers  his  circling  hounds. 
Now  up,  now  down,  now  cross  the  stream  he  beats-*- 
**  Haux!— 'Wind  him! — haux!—- Fox,  find  him!" 

he  repeats. 
Now  round  and  round  a  fruitless  searoh  he  plies. 
And  now  a  tour  of  wider  circuit  tries. 
But  no  intelligence  rewards  his  care; 
No  note  confessed  the  fox  was  ever  there-^ 
As  though  some  opening  gulf  had  gorg'd  our  prey, 
Or  sadden  power  had  suatch'd  him  ouite  away. 

But  Reynard,  hotly  push'd,  and  close  pursued. 
Yet  fimitful  in  expedients  to  elude. 
When  to  the  bourn's  refreshing  bank  he  came. 
Had  plungM,  all  reeking,  in  the  friendly  stream. 
Tlie  folding  waves  his  failing  pow'rs  restore. 
And  close  the  gates  of  every  fuming  pore. 
Then  down  the  channel,  over  flats  and  steeps, 
He  steals,  and  trots— or  wades,  or  swims,  or  creeps; 
Till,  where  the  pebbled  shores  the  surges  break, 
He  quits  his  feet,  and  lanches  on  the  lake. 

As  when  some  coasting  skiff,  with  shatter'd  geett, 
A  raintiniiB  course  'twixt  land  and  ocean  steers. 


Here  Reynard  lands,  all  dripping  from  the  lak% 
And  seeks  the  shelter  of  his  wonted  brake. 
Arriv'd,  he  shakes,  and  rolls,  and  turns  him  round  ; 
Then  entering,  sinks  o'ertoiPd  upon  tbe  ground : 
Stretched  at  full  length,  secure  of  care  he  lies. 
And  instant  slumbers  seal  his  willing  eyes. 
The  chop-fairn  bounds  meantime  are  heard  na 
more. 
But  silent  range  along  the  winding  shore. 
Hopeless  alike  the  hunters  lag  behind. 
And  give  all  thoughts  of  Reynard  to  the  wiDd-- 
All,  save  one  wily  rival  of  his  art. 
Who  vows  unpitying  vengeance  ere  they  parL 
Along  the  coast  his  watchful  course  he  bent. 
Careful  to  catch  and  wind  the  thwarting  .scent; 
And  last,  to  make  his  boastful  promise  good^ 
EnterM  the  precincts  of  tbe  fiial  wood. 
There,  through  the  gk>om,  he  leads  one  bc^elcss 
train,  ^ 

And  cheers  the  long-detponduig  pack  in  Tain  ; 
Till  Rlngwood  first  the  faint  effluvia  caught. 
And  with  loud  tongue  reform*d  their  old  default. 

Rous*d  at  the  swell  of  that  reviving  sound. 
Our  hopes  rekindle,  and  our  hearts  rebound  * 
Eager  we  spread  through  furze  and  mingling  bnnl^ 
And  lash  the  woof  of  each  afflicted  bush; 
While  here  and  there  the  busy  dogs  reveal 
The  languid  tidings  of  the  dubious  gale. 

Meanwhile  the  fox,  unconscious  of  tbe  chas^ 
Repaired  bis  late  fotigues,  and  slept  in  peace  ; 
Nor  mark*d  the  cry  ^  many  a  hostile  tongue 
That  through  the  copious  forest  loudly  rung. 
Till  a  bold  jroutb  approach^  his  thoughtless  bed^ 
And  struck  the  bower  that  trembl'd  o'er  his  bead>- 

As  when  amaz'd  upstarted  Manoab's  heir» 
Shorn  of  his  strength  and  his  enchanted  hair. 
While  his  peaPd  ears  receiv'd  the  hostile  sound 
Of  shouting  foes  that  girt  his  couch  around ; 
So  %3mara  wakes  with  sudden  horrours  chill. 
Scant  of  his  force,  and  shorten'd  of  his  skill. 
Bold  through  despair,  he  breaks  at  once  away. 
Bounds  through  the  brush,  and  rushes  into  day ! 
The  fields,  the  shores,  the  hills,  each  wood  i 
With  echoing  hunters,  and  with  opening  I 
Rocks,  waters,  undulating  air,  and  sky. 
Become  one  peal,  and  propagate  the  cry. 
From  the  firm  land,  and  from  the  trembling  lake^ 
Full  on  our  ears  the  tuneful  thunders  break. 
Roll  o'er  the  waves,  and  strike  the  distant  com^ 
And  fiur  beyond,  mid  beav'n-top*d  hills,  are  lost. 
Again  we  start,  we  bound,  we  stretch  amain, 
O^er  tbe  brown  heath,  and  o'er  the  bright  champaign: 
Again  o*er  gates  we  fly,  through  hedges  rush. 
Through  moorlands  labour,  and  through  thidxts 
push. 

1  InteiUM  ftffsiin  nnr  vAth'rinv  f*rvnnr 


Digitized  by 


Google 


REDEMFnOK. 


4S» 


A  winding  court,  where  wandMii|r  Vmey  wtlk*d, 
And  to  herself  responsive  BchotiUk*d. 

Here  stay'd  again,  we  hail  the  kind  delay, 
And  down  the  shadowy  paths  delighted  stray ; 
The  gathering  pack  nnite,  and  enter  in. 
Then  spread,  and  pierce  the  darkness  of  the  glen. 
Now  here,  lOW  there,  now  sole,  and  now  combin'd, 
They  catch  the  wand*ring  odour  from  the  wind ; 
Through  many  a  traverse,  many-twrrling  maze^ 
And  all  the  wondrous  wisdom  of  bis  wa3rs. 
The  fox  they  trace,  unraveling  as  they  go, 
Discreetly  sore,  and  musically  slow ; 
Now  in  joint  harmony  they  Twur  their  notes, 
And  echo  answers  f\rom  ten  thousand  throats. 
From  hill  to  hill,  with  replicated  sounds. 
The  peal  rolls  down  the  glen,  and  still  rebounds, 
Packs  beyond  packs  seem  sweetly  to  reply. 
And  waft  to  distant  climes  the  lessening  cry. 

At  length,  from  path  to  path,  and  ^ade  to  glade, 
Midst  woven  thickets  and  imi^ending  shade. 
Through  the  steep  wilderness  their  way  they  won. 
And  reachM  the  sdelve  that  opened  to  the  San: 
Then  up  the  slope  they  speed  them,  swift  as  wind, 
Aa  swift  the  hunters  press,  and  shout  behind. 

But  now  no  more  our  coursers  pull  the  rein 
O^er  the  firm  greensward,  or  expanded  plain. 
Through  rude  and  craggy  grounds,  through  miry 

clay, 
We  urge  with  perl  our  o*er1aboQrM  way. 
Cast,  here  and  there,  along  the  dang'rous  course. 
Lies  spread  the  rider,  and  the  floundering  horse; 
But  onward  still  the  foremost  press,  nor  mind 
To  ask  for  luckless  friends^  that  limp  behind. 
At  last  the  bottom  of  a  mount  we  reach'd, 
Whose  top  from  sea  to  sea  its  prospect  stretch*d. 
And  seem'd  a  look  of  stately  scorn  to  throw 
On  the  proud  works  of  little  men  below. 

With  half  a  pack,  and  scarcely  half  a  train, 
We  dare  all  dangers,  and  all  toil  disdain ; 
The  dogs  near  faint,  yet  still  on  slaughter  b«nt. 
With  tongues  abrupt  avow  the  burning  scent ; 
The  pendent  clifis  audaciously  essay. 
And  trot,  or  crawl,  or  climb  their  desp'rate  way. 
While,  slanting,  we  avoid  the  headlong  deep. 
Yet  bend,  press  on,  and  labour  up  the  stet;p. 

Where  the  brow  beetling  from  the  mountain 
sprung. 
With  stunted  thorn  and  shaggy  rocks  o'erhimg, 
Beneath  whose  base  a  sanded  bench,  with  shade 
Of  furze  and  tangling  thicket  was  o'erlaid^ 
Reynard  his  palace  kept,  his  regal  seat. 
His  fort  of  sure  resource,  and  last  retreat ; 
The  rest  were  but  the  mansions  of  a  nigbl^ 
Bmr  casual  respite,  or  for  firesh  delight. 

Here  a  vuicanian  Cacus  erst  was  said 
To  hale  the  carcasses  whose  blood  he  shed  ; 
Or  as  ro  rolls  of  old  romance  we  read 
Of  rav'ning  giants,  an  enormous  breed, 
With  grizly  bones  who  hung  their  spaciodfl  bower. 
Dire  trophies  of  their  crueity  and  pow*r : 
So  bones  and  blood  did  Reynard's  ball  dtftain. 
And  whit'ning  skeletons  confiess'd  the  slain  $ 


The  hounds  *fore  HeaVn  their  accnsat'on  spread. 
And  cry  for  justice  on  his  caitiff  head. 

Meanwhile,  with  cutlasses  we  clear  each  bush 
Of  platted  blackthorn,  and  of  stubborn  brush. 
Remove  the  covert  of  befHending  night. 
And  on  the  cavern's  entrance  pour  the  light — 
Aghast,  and  trembling  in  the  burst  of  day. 
With  haggard  eyes  the  shrinking  savage  lay ; 
In  vain  he  glares  his  desp'rate  glance  around, 
Np  scape — no  stratagem— no  hope  is  found  I 
**  He  dies !— he  dies !'»  the  echoing  hills  reply. 
And  the  loud  triumph  rends  the  vaulted  sky. 


REDEMPTION. 

APOBM. 

It  comes ;  the  wish'd,  the  long-expected  i 

**  Thou  Son  of  Man,  thou  Son  of  God,  be  bora  !*> 

Lo,  he  descends,  and  'bows  the  jrielding  skies : 

To  meet  him,  the  exulting  valleys  rise : 

Death  shrinks  and  trembles,  fearing  to  be  slain; 

And  all  Hell  quakes  throughout  its  deep  domain. 

Yet  comes  he  not,  array'd  in  woridly  show, 
Nor  in  the  weakness  of  man's  power  below : 
In  human  flesh,  bis  Godhead  he  conceals ; 
In  human  form,  immensity  he  veils : 
Eternal,  he  assumes  a  mortal  Arame : 
And,  in  subjection,  lo,  the  worid's  supreme ! 

*T  is  come ;  the  day  of  health,  the  saving  moriH- 
Tbe  Sou  of  God,  the  Babe  of  Love  is  born  * 
Behold,  all  Heaven  descends  upon  the  wing. 
And  choiring  angels  **  Glory,  glory !"  sing; 
**  Glory  to  God,  fW>m  whom  such  bounties  flow  ! 
And  peace  on  Earth,  good-will  to  man  below! " 

"  Tidings  we  bring,  glad  ^ings  of  free  grace^ 
Tidings  of  joy  to  all  of  human  race ! 
The  promised  day  is  come,  the  great  event— 
To  you  a  child  is  bora,  a  son  is  sent ; 
A  Saviour,  Christ,  the  lowly,  the  supreme. 
Gracious  to  pardon,  mighty  to  redeem ! ' 
Within  his  hand  the  nations  shall  be  weighed. 
The  worid  upon  his  infont-shoolder  laid. 
His  name  is  Wonderful;  he  shall  be  styl'd 
The  God  of  Power,  the  all-embracing  child ; 
Th'  embo8om*d  Sun,  whose  inward  beam  imparts 
Wisdom  to  souls,  the  Counsellor  of  hearts, 
Whose  days  nor  know  commencement  nor  increase^ 
The  everiasting  Father,  Prince  of  Peace ! 
Your  saving  God,  in  Bethlehem  ye  shall  find, 
Swath'd  in  a  crib,  on  humbling  straw  reclin'd ; 
He,  who  all  things  unites  and  comprehends, 
To  stable  with  his  lowliest  brutes  descends. 
Your  songs,  your  songs,  ye  morning  stars,  employ  ) 
And,  all  ye  sons  of  gloiy,  shout  for  joy  !" 

Approaching  seraphim  the  babe  surround. 
And,  with  adoring  reverence,  bow  profound ; 
Amaz'd  to  see  their  Inflnite  confln*d. 
The  Ancient  of  all  days  in  infancy  ensbrin'd* 
With  wondering  eye,  they  pierce  his  filmy  skin 
And  lucid  flesh,  when,  lo,  a  Heaven  within. 
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To  lift  tbe  fairn,  to  prop  the  feeble  knee. 

To  let  the  prn'oers  of  his  Israel  free; 

To  bunt  the  iron  gates  of  sin  and  pain, 

To  number  time  and  death  among  the  slain ; 

Captive  to  lead  captivity  on  high, 

To!Iow*d  by  blood-bought  myriads  through  the  sky; 

His  kingdom  in  eternal  peace  to  fbtindi 

And  beam  forth  blessings  without  end  or  bound. 

Ye  sophists,  who,  with  scientific  lore. 
Nature's  recluse  arcana  would  explore ; 
Who,  in  your  dreams  of  fancy,  mould  and  wield 
The  ma^y  worlds  of  yon  empyreal  field, 
And  boast  to  have  retraced,  by  rcasonU  force, 
Th*  unmeasured  chain  of  sequels  to  their  source; 
Come  forward  with  your  length  and  depth  of  thought. 
And  see  all  human  learning  set  at  nought : 
Here,  try  to  mete,  to  compass,  to  define. 
And  plumb  your  God  with  your  five-fathomM  Ihie ! 
Ya  mighty  too,  beneath  whose  tyrant  brow 
Pale  vassals  shake,  and  &ervi!c  nations  bow. 
Perish  your  pride !  and  let  your  glories  fade ! 
Lo,  Nature's  monarch  in  a  manger  laid ! 
Behold,  the  Word,  at  whose  creative  might 
The.  Heavens  and  Earth  sprung  forth  to  form  and 
In  love  descends,  unutterably  mild,  flight. 

And  smiles  the  world's  salvation — in  a  child  ! 

No  clarions  yet  proclaim  him  King  of  Kings ; 
No  ensigns  speak  him  the  Supreme  of  things : 
Humbly  he  lays  his  purple  robe  aside. 
Until,  tor  man,  it  shall  in  blood  be  dy*d ; 
Nor  shall  the  crown  his  regal  brow  adorn. 
Till  his  love  twist  it  of  the  pointed  thorn ! 

Ah,  Father,  Author,  Ood  of  boundless  grace ! 
What,  what  is  man,  with  all  bis  recreant  race. 
That  they  with  thine  own  Jesus  should  be  weighM; 
And,  for  their  ransom,  such  a  price  be  paid  ? 

T  is  true,  that  man  from  his  Creator  came 
All-bright,  as  from  the  Sun  his  ef&uent  beam; 
Lord  of  these  Heavens  and  Earth,  the  seas  that  flow. 
The  lands  that  germinate,  and  stars  that  glow. 
I»vely  without,  and  glorious  all  within. 
He  knew  no  sorrow,  for  he  knew  no  sin  : 
His  will  was  with  the  Father's  will  inform'd ; 
His  love  was  with  the  love  of  Jesus  warm'd; 
The  Eternal  Li|;ht,  that  lights  the  solar  ray, 
Shed  forth  the  peace  of  his  diviner  day ; 
He  felt  the  bliss  of  the  supremely  blessed. 
And  Ood's  own  Heaven  was  open'd  in  his  bi'east.    ' 

But  ah !  he  yet  was  frail,  nor  understood 
There  's  but  one  Will,  all-just,  all-wise,  all-good; 
The  Will,  throughout  the  universe,  who  knows. 
Alone,  to  make,  to  fit,  aud  to  dispose. 
The  wretch,  who  dares  a  difiTrent  will  to  frame. 
Brings  war  into  the  works  of  Heaven's  supreme ; 
Of  pov*r  would  e'en  Omnipotence  defraud. 
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Of  thy  Creator  if  ihon  art  bereft. 
Think,  to  redeem,  no  other  God  is  left !" 
He  listenf  nbt, — th'  infcemal  powers  impel: 
He  long*d,  be  pluck'd,  he  tasted— and  be  felL 

O,  what  a  fall !  a  steep  from  high  to  kiw! 
Extremes  of  bliss,  to  what  extremes  of  woe  1 
Plump,  from  bis  HeavHi,  this  second  angel  fell 
Down  his  own  depth,  his  Ood-abandon'd  Hell : 
Honour  of  borrours !  darkness  and  despair! 
He  look'd  for  oomfbrt— but  oo  gleam  was  there ! 

O  Love,  Love,   Love!    ttupendoos,  wide  and 
steep! 
High  o'er  all  heights,  beknr  damnation  deep ! 
In  vain  the  desp'rate  rebel  would  essay. 
From  thee  to  tear  his  being,  far  away 
Thy  saving  hand  arrests  his  prone  career; 
For,  to  thy  presence,  ev'ry  place  is — here ! 

For  him  thou  hadst  prepar'd  a  mediate  teat. 
Meet  for  his  taste,  and  fitting  to  his  state; 
A  seat  of  fleshy  organs,  gross  and  frail. 
To  dissolution  doom'd,  and  fbrm'd  to  ML 

He  wakes  to  a  new  world,  and,  with  new  eyes, 
.Sees  unknown  elements,  and  unknown  skies; 
The  husk  and  surface  of  that  bless'd  abode. 
Where  late  he  dwelt,  internal,  with  his  God. 

He  turns  his  eyes  upon  his  carnal  frame. 
And  sees  it,  all,  a  seat  of  filth  and  shame; 
FellowM  with  brutes,  with  brutes  to  take  bis  bed. 
Like  brutes  to  propagate,  be  bora,  and  fed : 
But  diff'rent  far  the  Ubie  and  the  treat; 
Earth  is  their  Heav'n,  their  home,  and  native  leat : 
For  brutes,  uuearn'd,  the  ready  banquet  lies. 
Apt  to  their  taste,  aud  obvious  to  their  eyes ; 
But  man  must  wring  it  from  a  grudging  soil. 
And  win  scaut  sustenance  with  sweat  and  toiU 

He  looks  abroad,  and  sees  the  new-dropp*d  fawn 
Cloth'd  without  car^  and  frisking  on  the  lawn  ; 
But  finds  his  own  new  carcass  h\e9k  and  bare. 
And  shivVing  in  a  strange  and  hostile  air. 
Yet  know,  O  man,  that  all  which  can  betide 
From  hard-fang'd  avarice,  or  o'eibearing  pride. 
That  art  can  compa«  from  the  flood  or  field. 
All  that  these  four-fold  elements  can  yield. 
Is  barely  to  afford  thee  warmth  and  bread. 
Like  fellow  brutes  to  be  arrayed  and  fed  ; 
But  ah,  all,  all,  incapable,  as  wind,    ' 
To  yield  one  morsel  to  the  famish'd  mind ! 

This  the  wretch  finds  (bcguii'd  by  devilish  firmod) 
The  sum  of  all,  for  which  he  left  his  God ; 
The  sum  of  all  the  good — he  yet  was  blind 
To  half  the  evils  that  came  close  behind. 

Late  lord  of  land  and  water,  air  and  flame. 
He  wieidjsd,  at  bis  will,  their  cumbrous  frame; 
Could  pierce  Earth's  dark  and  various    entrails 
through ; 
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Tb*  insulting  ekmentt  their  lord  control. 
And  cmst  their  four-fold  fetters  round  bis  souL 

Dethrone,  debas*d,  without  as  from  within, 
EnsUv'd  by  matter,  since  enslaved  by  sin, 
Corruption  to  its  kindred  mass  lays  claim. 
And,  ent*ring,  seizes  his  devoted  frame. 
Distemper  follows,  with  bis  gloomy  throng, 
Bearing  pests,  stings,  and  fiiet,  and  racks  along ; 
Languor  that  saps,  aiod  rueful  throes  that  grind ; 
With  Death,  who  shakes  the  certain  dart  behind. 

Already,  o*er  the  sad  subjected  wight. 
The  lordly  elements  exert  their  right; 
And  on  his  limbs  their  baneful  influence  cast, 
Parch*d  in  the  beam,'  or  shiv'ring  in  the  blastt 
While  high  o'er  head,  the  gathering  vapours  frown, 
And. on  his  anguish  look, nnpitying down; 
Then  flash  in  thunders,  or  in  tempest  pour. 
And  on  his  members  dash  the  pelting  show'r. 

But  worse,  far  worse  within,  black  storms  infest 
And  shake  the  sphere  of  his  benighted  breast. 
Still,   round    and   round,  the  whirling  passions 

tend. 
And  his  sad  heart  with  horrid  conflict  rend ; 
Impatience,  rage,  despair,  untam'd  desire, 
And  hate,  impregnate  with  infernal  fire : 
He  calls  for  death,  and  would  have  ruin  hurl'd 
At  Heaven,  himself,  thie  tempter,  and  the  world. 

But  God,  TBI  ONB  millAL  THIRST  TO  BLESS, 

Ey'd  bis  estate,  and  pity*d  his  distress. 
"  Adam,"  he  said,  and  look'd  unmeasured  grace, 
«  Adaa,  thou  'rt  foll'n,  and  falln  is  all  thy  race  ! 
Such  as  the  tree  is,  such  will  be  the  fruit; 
The  branch  must  bear  the  flavour  of  the  root. 

<*  Late  I  was  in  thee  love,  and  pow'r,  and  will; 
My  glory  did  thy  soul  and  body  fill ; 
But,  laps'd  from  me,  thy  spirit  and  thy  frame 
Sink  to  the  principles  from  whence  they  came-— 
Thy  soul  to  its  own  hdpless  fierce  desire, 
A  rueful  whirl  of  dark  tormenting  fire  1 
Thy  body  to  the  grossness  of  its  birth. 
Corruption  to  corruption,  earth  to  earth ! 

'*  If,  in  thy  strength,  thou  didst  not  hold  thy  state, 
How  shall  thy  weakness  reassume  its  seat  ? 
How,  from  thy  pit  of  flesh,  so  dull  and  deep. 
Cast  off  the  cumbrance.  and  ascend  the  steep  ? 
For,  by  the  road  thou  hast  folPn,  as  is  most  just. 
Through  the  same  road,  O  man,  return  thou  must; 
Xostrength  through  weakness,  and  to  peace  through 

strife. 
To  bliss  through  angnish,  and  through  death  to  life. 

*'  But  this  no  creature,  not  the  seraph  can ; 
Hiongh  once  in  God  so  mighty,  less  can  roan : 
This,  therefore,  Adam,  thou  canst  never  do ; 
Tbou  in  thy  God  then  must  be  bom  anew ; 
Bom  a  new  creature  of  a  seed  divine. 
Reborn,  O  Adam,  of  thy  son  and  mine ; 
Tbou  the  old  fether  of  man's  falVn  estate. 
He  the  New  Sire  who  shall  regitin  their  seat. 

"  Foil'd  by  a  devilish  foe,  thy  weakness  fell. 
Captive  to  sense,  and  sin,  and  death,  and  Hell ; 


"  You,  by  his  fetters,  cmn'alone  be  fbeed; 
To  wash  your  stains,  the  Lamb  of  Love  must  bleed  ; 
So  shall  his  woe  turn  all  your  woe  to  weal. 
His  bruises  medicine,  and»his  wQundings  heal. 

"  Hence  man,  apostate  man,  so  deeply  lost. 
Shall  weigh  the  cursed  commission,  by  the  cost; 
Shall  leara,  as  meet,  to  hold  himself  at  nought; 
Shall  feel  he  's  aU  a  foUy,  all  a  fault; 
In  deep  abasement  lift  his  suppliant  eyes, 
In  lowliness  alone  be  taught  to  rise ; 
In  tears,  in  anguish,  shall  his  guilt  deplore, 
Shall  call  on  Christ  who  can  alone  restore; 
By  him  supported,  shall  affirm  his  ground. 
Shall  struggle  with  the  chains  by  which  he 's  bound  ; 
Disclaim,  detest  the  world,  in  which  he  fell; 
Oppose  his  championM  soul  to  flesh  and,  Hell ; 
Wish  his  old  worm,  his  sin,  and  self  undone. 
And  catch,  and  cling  to  my  all-saving  Son ! 

"  This  in  due  time. 

Jesos,  meanwhile,  shall  steal,  like  doubtful  mom^ 

Into  the  breasts  of  all  of  woman  bom; 

There  shed  his  dawn  of  coeteraal  light. 

There  struggle  with  their  length  and  depth  of  night; 

A  solid  gloom !  which  he  alone  can  melt , 

Which,  like  Egyptian  darkness,  may  be  felt. 

**  His  seed,  in  flesh,  my  Holy-One  shall  sow. 
And  give  it  strength  to  root,  and  grace  to  grow; 
Man  within  man,  begotten  from  above. 
Bearing  the  likeness  of  the  Son  of  Love ; 
Sons  of  my  son,  ordain'd  to  see  my  face; 
All  embryon  heirs  of  glory  and  of  grace; 
But  not  mature  to  wing  their  native  skies. 
Till  their  new  Adam  shall  from  death  arise. 

"  Thus  the  new  ofi&pring  shall  the  oid  put  on. 
Making  a  double  manhood,  two  in  one; 
Of  different  principles,  of  di^^rent  sires. 
Conceptions,  tastes,  enjoyments,  and  desires : 
The  one,  as  Earth,  crude,  gradging,  grappling  all 
To  the  dark  centre  of  its  craving  ball ; 
The  other,  as  the  Sun,  benign  and  bright, 
A  going  forth  on  all  in  life  and  light 

*'  Hence  through  the  course  of  their  sublunar  life. 
Though  brother'd,  they  shall  be  at'truoeless  strife  i 
What  one  approves,  the  other  shall  reject; 
What  one  detests,  the  other  shall  afiect  . 
So  man,  at  once,  shall  court  what  he  '11  contemn, 
Neglect  yet  revYence,  do  what  he  'II  condemn ; 
At  once  transgress,  and  wish  he  could  fulfil ; 
Be  righteous  and  unrighteous,  good  and  ill ; 
Bearing  the  witness  and  the  seal,  within. 
Of  new  and  old,  the  man  of  grace  and  sin. 
The  heart-writ  story  of  his  rise  and  fall. 
The  gospel  of  bis  freedom  and  his  thrall. 

*'  Thy  elder  offspring,  Adam,  grown  and  strong. 
Frequent,  shall  drag  his  younger  mate  along; 
Like  hu|^  Leviathan,  shall  trust  to  play, 
And.mie  at  lai^ge  in  his  congenial  sea : 
But  mine  within  his  jaws  a  bard  shall  place. 
And  check  the  headlong  monster  in  his  race. 
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*<  Bat,  trough  mocli  grief,  this  glory  mott  be  won  ; 
Flesh,  foil'd  by  sm,  by  death  must  be  undone; 
Mujt  drop  the  world,  wherein  it  felt  its  force, 
And,  giant-like,  rejoiced  to  run  its  coarse ; 
Must  drop  each  organ  of  its  late  delight; 
Mnst  bid  a  long  adien  to  sense  and  sight, 
A  long  adieu  to  #>T*ry  darling  lust ; 
Must  yield  its  passive  members,  dnst  to  dost. 
Within  the  potter's  furnace  to  be  fhiM, 
And  leave  its  groMness,  w^th  its  guilt,  behind. 

**  Metinspace,  those  fnrnis  of  flesh,  those  sonsof sio. 
Shall  serve  to  hold  my  priaJess  pearls  within ; 
As  golden  grain  within  prolific  clay. 
To  shoot  and  ripen  toward  a  future  day. 

"  Yon  maggot,  vilest  offspring  of  vile  earth. 
Answers  the  gen'al  baseness  of  his  birth : 
Lo,  where  he  rolls  and  battens,  with  delight, 
In  filth,  to  smell  offensive,  foul  to  sight! 
Well  pleas'd,  he  drinks  the  stench,  the  dirt  devoun. 
And  prides  him  in  the  puddle  of  his  powers ; 
Careless,  uncunsc'ous  of  the  beauteous  guest. 
The  internal  speck  committed  to  his  breast. 
Yet  in  bis  breast  t^e  internal  speck  grows  warm, 
And  quickens  into  motion,  lifl^,  and  form ; 
Far  other  form  than  that  its  fosterer  bore, 
High  o*er  it*  parent-worm  ordain'd  to  soar: 
The  son,  still  growing  as  the  sire  decays. 
In  radiant  plumes  his  infant  sha|)e  arrays ; 
Matures,  as  in  a  soft  and  si4ent  womb ; 
Then,  openmg,  peeps  from  his  paternal  tomb ; 
Now,  struggling,  breaks  at  once  into  the  day. 
Tries  his  young  limbs,  and  bids  his  wings  display. 
Expands  his  lineaments,  erects  his  fiice. 
Rises  sublime  o'er  all  the  reptile  race ; 
From  dew-drop'd  blossoms  sips  the  nectar*d  stream. 
And  basks  within  the  glory  of  the  beam. 

**  Thus,  to  a  sensual,  to  a  sinful  shrine. 
The  Saviour  shall  entrust  his  speck  divine ; 
In  secret  animate  his  chosen  seed. 
Fill  with  his  love,  and  with  his  substance  feed ; 
Inform  it  with  sensations  of  his  own. 
And  give  irappetites  to  flesh  unknown : 
So  shall  the  lusts  of  man's  old  worm  give  place. 
His  fervour  langnish,  and  his  force  decrease; 
Till  spoil'd  of  cv»ry  object,  gross  or  vain, 
His  pride  and  passions  humbPd,  cnsh'd,  and  slain; 
From  a  false  world  to  his  first  kingdom  won. 
His  will,  and  sin,  and  sense,  and  self,  undone; 
His  inward  man  from  death  shall  break  away. 
And  soar,  and  mingle  with  eternal  day !" 

This  (in  a  word)  the  Father  spoke— and  straight 
The  Son  descended  from  above  all  height. 
Upon  the  chaos  of  man's  worid  he  came, 
And  piercM  the  darkness  with  his  living  beam ; 
Then  cast  a  rein  on  the  reluctant  will. 
And  bid  the  tempest  of  the  soul  be  still. 

The  good  from  evil  be  did  then  diride. 
And  set  man's  darkness  from  God's  lisht  aside : 


Atrocious  intimatkniB,  cavflden  care. 
Distrust,  and  hate,  and  rancour,  and  despair. 

As  in  creation,  when  the  Word  gave  birth 
To  ev'ry  oflfspring  of  the  teeming  Earth, 
He  now  conceiv'd  high  fruits  of  happier  uae. 
And  bid  the  heart  and  head  of  man  produce : 
Then  branch'd  the  pregnant  will,  and  went  abroad 
In  all  the  sweets  of  its  internal  God ; 
In  ev»ry  mode  of  love,  a  ftagrant  throng. 
Bearing  the  heart-sent  charities  akmg; 
Divine  effusions  of  the  human  breast. 
Within  the  very  act  of  blessing,  bless'd ; 
Desires  that  press  another's  weight  to  bear. 
To  soothe  their  anguish,  to  partake  their  care ; 
Pains  that  can  please,  and  griefii  that  jojrs  eacite  ; 
Bruises  that  balm,  and  tean  that  drop  delight. 
God  saw  the  seed  was  precious ;  and  began 
To  bless  his  own  redeeming  work,  in  man. 

Nor  less,  the  pregnant  reg^  of  the  mhid 
Brought  forth  conceptions  suited  to  its  kind  i 
Paint  emblems,  yet  of  virtue  to  proclaim 
That  parent-spirit,  whence  our  spirits  came; 
Spirits  that,  like  their  God,  with  mimic  ^U, 
Produce  new  forms  and  images  at  will ; 
7*houghts  that  from  Earth,  with  wing'd  emotioeaoar. 
New  tracts  expatiate,  and  new  worids  explore ; 
Backward,  through  space  and  throu^  duratkm,  ma. 
Passing  the  bounds  of  all  that  e'er  begun ; 
Then,  as  a  glance  of  lightning,  forward  flc«, 
Straining  to  reach  at  all  that  e*er  shall  be. 

Thus,  in  the  womb  of  man's  abyss  are  sown 
Natures,  worlds,  wonders,  to-  himself  unknown. 
A  comprehension;  a  mysterious  plan 
Of  all  the  almighty  works  of  God,  is  man ; 
From  Hell's  dire  depth  to  Hea'v'n's  sopremest  heigfat, 
Includii^g  good  and  evil,  dark  and  Fight. 
What  shall  we  call  this  son  of  grace  and  sin. 
This  demon,  thb  divinity  within, 
This  flame  eternal,  this  foul  monld'ring  clod— 
A  fiend,  or  seraph — A  poor  worm,  of  God  ? 

O,  the  fell  conflict,  Uie  intestine  strife. 
This  clash  of  good  and  evil,  death  and  life! 
What,  what  are  all  the  wars  of  sea  and  wind. 
Or  wreck  of  matter,  to  this  war  of  mind  ? 
Two  minds  in  one,  igid  each  a  truceless  guest. 
Rending  the  sphere  of  our  distracted  breast  I 
Who  shall  deliver,  in  a  fight  so  fell ; 
Who  save  from  this  intestine  dog  of  Hell  ? 

God  !  thou  hast  said,  that  Nature  shall  decay. 
And  all  yon  staitM  expansion  pass  a%ray : 
That,  in  thy  wratft,  pollution  shall  expire, 
•The  Sun  himself  consume  with  hott^  fire ; 
The  melting  Earth  forsake  its  firm  and  fkce, 
These  elements  depart,  but  find  no  place ; 
Succeeded  by  a  peaceful  bless'd  serene. 
New  Heav'ns  and  Earth,  wherein  the  just  shall  reignw 
O  then,  upon  the  same  benignant  plan, 
San.  crush,  consume  this  mass  of  til.  in  man ! 
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LIFE  OF  JOBtN  SCOTT, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  very  amiable  man,  tbe  youngest  son  of  Samuel  and  Martha  Scott,  was  born  on 
the  ninth  day  of  January  1730,  in  the  Grange  Walk,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Mary  Magda- 
len, Bermondsey.  His  father  was  a  draper  and  citizen  of  London,  a  man  of  plain  and 
irreproachable  inanners,  and  one  of  the  society  of  the  people  caNed  Quakers,  in  which 
persuasion  our  poet  was  educated,  and  continued  during  the  whole  of  his  life,  although 
not  with  the  strictest  attention  to  all  the  peculiarities  of  that  sect'. 

His  father  does  not  appear  to  have  intended  him  for  a  classical  education.  In  his 
seventh  year  he  was  put  under  the  tuition  of  one  John  Clarke,  a  native  of  Scotland,  who 
kept  a  school  in  ^ermoud^y  Street,  but  attended  young  Scott  at  hb  father *s  house, 
where  he  instructed  him  m  the  rudiments  of  die  Latin  tongue.  Little  is  known  of  his 
proficiency  under  this  tutor,  whom,  however,  in  his  latter  days,  he  remembered  with 
pleasure,  although  he  was  a  man  of  severe  manners.  In  his  tenth  year,  his  ^ther  rehired 
with  bis  family,  consisting  of  Mrs.  Scott  and  two  sons,  to  the  village  of  Amwell  in  Hert- 
fordshire, where,  for  some  time,  he  carried  on  the  malting  trade. 

Here  our  poet  was  sent  to  a  private  day-school,  in  which  he  is  said  to  have  had  few 
opportunities  of  polite  literature,  and  those  few  were  declined  by  his  father  from  a  dread 
of  the  small-pox,  which  neither  he  nor  hb  son  had  yet  caught.  Thb  terrour,  per- 
petually recurring  as  the  disorder  made  its  appearance  in  one  quarter  or  another,  occa  - 
stoned  such  frequent  removals  as  prevented  his  sou  from  the  advantages  of  regular  edu- 
cation. The  youth,  however,  did  not  neglect  to  cultivate  hb  mind  by  such  means  as 
were  in  hb  power.  About  the  age  of  seventeen,  he  discovered  an  inclinatioa  to  the 
study  of  poetry,  with  which  he  combined  a  delight  in  viewing  the  appearances  of  rural 
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-cerameot.  This  Mr.  Scott  thankfully  acknowledged  when  he  had  himadf  attained  a 
rank  among  the  writers  of  his  age,  and  could  return  with  interest  the  praise  by  which 
Frogley  had  cheered  his  youthful  attempts.  TTie  only  other  adviser  of  his  studies,  in 
this  sequestered  spot,  was  a  Mr.  John  Turner,  afterwards  a  dissenting  preacher.  To  him 
he  was  introduced  in  1753  or  1754,  and  on  the  removal  of  Mr.  Turner  to  Loudon  and 
afterwards  to  Colliton  in  Devonshire,  they  carried  on  a  friendly  correapondence  on 
matters  of  general  taste. 

Mr.  Scott's  first  poetical  essays  were  published  in  the  Gendeman's  Magasioe,  ^  the 
great  receptacle  for  the  ebuIBlions  of  youthful  genius.''  Mr.  Hode,  his  biographer,  has 
not  been  able  to  discover  all  the  pieces  inserted  by  him  in  that  woik,  but  has  reprinted 
three  of  them,  which  are  now  added  to  the  collection  or^inally  formed  by  himsdf. 
Other  pieces  which  he  occasionally  communicated  to  his  friend  Turner,  were  either  mis- 
laid, or  on  more  mature  deUberation  kept  back  from  the  press.  He  appears  to  have 
looked  up  to  Turner  s  ofmiions  with  much  deference,  and  it  was  probably  at  his  solici- 
tation that  he  first  ventured  to  come  before  the  public  as  a  candidate  for  poetical  fome. 

With  the  taste  of  the  public  during  his  retirement  at  Amwell,  he  could  have  little  ac- 
quaintance. He  had  lived  here  about  twenty  years,  at  a  distance  from  any  literary 
society  or  information.  His  reading  was  MeAy  confined  to  books  of  taste  and  criticism, 
but  die  latter  at  that  time  were  not  many,  nor  very  valuable.  In  the  ancient  or  modem 
languages  it  does  not  appear  that  be  made  any  progress.  Mr.  Hoole  thinks  he  knew 
very  litde  of  Latin,  and  had  no  knowledge  of  either  French  or  Italian.  Those  who  know 
of  what  importance  it  is  to  improve  genius  by  study,  will  regret  that  such  a  man  was 
left,  in  the  pliable  days  of  youth,  without  any  acquaintance  with  the  noble  models  on 
which  Englbh  poets  have  been  formed.  They  will  yet  more  regret  that  the  cause  of  this 
distance  from  literary  society,  the  source  of  all  generous  and  useful  emulation,  was  a 
superstitious  difead  of  the  small-pox,  already  mentioned  as  obstructing  his  early  studies, 
and  which  continued  to  prevail  with  his  parents  to  such  a  degree,  that  although  at  the 
distance  of  only  twenty  miles,  their  son  had  been  permitted  to  visit  London  but  once  in 
twenty  years.  His  chief  occupation,  when  not  in  a  humour  to  study,  was  in  cultivating 
a  garden,  for  which  he  had  a  particular  fondness,  and  at  length  rendered  one  of  the  most 
attractive  objects  to  the  visitors  of  Arowell. 

About  the  year  i  760,  he  began  to  make  occasional,  though  cautious  and  short  visits 
to  Loudon,  and  in  the  spring  of  this  year  published  his  Four  Elegies,  descriptive  and 
moral,  epithets  which  may  be  applied  to  almost  all  his  poetry.  These  were  very  fii- 
vourably  received,  and  not  only  praised  by  the  public  critics,  but  received  the  valuable 
commendations  of  Dr.  Young,  Mrs.  Talbot,  and  Mrs.  Carter,  who  loved  poetiy,  and 
loved  it  most  when  in  conjunction  with  piety. 

Although  Mr.  Scott  had  not  given  his  name  to  this  publication,  he  was  not  long  un- 
discovered, and  began  to  be  honoured  with  the  notice  of  several  of  the  literati  of  the 
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to  which  be  then  gave  the  titk  of  A  Protpect  erf  Ware  aod  the  Country  a^iaoeat.  In 
1766,  he  became  sensible  of  the  many  disadnuitages  he  laboured  under  by  living  in  oon- 
tiDual  dread  of  the  small-pox,  and  had  the  courage  to  submit  to  the  operation  of  inoada- 
tion,  which  was  successfully  performed  by  the  late  baroa  Dimsdak.  He  now  visited 
London  more  frequently,  apd  Mr.  Hoole  had  the  satsfiiction  to  hitroduce  him,  among 
others,  to  Dr.  Johnsoov  *'  Notwithstanding  the  great  difierence  of  their  political  pitn- 
e^)ks,  Scott  had  too  mudi  love  for  goodness  and  genius,  not  lo  be  highly  gratified  in  the 
opportunity  of  cultivating  a  friendship  with  that  great  exemplar  of  human  virtues,  and 
that  great  vetenm  of  human  learning;  while  the  doctor,  with  a  miai,  superior  to  the  dis- 
tinotion  of  party,  delighted  wHh  equal  complacency  in  dw  aoiiabie  qualities  of  Scott,  of 
whom  he  ahrays  q[)oke  with  foeling  regard  V 

In  1767,  be  married  Sarah  Frogley,  the  daughter  of  his  early  friend  and  adviser 
Charles  Froglev.  The  bride  was,  previous  to  her  nuptials,  admitted  a  member  of  the 
sodety  of  Quakers.  For  her  father  he  ever  presoved  the  behest  respect,  and  seems  to 
have  written  liis  eleventh  Ode,  with  a  view  to  relieve  the  mind  of  that  worthy  mau  from 
the  i^rehennon  of  being  neglected  by  him.  The  connection  be  had  formed  in  his 
family,  however,  was  not  of  loug  duration.  His  wife  died  m  child-bed  in  176S,  and  the 
same  year  he  lost  hb  fiither,  and  his  in&nt  child.  For  some  time  he  was  inconsolable, 
and  removed  from  Amwell,  where  so  many  ol^jects  excited  (he  bitter  remembrance  of  all 
he  held  dear,  to  the  house  of  a  friend  at  Upton.  Here,  when  time  mid  reflection  had 
mellowed  his  grief,  he  honoured  the  memory  of  his  wife  by  an  elegy,  m  which  teadeiuess 
and  love  are  expressed  in  the  genuine  language  of  nature.  As  he  did  not  wish  to  make 
apatadeof  his  private  feelings,  a  few  ct^ies  only  of  tliisel^iy  were  gi^-en  to  his  friends, 
nor  would  he  ever  suffer  it  to  be  published  for  sale.  It  procured  him  the  praise  of  Dr. 
Hawkesworth,  and  the  friendship  of  Dr.  Langhome,  who  about  this  time  had  been  visited 
by  a  similar  calamity. — His  mother^  it  ought  to  have  been  jaentioned,  died  in  1766*;  and 
in  17^»  he  lost  his  friend  and  correspondent  Mr.  Turner. 

In  November  1770,  he  married  his  second  wife,  Maty  de  Home,  daughter  of  tbe  late 
Abraham  de  Home,  "  a  lady  whose  amiable  qualities  promised  him  many  years  of  unin* 
(ermpted  happiness."  Durmg  his  visits  in  London,  he  increased  hb  literary  circle  of 
friends  by  an  introduction  to  Mrs.  Montague's  parties.  Among  those  who  principalljr 
noticed  him  with  respect,  were  lord  Lyttelton,  sir  William  J6ne%  Mr.  Potter,  Mr. 
Mickle,  and  Dr.  Beattie,  who  paid  him  a  cordial  visit  at  Amwell  m  1773,  and  again  in 
179 1 )  and  became  one  of  hb  correspondents. 

Although  we  have  hitherto  contemplated  our  author  as  a  student  and  occasional  poet, 
he  rendered  himsdf  more  con^icuons  as  one  of  those  reflectors  oa  publk  aflaks  who 
emi^y  nrach  of  thev  tune  m  endeavouring  to  be  useful.  He  appears  to  have  acquired 
the  spuit  and  patriotism  of  the'  amntty  gentleman  whose  abilities  enable  jiim  to  do  good. 
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indeed,  were  ioeorporated  in  Mr.  Gilbert's  Bflf,  in  the  year  ITSi,  bat  the  wliole  was  loat 
for  want  of  paiiiameDtary  suppbrt. 

In  1776  be  published  his  Amwell,  a  descriptive  poem,  which  he  had  long  beea  prqiar- 
11^,  and  in  which  he  fondly  hoped  to  inunortalise  his  finrourite  village.  His  biograpiier, 
however,  has  amply  demonstrated  the  impossibility  of  commnnicating  local  entbo^aan  by 
any  attempt  of  ibis  kind.  The  reflections  occasionally  introduced,  and  the  historical  ar 
encomiastic  d%ressions,  are  g^ierally  selected  as  the  most  pleasbg  passages  in  descriptive 
poetry,  but  all  that  is  really  descriptive,  all  that  would  remove  us  irom  the  closet  to  tkt 
scene  is  a  hopeless  attempt  to  do  tliat  by  the  pen  which  can  only  be  done  by  the  pencfl. 
Of  all  writers,  whether  in  prose  or  verse,  who  have  attempted  picturesque  descriptioii^ 
Gilpin  alone  has  succeeded,  not  indeed  completely,  for  hu^oage  will  not  admit  of  it,  tmt 
in  bringing  objects  the  nearest  to  the  eye. 

At  such  intervals  as  our  author  could  spare,  he  wrote  various  anonymous  pamphlets 
and  essays,  on  miscellaneous  subjects,  and  is  said  to  have  appeared  among  those  enemies 
of  the  measures  of  government  who  answered  Dr.  Johnson's  Patriot,  Fslse  Alarm,  and 
IVixation  no  'Tyranny.  On  the  commencement  of  the  Rowleian  cootroveny,  he  took  the 
part  of  Chatterton,  and  was  among  the  first  who  questioned  the  authenticity  of  the  poenss 
ascribed  to  Rowley  This  be  discussed  in  -some  letters  inserted  in  the  Geotlonan's 
Magazine.  Of  course  he  was  led  to  admire  the  wonderfol  powers'of  the  young  hnpos- 
tor,  and  in  his  twenty-first  Ode  pays  a  poetical  tribute  to  his  memory,  in  which,  witk 
others  of  his  brethren  at  that  time,  he  censures  the  unfeeling  rich  for  dq»riving  then- 
country  of  a  new  Shakspeare  or  Milton. 

These,  however,  were  his  amusements;  the  more  valuable  part  of  his  time  was  devoted 
to  such  public  business  as  is  ever  best  conducted  by  men  of  his  pure  and  independent 
character.  He  gave  regular  attendance  at  turnpike  meetings,  navigation  trusts,  and 
commissions  of  4and  tax  \  and  proposed  and  canied  various  schemes  of  local  improve- 
ment, particularly  the  fine  road  between  Ware  and  Hertford,  and  some  usefol  alterations 
in  the  streets  of  Ware.  Among  his  neighbours  he  firequently,  by  a  judicious  interference 
or  arbitration,  checked  that  sfHrit  of  lifigation  which  destroys  the  felicity  of  a  countiy 
life.  During  the  meritorious  employments  of  his  public  and  political  life,  it  can  only  be 
imputed  to  him  that  in  his  zeal  for  the  principles  he  espoused,  he  sometimes  betrayed  too 
great  warmth ;  and  in  answering  Dr.  Johnson's  pamphlets,  it  has  been  allowed  that  he 
made  use  of  expressions  which  would  better  become  those  who  did  not  know  the  worth 
of  that  excellent  character. 

In  1778,  he  published  a  work  of  great  labour  and  utility,  entitled,  A  Digest  of  the 
Highway  and  General  Turnpike  laws.  In  this  compilation,  Mr.  Hoole  mforms  us,  all 
the  acts  of  parliament  in  force  are  collected  together,  and  placed  in  one  point  of  view ; 
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la  the  ipring  of  17S2,  bepyUished  whatbehadlong  prqjected,  m  vokm  i^  poetty, 
iBclttdiDg  kk  Billies,  AmweU^  aad  a  great  variety  of  hitherto  unpuMished  piecet.  On 
tk»  volume  it  is  evident  be  had  bestowed  great  pains^  and  added  die  decorations  of  sona 
beautifiil  engravings.  A  vety  fiivounible  account  «ras  given  of  the  whole  of  its  oonteoli 
in  the  Monthly  Review;  but  the  Critical  having  taken  some  personal  liberties^  with  the 
author,  hinting  that  the  ornaments  wece  not  quite  suitable  to  tlie  plainnpss  and  simplicity 
of  a  quaker.  Mi.  Scott  thought  proper  to  publish  a  letter  addressed  to  the  authors  of 
that  journal,  in  which  he  expostulated  with  them  on  their  conduct,  and  defianded  his 
pQie^«  Eveiy  friend,  however,  must  wish  he  had  passed  over  (heir  strictures  in  silenoe. 
His  defence  of  his  poetry  betrays  him  into  the  error  of  which  he  complained,  and  we  see 
ftr  aiore  erf  the  conceited  ^^otist  than  could  have  been  supposed  to  belong  to  his  simple 
and  humble  character. 

After  this  contest,  he  bc^;an  to  piiqpare  a  wori(  of  the  critical  kind.  He  hed  been  (hs- 
iirtisfied  wkh  some  of  Dr.  Johnson's  Lives  of  the  Poets,  and  bad  amassed  in  the  course  of 
his  own  reading  and  reflection  a  number  of  obsenrations  on  Denham,  Alilton,  Pope,  Dyer* 
Ooldsraitb,  and  Thomson,  which  he  sent  to  the  press  under  the  title  of  Critfcal  Essays, 
but  did  not  live  to  publish*  Qn  the  25th  of  October  1783,  he  accompanied  Mrs.  Scott 
to  London  for  the  benefit  of  medical  advice  for  a  comphunt  under  which  she  laboured  at 
that  time;  but  on  the  first  of  December,  while  at  hb  house  at  Katdiff,  he  was  attained  by 
a  putrid  fever,  which  proved  fiUal  on  the  12th  of  that  month,  and  he  was  intened  on  the 
18th  in  the  quaker's  burying  ground  at  RatcUff.  He  had  arrived  at  hb  fifty  fourth  year, 
and  left  behind  bim  a  widow  and  a  daughter,  their  only  child,  then  about  six  years  okU 
Hii  death  was  the  more  lamented  as  he  was  m  the  vigour  of  life,  and  had  the  prospect  of 
many  years  of  usefiidness.  *<  In  his  person  he  was  tall  and  slender,  but  his  Umbs  weie 
lemarkably  strong  and  muscuhir:  he  was  very  active,  and  delighted  much  m  the 
exercise  «f  walking:  his  countenance  was  cheerfiil  and  animated.*  The  portnil  pm* 
fixed  to  his  works  is  not  a  very  correct  likeness,  nor  was  he  himself  satisfied  with  it 

His.pubfic  mid  private  dmracter  appears  to  have  been  m  every  respect  worthy  of 
imitation,  but  what  his  religious  opinions  were,  except  that  he  cherished  a  general 
iaverence  for  piety,  is  somewhat  doubtfiiL  Professedly,  he  was  one  i^  the  society  called 
Qttahers,bttttbepaperwhichthatsocicty,  or  some  of  his  rebtions^  thought  it  necessary 
to  publish  after  his  death,  seems  to  btunate,  that  m  their  opinion,  and  finally  in  liis  ow% 
his  practke  had  not  m  all  respects  been  consistent  Mr.  Hoole  has  suppressed  this 
document,  while  he  has  thrown  out  a  hmt  which  is  altogeth^  nnintriKgible  without  a 
leferencetoit  He  says,  that  "^  he  had  been  toM  that  the  sMe  ^  Ms  mtiuf  did  not  m 
tittk  cmUritmie  le  9treugikem  U$  wudsdyJ"  Whether  this  was  the  casc^  dm  neadsr 
amy  judge  fiom  apemsal  of  the  followmg  statement,  origmally  drawn  up  for  the  use  of 
The  /WbMb,  and.  which  b  now  reprinted,  without  any  suspidon  that  it  will  hyure  the 
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standiDg  Hiese  qualj^Mrations,  there  is  reason  to  believe  be  frequently  experienced  llie 
coovktiou  of  the  spirit  of  truth,  (or  not  Aiithiiilly  following  the  Lord,  and  adbeiing  to  die 
cross  of  Christ,  by  which  true  believers  are  crudiied  to  the  worid  mad  the  woiid  to 
tliem. 

**  During  the  yeariy  meeting  ui  London,  in  the  year  17B3,  be  attended  many  of  the 
meetings  for  worship,  acnd  appeared  to  be  more  religiously  concerned  than  for  •ome 
years  preceding. 

''  On  the  Ist  of  the  1^  month  be  was  seized  with  a  fever;  and,  expecting  it  would 
prove  iatal,  he  was  greatly  humbled  m  spirit,  saying  to  his  wife,  that  hb  father  w»  a 
good  man,  and  he  believed  was  gone  to  Heaven,  expressing  a  sense  of  the  happiness  of 
the  righteous  in  futurity ;  but  being  convinced  of  his  own  bow  and  unprqiared  state,  he 
said,  he  himself  was  unworthy  of  the  lowest  place  in  the  heavenly  mansions,  but  hoped 
he  should  not  be  a  companion  of  accursed  and  wratoiul  spirits. 

**  In  the  eariy  part  of  his  ilhiess,  he  discoursed  with  his  wife  concerning  tome  outward 
affiurs,  particularly  desiring  that  his  only  and  beloved  daughter  migfat-be  brought  up 
among  friends. 

**  Notwithstanding  the  severity  of  the  distemper,  he  was  favoured  with  a  dear  ind 
mumpaired  understanding,  and  the  exercise  of  his  spuit  seemed  to  be  almost  continiial 
for  peace  and  reconciliation  with  his  I^Iaker;  having  a  hope,  that  if  it  should  please  the 
Lord  to  spare  hkn,  he  should  become  a  new  man  ;  but,  in  much  diffidence,  he  expressed 
a  fear  lest  the  old  things  should  again  prevail ;  he  also  said  to  the  person  who  attended 
him,  that  '  he  had  been  too  proud/  But  it  is  well  known,  that  hb  behaviour  to  his  in- 
feriors was  the  reverse,  for  to  them  he  wos  remarkably  easy  of  access. 

**  Speaking  frequently  of  his  brother,  and  expres^g  a  deshe  to  see  him,  oo  the  9(h 
of  the  1 2th  month  a  tspeasA  messenger  was  sent  to  Hertford,  from  Ratchff',  requesting  his 
attendance  there.    His  brother,  on  bemg  informed  next  mormng,  by  letter,  of  bis  con- 
tinual solicitude  to  see  him,  and  him  only,  reached  his  house  at  Ratdiff  about  four  that 
afternoon.    Being  introduced  to  his  bed-side,  on  asking  him  how  he  did,  he  answered, 
*  Very  bad:  I  wanted  to  see  thee,  and  if  thee  had  come  sooner,  I  had  a  great  deal  to  say 
to  thee,  bui  I  fear  now  I  cannot.'    What  afterwards  passed  between  them  was  as  fbUows. 
After  a  short  space  of  silence,  John  Scott  began  to  speak,  with  a  voice  full  of  power  :^  1 
wanted  to  see  thee,  to  tell  thee  that  I  have  nothing  to  trust  to  but  the  blessed  Jesus ;  and 
that,  if  I  die,  I  do  not  die  an  unbdiever.    If  I  die,  I  die  a  believer,  and  have  notbtn; 
to  trust  to  but  mere  unmerited  mercy/  .  Finding  him  brought  down,  as  from  the  defb 
of  the  rocks,  and  the  heights  of  the  hiUs,  into  the  valley  of  deep  humiliation,  his  brother 
rejoiced  in  spirit,  and  spake  comfortably  to  him,  expressing  the  deeply  humiliatiog  viewi 
he  had  of  his  own  state.    J.  Scott  replied—'  O  !  if  it  b  so  with  thee,  how  must  it  bate 
been  with  me  who  have  been  tlie  diief  of  sinners  V  The  insufficieni^  of  sdf-rigbtcou^ 
ness  bemg  nientioDed,  *  Oh,'  said  he,  with  great  earnestness,  *  righteousness !  I  have  no 
righteousness,  nor  any  thing  to  trust  to,  but  the  blessed  Jesus  and  his  merits.'    PaasiDg 
awhile,  he  proceeded—*  There  b  somethmg  within  me  which  keeps  me  from  despainDg* 
I  dare  not  despair,  although  1  have  as  much  reason  to  de^air  as  any  one,  were  it  not  for 
him  who  showed  mercy  to  the  tliief  upon  the  cross.    The  thief  upon  the  cross,  tnAPeter, 
who  denied  hb  ^naster,  are  much  before  me.'    Being  advised  to  trust  m  the  Lord,  he  re- 
-  plied^ '  1  have  none  else  to  trust  in.    Oh  1'  said  he^  *  the  Saviour !  he  b  the  way,  9od  then 
b  no  ether ;  I  now  see  there  b  no  other.   Oh,  the  Saviour !  I  have  done  too  muoh  agaio^ 
fcim ;  and  if  I  live,  I  hope  I  shall  be  able  to  let  the  world  know  it,  and  that,  io  oiaqf 
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respects,  my  mmd  is  ahered.  But  I  dare  not  make  resdufions/  His  brother  men- 
zoning  fntner  tiroes,  and  tbe  days  of  liis  youth,  in  which  they  frequently  conversed  about, 
^md  were  both  clearly  convinced  of,  the  necessity  of  mward  and  experimental  piety,  he 
«mwered — *  I  was  then  very  deficient,  but  I  have  since  been  much  more  shaken/  Visit- 
ing the  sick  in  a  formal  customary  manner,  being  represented  as  unprofitable,  he  rq)lied, 
*  Oh !  it  is  not  a  time  to  be  solicitous  about  forms  !  Here  is  a  scene,  indeed,  enough  to 
4>ring  down  the  grandeur  of  BMmy,  if  they-could  see  it  I  4>uoyed  myself  up  "with  tlie 
hope  of  many  days.'  Recommending  him  to  the  great  object,  Christ  within,  the  hope 
of  glory,  to  which  his  mind  was  measunbly  turned,  his  brother  seemeci  to  withdraw,  on 
which  he  clasped  his  hand,  and  took  a  solemn  farewell. 

*'  He  continued  in  mutability  about  two  days  longer,  altogether  in  a  calm  and  rational 
state.  About  twelve  hours  befose  his  decease,  his  speech  much  falteised :  but,  by  some 
i>roken  expressions,  it  appeared  that  the  religious  concern  of  his  mind  was  continued. 

<<  On  the  12th  day  of  the  J2th  month,  1785,  he  departed  this  li£&  in  remarkable  quiet- 
ness, without  sigh  or  groan,  and  was  buried  in  friends'  burymg  ground  on  the  18th, 
being  nearly  54  years  of  age. 

*^  Tlie  publication  of  these  Memoirs  proceeds  not  firom  partiality  to  our  deceased 
friend:  they  are  preserved  as  a  word  of  ireproof  to  the  careless,  and  of  comfort  4o  the 
onoumers  in  2ioQ. 

*'  May  none,  in  a  day  of  health  and  proqierity,  reject  the  visitatkm  of  hit  divine  grace 
and  iieivour,  who  hath  declared,  that  -'  bis  spirit  shall  npt  always  strive  with  man,  for  that 
he  also  is  flesh.'  Nor,  on  the  other,  may  the  penitent,  and  truly  awakened,  at  no  time 
<lespair  of  that  mercy  and  forgiveness  which  the  Lord  hath  promised  to  them  who  sin- 
cerely repent"    • 

His  Critical  Essays  were  published  in  1785,  by  Mr.  Hoole,  who  prefixed  a  life,  written 
with  much  affection,  yet  with  impartiality.  He  loved  the  man,  and  he  freely  criticises 
the  poet.  Of  hb  peculiar  hi^tts  we  have  only  one  anecdote : — **  He  preferred  the  time 
for  poetical  composition,  when  the  rest  of  the  fieimily  were  in  bed ;  and  it  was  frequently 
his  custom  to  sit  in  a  dark  room,  and  when  he  had  composed  a  number  of  imes,  he  would 
go  into  another  room  where  a  candle  was  burning,  in  order  to  commit  them  to  paper* 
Though  in  general- veiy  regular  in  his  hour  of  retiring  to  rest,  he  would  sometimes  be  up 
great  part  of  the  night,  when  he  vmA  engaged  in  any  literary  work." 

As  a  poet,  he  may  be  allowed  to  rank  among  those  who  possess  genius  in  a  moderate 
decree;  who  please  by  short  efiorts  and  limited  inspirations ;  but  whose  talents  ane  better 
di^layed  in  moral  reflection  and  pathetic  sentiment  than  in  flights  of  fancy.  His  Elegies, 
as  they  were  the  first,  are  among  the  best  of  his^rformanoes.  ShnpUcity  appears  to 
have  been  his  general  aim,  and  be  was  of  opmion  that  it  was  too  Httle  studied  by  modern 
writers.  In  ^  Mexican  Prophecy,  however,  and  in  Serim,  there  is  a  fire  and  spirit 
worthy  of  the  highest  school  His  Amwell  will  ever  deserve  ^  distinguished  place  among 
descriptive  poems ;  although  it  is  liable  to  all  the  objections  attached  to  descriptive  poetry. 
But  he  cannot  be  denied  the  merit  of  being  original  in  many  individual  passages;  and 
he  appears  to  have  viewed  Nature  with  the  eye  of  a  genuine  poet.  He  has  himself 
'  pointed  out  some  coincidences  with  former  poets,  which  were  accidental ;  and  periuqM 
others  may  be  discovered,  without  detracting  from  the  indq)endence  of  his  Muse.  His 
feeblest  effort  is  the  Essay  on  Painting,  a  hasty  sketdi,  in  which  he  professed  himself, 
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todtbataotrnteiyhnadliletarmt,  tobethemalof  Hftylqr\<^  TIm 

pablic,  I  am  afraid^  bat  decided  agaimt  hnL  Upon  the  whole,  howefer,  the  fda  of 
pioQf  and  auMal  reflectioii,  and  the  beoevokooe  aod  phUanthropy,  wfaich  pervade  aB 
bis  pocflM,  will  cootiiHie  to  make  then  aeoeptable  to  those  who  lead  to  be  i 
and  are  of  opinioa  that  pleamre  it  not  the  foie  end  of  poetiy . 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


OUCH  of  tbe  following  pieces  as  were  fonneriy  puUished  baring  been  bo* 
noured  with  general  approbadoni  any  q>ology  for  reprinting  tbem  must  be 
unnecessary.  Tbe  otbers,  wbicb'  constitute  tbe  principal  part  of  tbis  Tolnmey 
it  b  apprehended,  are  not  of  inferior  mmt ;  and  tbe  whole  may  perhaps  afibid 
an  innocent  and  agreeable  amusement  to  tbe  lovers  of  nature  and  poetry. 

AMWELL,  1782. 
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POEMS 


OP 


JOHN  SCOTT, 


EPIDEMIC  MORTALITY, 

FROM  ECCL.  XU. 
mLiraXD  W  THE  CEMTLBMAW'S  MAOAZINI  1753. 

rpo  more  unthinking  youth  to  jurt  regard, 

i.    On  Judah's  plains  thus  sung  the  royal  bard. 
•*  Thy  Maker,  God,  in  early  time  revere ! 
Ere  evil  days,  those  dread^l  days,  draw  near, 
When  health  shall  fly,  and  pleasure  leave  the  plain, 
AoA  woe,  and  languor,  and  distress  remain ; 
When  stars,  nor  Moon,  nor  Sun,  shall  cheer  the  skies; 
On  Earth,  when  pestileuce  enrag'd  shall  rise; 
The  rain  scarce  past,  when  threat'ning  clouds  return, 
And  sickly  mists  ascend,  and  south  winds  bum; 
"When  the  bold  guarders  of  the  hoose  shall  shake. 
And,  pain'd,  their  station  at  the  door  forsake; 
When  the  fierce  heroes,  dreadless  in  the  field. 
Bow  with  disease,  and  slowly  drooping  yield; 
When,  freed  from  labour,  captives  idle  lie, 
Kor,  though  their  numbers  lessen'd,  find  employ; 
When  the  proud  daughters,  of  their  beauty  vam, 
Griev'd  for  their  friends,  or  for  themselves  in  pain. 
At  the  high  windows  spread  their  charms  no  more, 
But  all  sequestered  in  the  dark  deplore ; 
When  barr  d  the  gates,  and  clos'd  the  doors  appear. 

And  scarce  of  grinding  the  Aunt  sounds  they  hear; 

Long  ere  the  dawn,  when  early  mourners  rise. 

The  solemn  rites  of  grief  to  exercise. 

Nor  songs  are  heard,  nor  mirthful  minstrels  meet; 

Death 's  in  the  house,  and  silence  in  the  street ! 

When  e'en  high  places  shall  be  seaU  of  fear  ; 

Still  in  the  way  when  danger  shall  be  near ; 

When  the  thick,  sultry,  ftwl,  and  stagnant  anr 

Unseen  inftection  scatters  ev'ry  where ; 

When  the  ripe  almond  shall  be  pluck'd  no  more, 

Diipis'd  untasted  all  its  h»cious  store! 

Wide  o*er  the  land  when  locusts  sha'l  be  spread. 

Bead  all  the  crowds  that  on  their  numbers  fed  ? 

When  fairest  objects  fail  to  move  desire, 

Of  youth  cxtingidsh'd  all  the  sprightly  fir©  s 


Becsmse  the  time  of  desotatioo  *t  come. 
And  man  swift  passes  to  his  final  home ; 
And  pensive  mourners  range  about  the  street. 
And  rend  their  garments,  and  their  bosoms  beat.* 


VERSES 

OCCASIONID  BY  TITB  DBSCRIPTIOK  Of  TtfB  AOLIAN  UAB5 
IM  FBBRUAXY  MAOAZIME,   1 754. 

Umtauoht  o*er  strings  to  draw  the  rosined  bow. 

Or  melting  strains  on  the  soft  flute  to  blow. 

With  others  long  I  moum'd  the  want  of  skill 

Resounding  roofr  with  harmony  to  fill. 

Till  happy  now  th'  Aolian  lyre  is  fcnoim. 

And  all  the  powers  of  music  are  my  own. 

Swell  all  thy  notes,  delightful  harp,  O !  swell! 

Inflame  thy  poet  to  describe  thee  well. 

When  the  frill  chorus  rises  with  the  breeze^ 

Or,  slowly  sinking,  lessens  by  degrees. 

To  sounds  more  soft  than  amorous  gales  diictoM^ 

At  evenmg  panting  on  the  blushing  rose; 

More  sweet  than  alt  the  notes  that  organs  breathe. 

Or  tuneful  eahoes,  when  they  die,  bequeathe; 

Oft  where  some  Sylvan  temple  decks  the  grove;. 

The  slave  of  easy  indolence  1  rove; 

There  the  wing'd  breeze  the  lifted  sash  pervades. 

Each  breath  is  music,  vocal  all  the  shades. 

Charm'd  with  the  soothing  sound,  at  ease  reclin*d» 

To  Fancy's  pleasing  pow'r  I  yield  my  mind  i 

And  now  enchanted  scenes  around  me  rise,. 

And  some  k:nd  Ariel  the  soft  air  supplies : 

Now  lofty  Pindus  through  the  shades  I  view. 

Where  all  the  Nine  their  tnneful  art  pursue : 

To  me  the  sound  the  panting  gale  conveys. 

And  all  my  heart  is  ecstasy  and  praise. 

Now  to  Arcadian  plains  at  oiice  convey 'd. 

Some  Miepherd's  pipe  delights  his  favourite  maid^ 

Mix'd  with  the  murmurs  of  a  neighbouring  stream, 

I  hear  soft  notes  tl^at  suit  an  amoroug  tb«me  I 
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Ahl  tbeo  a  Tictiiii  to  the  loud  deceit. 
My  heart  bc^iu  with  fierce  degires  to  heat  ^ 
To  fancyM  sighs  I  real  sighs  return. 
By  tarns  I  languish,  aad  by  turns  I  bum. 
Ah !  Uelia,  hu^e !  and  here  attentire  pnrre, 
Like  me,  that  "  music  is  the  voice  of  love :" 
86  shall  I  mourn  my  rustic  strains  no  moie. 
While  pleas*d  you  listen,  who  could  frown  before; 
Hertfordshire^  Not.  15, 1764.  R:  S. 


TO  FEAR 
FMNt  m  OBrrttsiAN^  maoazihb,  jvtr,  V15b[ 

O  noo !  dread*  foe  of  honour,  wiealtir,  and  fhme. 
Whose  touch  am  quell  the  stvoag ,  the  ierce  can 

tame, 
RdeotlessFear!  ah!  why  did  fate  ordain 
Hy  trembling  heart  to  own  thy  iron  reign  ? 
Tbeie  are,  thrice  happy,  who  disdain  thy  sway : 
The  merchant  wand'ring  o'er  the  wat>y  way  ^ 
The  chief  serene  before  th'  assaulted  wall  s 
The  climbing  statesman  thoughtful  of  his  fhll ; 
All  whom  the  love  of  wealtb  or  pow'r  inspires. 
And  all  who  bum  with  proud  ambition's  Ares: 
But  peaceful  bards  thy  eottstant  prasenoe  lamrt 
Othouf  of  er*ry  glorious  deed  the  foe! 
Of  thee  the  silent  studious  race  compkias^ 
And  learning  groans  a  captive  in  thy  chahv. 
The  secret  wish  when  some  fur  object  movei» 
And  cautious  reason  what  we  wish  approves, 
Thy  Gorgon  front  fbihids  to  grasp  the  prize, 
And  seas  are  qpread  between,  and  mountains  ike ! 
Thy  magic  arta  a  thousand  phantoms  raise. 
And  fancy'd  death;  and  dangers  fill  our  wnyi: 
With  smiling  hope  you  wage  eternal  strife. 
And  envious  snatch  the  cup  of  joy  from  life. 
O  leave,  tremendous  pow'r !  the  blamelesa  breaet. 
Of  guilt  alone  the  tyrant  and  the  guest* 
Go,  and  thy  train  or  sable  horrours  spsead. 
Where  Murder  meditates  the  future  dead ; 
Whero  Rapine  watches  for  t^e  glodhi  of  night, 
And  lawless  Passion  pants  for  other*s  right  ^ 
Go,  to  the  bad — but  from  the  good  reo(Mie, 
l^e  move  the  fee  of  ev'ry  glorious  dead  r 


MORAL  ECLOGUES. 

Mt  tacora  <|uies,  et  netoin  foUere  vita* 
Diwss  opom  variaram>  at  latis  otia  ftnidiiB, 


an  action  or  pMsioB,  by  its  effects  on  a  oomiCvy 
life,  has  nothing  peculiar,  hat  its  confinement  to 
rural  imagery,  without  which  it  ceasoi  to  be  pea* 
toral."  This  theory  the  author  of  the  following 
Eclogue*  hat  endeavoured  to  ezemplifyr 


ECLOGUE  h 

tUWMOn  ;  OB|  THE  PRAUB  •T  KOMAI.  LITV. 

scEMi,  Mmmrnz 


FAim  Spring  o*er  Nature  held  her  gentfeet  sway; 
Fair  Mora  diffas'd  around  her  brightest  ray ; 
Thin  mists  hung  hovering  on  the  distam  trnea. 
Or  roll'd  from  off  the  fields  before  the  breeze. 
The  shepherd  Theron  watchM  his  fleecy  traiiv 
Beneath  a  broad  oak,  on  the  grassy  plahi. 
A  heath's  green  wild  lay  frfeasant  to  his  view. 
With  shrubs  and  iekUflow'n  deck'd  of  varied 

hue: 
There  hawthorns  tatt  their  silver  bloom  disdoa'd. 
Here  flexile  broom's  bright  yellow  interpoe'd  ; 
There  purple  orchis>  here  pale  daisies  smead^ 
And  sweet  May-lilies  richest  odour  shed. 
From  nsany  a  oopse  and  blossomed  orehard  netr. 
The  voice  of  birds  melodious  charm'd  the  ear  | 
There  shrill  the  larfcy  and  soft  the  linnet  sung. 
And  loud  through  air  the  throstle's  musie  runf. 
The  gentle  swain  the  cheerful  scene  admired  ; 
The  cheerful  scene  the  song  of  joy  inspir'd. 
"  Chant  on^"  he  cry'd,  **  ye  warbiersoQ  the  spray ! 
Bleat  on,  ye  flbcks,  that  in  the  pastures  play  I 
Low  on,  ye  herds,  that  range  the  dewy  vales  f 
Murmur,  ye  riUs !  and  whisper  soft,  ye  gales  f 
How  bless'd  my  lot,  in  these  sweet  fic^  assign'd, 
Whero  Peace  and  Leisure  soothe  the  tuneful  miad^- 
Where  yet  some  pleasmg  vestiges  remain 
Of  unperverfeed  Natures  golden  reign» 
When  Love  and  Virtue  rang'd  Arcadian  shades 
With  undesigning  youths  and  artlesa  maids ! 
For  us,  thoujgh  destin'd  to  a  later  time. 
A  less  luxnriant  soil,  less  genial  cUme» 
For  us  the  country  boasts  enough  to  chafm» 
In  the  wild  woodland  or  the  cultnr'd  form. 
Come,  Cynlhie,  come  f  in  town  no  longer  stay ; 
From  crowds,  and  noise,  and  folly,  haste  away  ? 
The  fields,  the  meads,  the  trees,  are  all.in  hloom. 
The  vernal  show'rs  awake  a  rich  perfume. 
Where  Damoo'a  mansioo,  by  the  glassy  stream. 
Rears  its  white  walls  that  through  green  willoat 

gleam. 
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ECLOGUE  IL 

PALKMOH ;  OR,  BBMSVOLSNCB. 

•cm,  A  woos-im  on  re  Bfto%  op  a  unx  s 
MAsow— wmm ;  Ttm— touhoom. 

Brioiit  fleecy  ckrads  flaw  scattertng  o*6r  the  sky, 
And  shortened  shadows  ihowM  that  noon  was  nigh; 
When  two  jtmng  shepbcfdi,  in  the  upland  shade, 
Their  listless  limbs  apoo  the  greensward  laid. 
Sonoanding  grores  the  wand'ring  sight  oonftn'd— 
All,  9vre  where,  westward,  one  wide  landscape  shin*d. ' 
Down  in  the  dale  were  neat  enclosures  seen, 
The  winding  hedge-row,  and  the  thicket  green ; 
lUch  marshland  next  a  glossy  lerel  sbow'd. 
And  through  grey  willows  silver  rivers  flow*d: 
Beyond,  high  hillirwith  tow'rs  and  villas  crown'd. 
And  waving  forests,  formM  the  prospect's  hound. 
Sweet  was  the  covert  where  the  swains  recl'mM! 
There  spread  the  wild  rose,  there  the  woodbine 

twin'd ;  [ground. 

There  stood  green  fern;  there,  o^er  the  grassy 
Sweet  camomile  and  alehoof  crept  around ; 
And  oentaory  red  and  jrellow  cinqoefoil  graw. 
And  scarlet  campion,  and  cjremis  blue ; 
And  tufted  thyme,  and  manohun's  purple  bkxHD, 
Apd  ruddy  strawberries  yielding  rich  perfume. 
Gay  files  their  wings  on  each  hk  flow*r  display'd. 
And  labouring  bees  a  lulling  murmur  mads. 
Along  the  brow  a  path  ddightfnl  lay ; 
Slow  by  the  youths  Palemon  chanc'd  to  stray, 
A  bard,  who  often  to  the  rural  throng. 
At  vacant  hours,  rehears*d  the  moral  song ! 
The  song  the  shepherds  craved;  the  sage  reply'd: 
**  As  late  my  steps  fbtsook  the  fountain  side, 
Adown  the  green  lane  by  the  beeehen  grove, 
Their  flocks  young  Pironel  and  Larvon  drove ; 
With  us  perchance  they  11  rest  awhile"— The  swains 
Approach'd  the  shade ;  thehr  sheep  spread  o'er  the 
fluent  the^  view'd  the  venerable  man,        [plarai: 
Whose  voice  melodioos  thus  the  lay  began : 
''What  Alcon  song  where  Evesham's  vales  extend, 
I  sing;  ye  swahks,  your  pleas'd  attention  lend  I 
There  kxig  with  hhn  the  rural  lifo  I  led. 
His  fields  I  coltnr*d,  and  his  flocks  I  fod. 
Where,  by  the  hamlet  road  upon  the  green, 
Stood  pleasant  cots  with  trees  diqpen'd  between. 
Beside  his  door,  as  waving  o'er  his  head 
A  lofty  elm  its  rustling  li&iage  spread. 
Frequent  he  sat;  while  all  the  village  trahn 
Preas'd  round  his  seat,  and  listen'd  to  hb  strain. 
And  once  of  foir  Benevolence  he  sang. 
And  thus  the  ton^ful  numbers  left  his  tongues 
*  Ye  youth  of  Avon's  banks,  of  Bredon's  groves, 
Sweet  scenes,  where  Plenty  reigns,  and  Pleasure 
Woo  to  your  bow'rs  Benevolence  the  fair,  [roves! 
Kind  as  your  soil,  and  gentle  as  your  air. 
She  comes!  her  tranquil  step  and  placid  eye, 
PSeroe  Rage,  fell  Hate,  and  ruthless  Avarice  f^. 
She  comes !   her  heav*nly  smiles,  with  powerful 

charm,  [arm. 

Smoodie  Care's  rough  btow,  and  rest  Toil's  weary 
She  comesi  ye  shepherds,  importune  her  stay ! 
While  your  fhir  ferme  exuberant  wealth  display. 
While  herds  and  flocks  their  annual  increase  yield. 
And  yellow  harvests  load  the  froitfnl  field ; 
Beneath  grim  Wanf  s  inexorable  reign. 
Me  SNknsMi,  oft,  and  feibts  Age  wo^laai ! 


Why  this  unlike  allotment,  save  to  ^ow, 
That  who  possess,  posseis  but  to  bestow'  ?'* 

Palemon  ceas'd.— "  Sweet  is  the  sound  of  galea 
Amid  green  osiers  in  the  winding  vales ; 
Sweet  IS  the  lark's  loud  note  on  sonny  hills. 
What  time  fair  Mom  the  sky  with  fragrance  fills  ; 
Sweet  b  the  nightingale^s  love-soothing  strain. 
Heard  by  still  waters  on  the  moonlight  plain ! 
But'not  the  gales  that  through  green  osiers  play. 
Nor  lark's  nor  nightingale's  melodious  lay. 
Please  like  smooth  numbers  by  the  Muse  mspii^d  !-*— 
Larvon  reply'd,  and  homeward  all  retir'd. 


ECLOGUE  m. 

AHMTW  ;  Om,  THB  DISGOHTBIITKD. 

scmi,  A  VAixiT : 


Somm  o'er  Heav'n  diffus'd  serenest  Une, 
And  painted  Earth  with  many  a  pleasing  hue; 
When  Armyn  mns'd  the  vacant  hour  away, 
Where  willows  <fer  him  wav'd  their  pendent  spny* 
Cool  was  the  shade,  and  cool  the  passing  gale. 
And  sweet  the  prospect  of  th'  acyaoent  vale : 
The  fertile  soil,  profuse  of  plants^  bestow'd 
The  crowlbof  s  i^d,  the  trefoil's  purple  show'd. 
And  spiky  mint  rich  fragrance  breathing  round. 
And  meadsweet  tall  with  tufis  of  ikywrets  crowa'd; 
And  comfVy  white,  and  hoery  silver-weed. 
The  bending  osier,  and  the  lustling  reed. 
Then^  where  clear  streams  about  green  island* 

spread, 
Pahr  flecks  and  herds,  the  wealth  of  Armyn,  fed; 
There,  on  the  hill's  soft  slope,  deTightfbl  view ! 
Fair  fields  of  com,  the  wealth  of  Armyn,  grew ; 
His  sturdy  hinds,  a  slow  laborious  band. 
Swept  their  bright  scythes  along  the  level  land : 
Blithe  youths  and  maidens  nimbly  near  them  pass'd. 
And  the  thick  swarth  in  careless  wind-rows  cast. 
Pull  on  the  landscape  shone  the  westering  Sua, 
When  thus  the  swain's  soliloquy  begun : 

«  Haste  down,  O  Sun!  and  close  the  tedious  day: 
Time,  to  the  unhappy,  slowly  moves  away. 
Not  so  to  me,  in  Roden's  sylvan  bowers, 
Pass*d  youth's  short  blissful  reign  of  cardem  hours; 
When  to  my  view  the  fancy'd  future  lay, 
A  region  ever  tranquil,  ever  gay. 
O  then,  what  ardours  did  my  breast  inflame ! 
What  thoughts  were  mine,  of  friendship,  love^  and 

fame! 
How  tasteless  life,  now  aD  its  joys  are  try'd, 
"And  warm  pursuits  in  dull  repose  subside  !'* 
He  paus*d :  his  closing  words  Albino  heard. 
As  down  the  stream  his  little  boat  he  steer'd  ; 
His  hand  releas'd  the  sajl,  and  dropt  the  oar. 
And  moor'd  the  light  skiff  on  the  sedgy  shoie. 
'*  Cease,  gentle  swain,"  he  said ;  "  no  more,  in  tain. 
Thus  make  past  pleasure  cause  of  present  pain ! 
Cease,  gentle  swam,"  he  said ;  '*  from  thee,  aloocu 
Are  youth's  bless'd  hours  and  fency'd  prospects  flownr 
Ah,  no  t    remembrance  to  my  view  restores 
Dear  native  fields,  which  now  my  soul  deplorss  ; 
Rich  hills  and  vales,  and  pleasant  village  scenes 
Of  oaks  whose  wide  arms  stretch'do*er  daisied  greets 
And  windmill's  sails  slow-circling  in  the  breese. 
And  cottage  walls  enfelapM  half  with  4 
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Sweet  scenes,  where  beauty  met  the  ravish'd  sight. 
And  mitaic  often  gave  the  ear  delight ; 
Where  Delia^s  smite,  and  Mira^s  tuneful  song, 
And  Damon*s  converse,  cbarm'd  the  youthful  throng! 
How  cbaagM,  alas,  how  changed ! — O^er  all  our 

pla'ns, 
Proad  Nerval,  now,  in  lonely  grandeur  reigns; 
His  wide-spread  park  a  waste  of  verdure  lies. 
And  his  vast  villa's  glittering  roofs  arise. 
For  me,  hard  fate ! — But  say,  shall  I  complain  ? 
These  limbs  yet  active  life's  support  obtain. 
Let  us,  or  good  or  evil  as  we  share, 
That  thankful  pnze,  and  this  with  patience  bear." 
^e  soft  reproach  touch'd  Armyn's  gentle  breast; 
His  alterM  brow  a  placid  smile  expressed. 
*'  Calm  as  clear  evenings  after  vernal  rains, 
When  all  the  air  a  rich  perftime  retains. 
My  mind,''  said  he,  '*  its  murmurs  driv'n  away. 
Feels  truth*s  full  force,  and  bows  to  reason's  sway !" 
He  ceasM :  the  Sun,  with  horizontal  beams. 
Gilt  the  green  mountains,  and  the  glittering  streams. 
Slow  down  the  tide  before  the  sinking  breeze 
Albino's  white  sail  gleam'd  among  the  trees ; 
Slow  down  the  tide  his  winding  course  he  bore 
To  watry  Talgar*s  aspin-shaded  shore. 
Slow  cross  the  valley,  to  the  south«rn  hill, 
The  steps  of  Armyn  sought  the  distant  vill. 
Where  through  tall  elms  the  moss-grown  turret  rote; 
And  his  fair  mansion  offer'd  sweet  repose. 


ECLOGUE  IV. 

LTCORON;  OR,  THR  UNHAPPY. 

SCBNl,  A  VALLIT  : 
SEASON — ACmJMN;    Tim — ^EVINIHG. 

The  matron,  Autumn,  held  her  sober  reign 
0*er  fading  foliage  on  the  russet  plain : 
Mild  Evening  came ;  the  Moon  began  to  rise. 
And  spread  pale  lustre  o*er  unclouded,  skies. 
'T  was  silence  all — save,  where  aloug  the  road 
The  slow  wane  grating  bore  its  cumb'rous  load ; 
Save,  where  broad  rivers  rollM  their  waves  away, 
And  screaming  herons  sought  their  watry  prey — 
When  hapless  Damon,  in  Algomo's  vale, 
PourM  his  soft  sorrows  on  the  passing  gale. 

"  That  grace  of  shape,  that  elegance  of  air. 
That  blooming  face  so  exquisitely  fair; 
That  eye  of  brightness,  bright  as  morning's  ray, 
Hiat  smile  of  softness,  soft  as  closing  day, 
Which  bound  my  soul  to  thee ;  all,  all  are  fled— - 
All  lost  in  dreary  mansions  of  the  dead ! 
Ev'n  him,  whom  distance  fh>m  his  love  divides, 
ToiPd  on  scorch'd  sands,  or  tost  on  rolling  tides, 
Kind  hope  stilt  cheers,  still  paints,  to  sooth  his  pain. 
The  happy  moment  when  they  meet  again. 
Far  worse  my  lot !  of  hope  bereft,  I  mourn  !^ 
The  parted  spirit  never  can  return !" 

Thus  Damon  spoke,  as  in  the  cypress  gloom 


When  the  blithe  rilkfe,  on  the  vernal  green. 
Sees  its  fSaur  daughters  in  the  dance  convene; 
And  youth's  light  step  in  search  of  pleasure  strays^ 
And  his  fond  eyes  on  beauty  fix  their  gaze ; 
Shouldst  thou  then,  lingering  midst  the  lovely  train. 
Wish  some  young  charmer's  easy  heart  to  gain, 
Mark  well,  that  rea.son  love*s  pursuit  approve. 
Ere  thy  soft  arts  her  tender  passions  move  : 
else,  though  thy  thoughts  in  summer  regions  range. 
Calm  sunny  climes  that  seem  to  fear  no  change  , 
Rude  winter's  rage  will  soon  the  scene  deform. 
Dark  with  thick  cloud,  and  rough  with  battering 

storm  1 
When  parents  interdict,  and  friends  dissuade. 
The  prudent  censure,  and  the  proud  upbraid  ; 
Think  !  all  their  efforts  then  sbalt  thou  disdain^ 
Thy  faith,  tliy  constancy,  unmov*d,  maintain  ? 
To  Isca's  fields,  me  once  ill-fiortane  led ; 
In  Isca's  fields,  her  flocks  2^1inda  fed : 
Thero  oft,  when  Ev'ning,  on  the  silent  plain, 
ConunencM  with  sweet  serenity  her  reign. 
Along  green  groves,  or  down  the  winding  dales* 
The  fair-one  listen'd  to  my  tender  tales; 
Then  when  her  mind,  or  doubt,  or  fear,  distreas'd. 
And  doubt,  or  fear,  her  anxious  eyes  expresi^^ 
*  O  no  I'  said  I,  *  let  oicen  quit  the  mead. 
With  climbing  goats  on  craggy  cliffii  to  feed; 
Before  the  hare  the  boond  affrighted  fly. 
And  larks  pursue  the  falcon  through  the  sky  ; 
Streams  cease  to  flow,  and  winds  to  stir  the  lake^ 
If  I,  unfaithful,  ever  thee  forsake!—' 
What  my  tongue  utter'd  then,  my  heart  beUev'd : 
O  wretched  heart,  self-flatter*d  and  deceiv*d ! 
Fell  Slander's  arts  the  virgin's  fame  accus'd ; 
And  whom  my  love  had  chose,  my  pride  refUs'd. 
For  me,  that  cheek  did  tears  of  grief  distain } 
To  me,  that  voice  in  anguish  plead  in  vain  ? 
What  fiend  relentlev  then  my  soul  possess'd  ? 
Oblivion  hide !  for  ever  bide  the  rest ! 
Too  well  her  innocence  and  truth  were  prov'd; 
Too  late  my  pity  and  my  justice  movM  l"* 

He  ceas'd,  with  groans  that  more  than  words 
And  smote  in  agony  his  aged  breast     [express'd  ; 
His  friend  rcply'd  not ;  but,  with  soothing  strains 
Of  solemn  music,  sought  to  ease  hs  pains: 
Soft  flow'd  the  notes,  as  gales  that  waft  perfume 
Prom  cowslip  meads,  or  linden  boughs  in  bloom* 
Peace  o'er  their  minds  a  calm  composure  cast; 
And  slowly  down  the  shadowy  vale  in  pensive  mood 
they  pass'd.  « 
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Stbkn  Wmter  hence  with  all  his  train  removes, 
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O  Fancy,  paint  not  cominf  6aj9  too  fmir ! 

Oft  for  the  prospects  sprig!  >t1y  May  should  yield, 
Rain-pouring  clouds  have  darkeo'd  all  the  air. 

Or  SDOiTB  ontiinely  whlten*d  o'er  the  field : 

But  should  kind  Spring  her  wonted  bounty  sbow'r, 
The  aihile  of  beauty,  and  the  Toice  of  song ) 

If  ^oofny  thought  the  human  mind  o'erpowery 
£v'n  vernal  hours  glide  unei^joy'd  along. 

I  shun  the  scenes  where  madd*ntng  passion  raTes, 
Where  Pride  and  Folly  high  dominion  hold. 

And  unrelenting  Avarice  drives  her  slaves 
0*er  prostrate  Virtue  in  pursuit  of  gold. 

The  grassy  lane,  the  wood-sunounded  field,  [gay, 
The  rude  stone  fence  with  fragrant  wall-flow'rs 

The  clay-built  cot,  to  me  more  pleasure  yield 
Than  all  the  pomp  imperial  domes  4>splay ; 

And  yet  even  here,  amid  these  secret  sbadei» 
These  simple  scenes  of  unreprov'd  delight. 

Affliction's  iron  hand  my  breast  invades, 
And  Death's  dread  dart  is  ever  in  my  sight. 

While  genial  suns  to  genial  8bow*rs  succeed 

(The  air  all  mildness,  and  the  earth  all  bloom;) 

While  herds  and  flocks  range  sportive  o'er  the  mead, 
Crop  the  sweet  herb,  and  snuff  the  rich  perfume; 

O  why  alone  to  hapless  man  deny'd 
To  taste  the  bliss  infesior  behigs  boast  ? 

O  why  this  fate»  that  fear  and  pain  divide 

His  few  short  bouss  on  Earth's  delightful  coast? 
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Ah,  cease-^«o  mors  of  Providence  complain  1 
*T  is  seme  of  guilt  that  wakes  the  mind  to  woe. 

Gives  fbrce  to  fear,  adds  energy  to  pain, 
And  palls  each  joy  by  Heav*n^  indulged  below : 

Why  else  the  smiling  infant-train  so  bless'd, 

Ere  ill  propension  ripens  into  sin. 
Ere  wild  desire  inflames  the  youthful  breast. 

And  dear  bought  knowledge  ends  the  peace  within? 

Ai  to  the  bleating  tenants  of  the  field. 
As  to  the  sportive  warblers  on  the  trees. 

To  tbem  their  joys  sincere  the  seasons  yield. 
And  all  their  days  and  all  their  prospects  please; 

Such  mine, when  fir8t,from  London'^  crowded  streets, 
Rov'd  myyoungsteps  toSurry's  wood-crown'd  hills. 

O'er  new-blown  meads  that  breath'd  a  thousand 
By  shady  coverts  and  by  crystal  rills,     [sweets, 

O  happy  hours,  beyond  recovery  fled  I 
What  share  I  now  that  can  your  loss  repay. 

While  o'er  my  mind  these  glooms  of  thought  are 
spread, 
And  veil  the  light  of  life's  meridian  ray  ? 

lb  there  no  power  this  darkness  to  remove  ? 

The  long-lost  joys  of  Eden  to  restore  ? 
Or  raise  our  views  to  happier  seats  above. 

Where  fear,  and  pain,  and  death  shall  be  no  more? 

Yai,  those  there  are  who  know  a  Savionr's  love 
The  loog^lest  jo3rs  of  Eden  to  restore, 

iad  raise  their  viewg  to  happier  seats  above, 
Whera  fear  and  pain,  and  death,  shall  be  no  more : 


These  grflteful  share  ttfe  gifb  of  Nature's  hand ; 

And  in  the  varied  scenes  that  round  them  shine 
(Minute  and  beautiful,  or  rude  and  grand) 

Admire  th'  amazing  workmanship  divine. 

Blows  not  a  flofw'ret  in  th'  enamel'd  vale, 
Shines  not  a  pebble  where  the  riv'let  strays. 

Sports  not  an  insect  on  the  spicy  gale. 
But  claims  their  wonder,  and  excites  their  praise. 

For  them  evVi  vernal  Nature  looks  more  gay. 
For  them  more  lively  hues  the  fields  adorn; 

To  them  mora  fair  the  fairest  smile  of  day, 
lb  them  more  sweet  the  sweetest  breath  of  mam. 

They  feel  the  bliss  that  hope  and  faith  supply ; 

They  pass  serene  th'  appointed  hours  that  bring 
The  day  that  wafts  them  to- the  realms  on  highi^ 

Tha  day  that  centres  in  Eternal  Spring. 
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Thrsb  hours  from  noon  the  passing  shadow  shows^ 
The  sultry  breeze  glides  &intly  o'er  the  plains,. 

The  dazzling  ether  fierce  and  fiercer  glows^ 
And  human  nature  scarce  its  rage  sustains. 

Now  still  and  vacant  is  the  dusty  street. 
And  still  and  vacant  all  yon  fields  extend. 

Save  where  those  swains,  oppressed  with  toil  and  beat» 
The  grassy  harvest  of  the  mead  attend. 

Lost  is  the  lively  aspect  of  the  ground. 
Low  are  the  springs,  the  reedy  ditehes  dry ; 

No  verdant  spot  in  all  the  vale  is  found. 
Save  what  yon  stream^s  unfailing  stores  supply. 

Where  are  the  flow'rs,  the  garden's  rich  array  h 
Where  is  their  beauty,  where  their  firagrance  fled^ 

Their  stems  relax,  fast  fall  their  leaves  away,. 
They  fade  and  mingle  with  their  dusty  bed: 

All  but  the  natives  of  the  torrid  zone. 

What  Afric's  wilds,  or  Peru's  fields  display, 

Pleas'd  with  a  clime  that  imitates  their  own. 
They  lovelier  bloom  beneath  tbe-parehing  ray. 

Where  is  wild  Nature's  heart^reviving  song,   . 

That  fill'd  in  genial  spring  the  verdant  bow'rs.? 
Silent  in  gloomy  woods  the  feather'd  throng 

Pine  through  thislong,  long  course  of  sultry  boors^ 

Where  is  the  dream  of  bliss  by  summer  brought  ? 

The  walk  along  the  riv'let-water'd  vale  ? 
The  field  with  veiiure  clad,  with  fragrance  fraught  ^ 

The  Sun  mild-beaming,  and  the  fiuming  gale  ? 

The  weary  soul  Imagination  cheers. 

Her  pleasing  colours  paint  the  future  gay : 

Time  passes  on,  the  truth  itself  appeara, 
The  pleasing  colours  instant  fade  away. 

In  diff'rent  seasons  diff'reot  joys  we  place. 

And  these  will  spring  supply,  and  summer  these  ^ 
Yet  frequent  storms  the  bloom  of  n>ring  deface. 
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O  for  some  secret  shady  oool  reoei^ 

Some  Gothic  dome  o'erhung  with  darksome  trees, 
Where  thitk  damp  walb  this  raging:  heat  rfpresi, 

Where  the  k»g  aisle  invites  the  lax  j*  breeie  I 

Bnt  why  these  plaints?-^reflect,  nor ranrmnr  more— 
Far  worse  their  fate  in  many  a  foreign  land, 

The  Indian  tribes  on  Darien^s  swampy  shore, 
The  Arabs  wand'ring  over  Mecca's  saad. 

Far  worse,  alas !  the  fseling  mind  snstahis, 
Rack*d  whh  the  poignant  pangs  of  foar  or  shame; 

The  hopeless  lover  bound  in  Beaoty's  cbahv. 
The  bard  whom  Envy  robs  of  hard  earnM  flune? 

He,  who  a  father  or  a  mother  montv. 
Or  lovely  consort  tost  in  early  bloom ; 

He,  whom  fell  Febris,  rapid  fViry!  bums. 
Or  Phthisis  slow  leads  lingering  to  the  tomh— 

Left  man  should  sink  beneath  the  present  ^n; 

Lest  man  should  triumph  in  the  present  joy  ; 
Fbr  him  th*  unvarying  laws  of  Heav'n  ordam, 

Hope  in  his  ills,  and  to  his  bliss  alloy. 

Fierce  and  oppressive  is  the  heat  we  bear. 

Yet  not  unnseAil  to  our  humid  soil ; 
Thence  shall  our  fruits  a  ikher  flavour  sbare^ 

Tlieooe  shall  onr  plains  with  riper  harvests  tmtVu 

Reflect,  nor  murmur  more-^for,  good  in  all. 
Heaven  gives  the  due  degrees  c?  drought  or  r^; 

Perhaps  ere  mom  refreshing  rtiow'rs  may  fall, 
Mbr  soon  yon  Sun  rise  blazing  fierce  again : 

Ev^  now  behold  the  grateful  change  at  hand  1 
Hark,  in  the  east  loud  blosf  ring  gales  arise ; 

Wide  and  more  wide  the  darkening  clouds  expand. 
And  distant  lightnings  flash  along  the  skies  \ 

O,  in  the  awful  concert  of  the  storm. 

While  hail,  and  rain,  and  wind,  and  thunder  join ; 
May  deep-folt  gratitude  my  soul  inforai. 

May  joyftil  songs  of  rev'rent  praise  be  mine ! 
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FoiWBtL  the  pleasant  violet-soented  shade. 
The  primros'd  hill,  and  daisy-mantled  mead ; 

The  furrow'd  land,  with  springing  com  array'd ; 
The  sunny  wall,  with  bloomy  branches  qpiead : 

Farewell  the  bowV  with  blnshmg  roses  gay ; 


The  smile  of  Morning  g!eam  ^loog  the  hiHs^ 
And  wakefM  Labour  calls  her  sons  abroad ; 

They  leave  with  cheeiftil  look  theh*  towty  vilK 
And  bid  Uie  fields  resign  their  ripen*d  kind. 

In  various  tadcs  engage  tfae  mstie  bands. 
And  here  the  scythe,  and  there  the  sickle  wield ; 

Or  rear  the  new-bound  sheaves  along  the  lands. 
Or  range  in  heaps  the  swartba  upon  the  field. 

Some  build  the  shocks,  tome  toad  the  spacious  wains^ 
Some  lead  to  sheltering  bams  the  fragrant  com  ; 

Some  form  tall  ricks,  that  tow'ring  o'er  the  plains 
For  many  a  mile^  the  homestead  yards  adorn.— 

The  rattling  car  with  verdant  branches  cmwn*d. 
The  joyful  swains  that  raise  the  clam'rons  soag^ 

Th*  enclosure  gates  thrown  open  all  around. 
The  stubbie  peopled  by  the  gleaning  thnrng, 

Soon  mark  glad  harvest  o*er~Ye  raral  lords. 
Whose  wide  domains  o*er  Albion's  isle  extend ; 

lliink  whose  kind  hand  your  annuai  wealth  "aflbrai^ 
And  bid  to  Heaven  yonr  gratdVil  praise  asoendl 

For  thobgh  no  gifl  spontaneons  of  the  ground 
Rote  these  fan*  crops  that  made  yonr  valti^  smiley 

Though  the  blithe  youth  of  eVry  hamid  round 
Punu*d  for  these  throngh  many  a  day  tbekr  lofl ; 

Yet  what  avail  yonr  labours  or  your  cares  ? 

Can  all  your  labours,  all  jronr  cares,  Mpply 
Bright  suns,  or  soft'm'ng  diow'rs,  or  tqpid  aha. 

Or  one  indulgent  influtnce  of  the  sky  ^ 

For  Providence  decrees,  that  we  obtain 
With  toil  each  blessing  desUn'd  to  our  nse  ; 

But  means  to  teach  us,  that  our  toil  is  vain 
If  he  the  bounty  of  his  hand  refuse. 

Yet,  Albion,  blame  not  what  thy  crime  demands^ 
While  this  sad  troth  the  Mushhig  Muse  betraya— 

More  fkequent  echoes  o*er  thy  harvest  lands. 
The  voice  of  riot  than  the  voice  of  praise. 

Proliflc  though  thy  fields,  and  mild  thy  clime. 
Realms  fom*d  for  fields  as  ridi,  for  climes  as  foir, 

Have  fall'n  the  |irey  of  famine,  war,  and  tim^ 
And  now  no  semUaDce  of  their  glory  bear. 

Ask  Palestine,  prood  Asia's  eariy  boast,  [oil ; 

Where  now  the  groves  that  pouHd  her  wine  and 
Where  the  foirtownsthatcrown'd  her  wealthy  coast; 

Whem  the  glad  swains  that  tiU^  her  fertile  soil: 

Ask,  and  behold,  and  moum  her  hapless  fell  I 
Where  roee  fkir  towns»  where  tail*d  the  jocund 
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Where  Fkieedom's  pimiM  akaip  the  vali  lilt  ]ieupd» 
And  town  to  town  tetara'd  the  €ftT*rite  aoiuid ; 

Where  patriot  War  her  awful  lUndard  rearVI, 
And  bravM  the  millions  Persia  pour*d  anNind  ? 

There  Freedom's  praise  no  more  the  valley  cheers. 
There  patriot  War  no  moce  her  banner  waves ; 

Nor  bard,  nor  sage,  nor  martial  chief  appears, 
But  stem  bsrbaiians  rule  a  land  of  slaves. 

Of  mighty  realms  are  such  the  poor  remains  ? 

Of  m'ghty  realms  that  fell,  when  mad  with  pbwY, 
They  calPd  for  Vice  to  rerel  on  their  plains ; 

The  moMter  doom'd  tbeir  oflbpdng  to  devour ! 

O  Albion !  wouldst  thou  shun  tbeir  moumfnl  fitte. 
To  shun  their  follies  and  their  crimes  be  thine;. 

And  woo  to  linger  in  thy  foir  retreat, 
The  radiant  virtaes,  ptogeny  divine ! 

Fhtr  Troth,  with  dauatleai  eye  and  aspect  bland ; 

Sweet  Peace,  whose  brow  no  angry  frown  deforms; 
Soft  Charity,  with  over-open  hand ; 

And  Courage,  calm  amid  surrounding  storms. 

O  lovely  train !  O  haste  to  grace  our  isle ! 

80  may  the  pow*r  who  ev*ry  bless'mg  yields^ 
Bid  on  her  dime  serenest  seasons  smile, 

And  crown  wkh  annual  wealth  her  lur-fom*d  fleldSi 


ELECT  IV. 
wmmm  jn  na  aptioacb  of  wnrmu 

Tat  Sun  far  southward  bends  his  annual  way. 
The  bleak  north -ea^  wind  lays  the  forests  bare. 

The  fruit  ungather'd  quits  the  naked  spray, 
And  dreary  Wmter  reigns  o'er  earth  and  air. 

Ko  mark  of  vegetable  life  is  seen, 
No  bird  to  bird  repeats  his  tuneful  call ; 

Save  the  dark  leaves  of  some  rode  evergreen, 
Save  the  kme  red-breast  on  the  moss-grown  wall. 

Where  are  the  sprightly  prospects  Spring  supply'd. 
The  may-flower'd  hedges  scenting  ev'ry  breese ; 

The  white  flocks  scattering  o'er  the  mountain's  side, 
The  woodlarks  waibiing  00  the  blooming  trees  ? 

Where  is  gay  Summer's  sportive  insect  train, 
That  m  green  fields  on  painted  pinions  play'd  ? 

The  herd  at  mom  wide-pasturing  o'er  the  plain. 
Or  thronged  at  noon-tide  in  the  willow  shade  ? 

Where  is  brown  Antomn*s  ev'ning  mild  and  still. 
What  time  the  ripened  com  fresh  fragrance  yields. 

What  time  the  village  peoples  all  the  hill, 
And  loud  shouts  echo  o'er  the  harvest  fields? 


Let  Troth  these  fhirer  happier  lands  turvey— 
There  frowning  months  descend  in  wat*ry  storms; 

Or  Nature  feints  amid  the  blaze  of  day. 
And  one  brown  hue  the  sun-burat  plahn  deformsr 

There  oft,  as  toiling  in  the  sultry  fields. 
Or  homewaM  passing  on  the  shadeless  way. 

His  joyless  life  the  weary  lab'rer  yields. 
And  instant  dropsjieneath  the  deathful  my. 

Who  dreams  of  Nature,  free  firom  Nature*8  strife) 
Who  dreams  of  constant  happiness  below  ? 

The  bope-flush'd  ent'rer  on  the  stage  of  life ; 
The  youth  to  knowledge  unchastis'd  by  woe. 

For  me,  long  toil'd  on  many  a  weary  road, 
Led  by  felse  hope  in  search  of  many  a  joyi 

I  find  in  Earth's  bleak  clime  no  bless'd  ahode^ 
No  place,  no  season,  sacred  from  annoy: 

For  me,  while  Winter  rages  round  the  plains. 
With  his  dark  dasrs  1  human  life  compare;  [raini^ 

Not  those  more  fraught  with  clouds,  and  winds,  and 
Than  this  with  pining  pain  and  anxious  cara. 

O !  whence  this  wondrous  turn  of  mind  our  fete^ 
Whatever  the  season  or  the  place  possessed. 

We  «>ver  murmur  at  our^present  state ; 
And  yet  the  thought  of  parting  breaks  our  rest } 

Why  else,  when  heard  in  Ev^ing's  sdenm  gloom, 
I>oes  the  sad  knell,  that  soundii^  o*er  the  plain 

Tolls  some  poor  lifeless  body  to  the  tomb, 
Thus  thrill  my  breast  with  melancholy  paia  ) 

The  voice  of  Reason  thunders  in  my  ear: 
'<  Thus  thou,  ere  long,  mast  join  thy  kindred  day; 

No  noore 'those  nostrib  breathe  the  vital  air. 
No  more  those  eyelids  open  on  the  day  !"— 

O  Winter,  o'er  me  hold  thy  dreary  reign  1 
Spread  wi^  thy  skies  in  darkest  horrours  dress'd ! 

Of  their  dread  nge  no  longer  I  Ml  eomplain. 
Nor  ask  an  Eden  for  a  transient  guest. 

Enough  has  Heav*n  rodulg*d  of  joy  below. 
To  tenipt  oar  tarriance  in  this  lov'd  wtraat; 

Enough  has  Heav*n  ordain'd  of  useful  woe^. 
To  make  us  languish  for  a  happier  seat. 

There  is,  who  deems  all  dimes,  all  seasons  feir; 

There  is,  who  knows  no  restless  passien's  startfe; 
Contentment,  smiling  at  each  idle  care; 

Contentment,  thankful  for  the^gift  of  life ! 

She  finds  in  Winter  numy  a  view  to  please ;  [gny. 
The  nKNving  landscape  fringed  with  frost^^wortL 

The  Sun  at  noon  seen  through  the  leafless  tr 
The  clear  calm  ether  at  the  cfoae  of  day : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


46ft 


scorrs  poems. 


ELEGY. 


WmTRN  AT  AM  WILL,  IN  HKtTrOUmiltB,  1768. 

O  PtrenD  1  thoagh  silent  thus  thy  txngue  remains, 

I  read  inquiry  in  thy  anxious  eye, 
Why  my  pale  cheek  the  frequent  tear  distains. 

Why  from  my  bosom  bursts  the  frequent  sigh. 

long  frtMn  these  scenes  detain*d  in  distant  (kMs, 
My  moumfiil  'ale  perchance  escaped  thy  ear: 

Frefth  srief  to  me  the  repetition  yields ; 
Thy  kind  attention  gives  thee  right  to  ^ear  ! 

Foe  to  the  worM^s  pursuit  of  wealth  and  fam^ 
Thy  Tberon  early  from  the  world  retired, 

Left  to  the  busy  throag  each  boasted  aim, 
Nor  aught,  save  peace  in  solitude,  desir'd. 

A  few  choice  volumes  thete  eonld  eft  engage, 
A  few  choice  friends  there  oft  amus*d  the  day ; 

There  his  lov*d  parents*  slow-declining  age, 
life's  calm  unvary*d  ev'uing,  wore  away. 


Foe  to  the  fritile  manners  of  the  proud, 
He  chose  an  humble  vhrgin  (or  his  own ; 

A  form  with  Natare^s  friirest  gifts  endow'd. 
And  pure  ai  vernal  blossoms  newly  blown : 

Her  hand  she  gave,  and  with  it  gave  a  heart 
By  love  engaged,  with  gratitude  impresl'd, 

Fre-^  without  folly,  pradent  without  art. 
With  wit  aocomplish'd,  and  with  virtue  bless'd. 

Swift  pass'd  the  boors;  sAas,  to  pass  no  more ! 

Flown  like  the  light  clouds  of  a  summer's  day  ! 
One  beauteous  pledge  the  beauteous  consort  bore ; 

The  fatal  gift  forbad  the  giver's  stay. 

Ere  twice  the  Sun  perform'd  his  annual  round, 
In  one  sad  spot  where  kindred  ashes  lie. 

O'er  wife,  and  child,  and  parents,  clos'd  the  groimd ; 
The  final  home  of  man,  ordaln'd  to  die ! 

O  cease  at  length,  obstrusive  Mem'ry  1  ctase. 
Nor  in  my  Tiew  the  wretched  hours  retain. 

That  saw  disease  on  her  dear  life  increase. 
And  med'cine's  lenient  arts  essay*d  in  vain. 

O  the  dread  scene !  (in  misery  how  sublime!) 
Of  love's  vain  pray'rs  to  stay  her  fleeting  breath ! 

Suspense  that  restless  watch 'd  the  flight  of  time, 
And  helpless  dumb  deajtair  awaiting  death ! 

O  the  dread  scene!  Tis  agony  to  tell. 
How  o'er  the  couch  of  pain  declin'd  my  bead, 

And  took  firom  dying  lips  the  long  fkrewell» 
The  kst,  last  parting,  ere  her  spirit  fled. 


In  silence  clot'd— My  thoaghli  rofVd  frantic  itmod. 
No  hope,  no  wish,  beneath  the  Snn  remain*d  ; 

Earth,  air,  and  skies,  one  dismal  waste  1  fbond. 
One  pale,  dread,  dreary  blanky   wHb  hontmr 
stain'd. 

O  lovely  flow'r,  too  fair  for  this  rode  dhne  ! 

O  lovely  mom,  too  prodigal  of  light ! 
O  transient  beauties,  blasted  in  their  prime ! 

O  transient  glories,  sunk  in  sodden  night ! 

Sweet  excellence,  by  all  who  knew  thee  monra'd ! 

Where  is  that  fbnn,  that  mind,  my  soul  admhr'd  ; 
That  form,  with  ev'ry  pleasing  charm  adora'd; 

That  mind,  with  ev'ry  gentle  thought  inqiir'd  ? 

The  face  with  rapture  view'd,  I  view  no  more  ; 

The  voice  with  rapture  heard,  no  more  I  hear: 
Yet  the  lov'd  features  Mem'ry  %  eyes  explore; 

Ye^  the  lov'd  accents  fall  on  Mem'r3r's  ear. 

Ah,  sad,  sad  change !  (sad  scarce  of  daily  pnin !) 

That  sense  of  loss  ineffitble  renews ; 
While  my  rack'd  bosom  heaves  the  sigh  in  vmni,       ^ 

While  my  pale  cheek  the  tear  in  vain  bedews. 


Still  o'er  the  grave  that  holds  the  dear  i 
The  mould'ring  veil  her  spirit  left  below, 

Fond  Fancy  dwells,  and  pours  funereal  strain^ 
The  soul-dissolving  melody  of  woe. 

Nor  mine  alone  to  bear  this  painfal  doom. 
Nor  she  alone  the  tear  of  song -obtains; 

The  Mufte  of  Blagdon ',  o'er  Constantia's  tomb, 
In  all  the  eloquence  of  grief  complains. 

My  friend's  fair  hope,  like  mine,  so  latdy  gain'd ; 

His  heart,  like  mine,  in  its  true  partner  bless*d| 
Both  from  one  cause  the  same  distress  sostain*d. 

The  same  sad  hours  beheld  us  both  distresa*d« 

O  human  life !  how  mutable,  how  vain ! 

How  thy  wide  sorrows  circumscribe  thy  joy— 
A  sunny  island  in  a  stormy  main, 

A  spot  of  azure  in  a  cloudy  sky ! 

All-gracious  Heav'n !  since  man,  infistnate  man. 
Rests  in  thy  works,  too  negligent  of  thee. 

Lays  for  himself  on  Earth  his  little  plan, 
Dreads  not,  or  distant  views  morUlity  ; 

T  is  but  to  wake  to  nobler  thought  the  sool. 
To  rouse  us  ling'ring  on  Perth's  flow'ry  plain. 

To  virtue's  path  our  wand'rings  to  control. 
Affliction  frowning  comes,  thy  minister  of  pam ! 


AM  WELL  7 
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Of  Nktore's  fbrmt  produce.    This  fond  denre 
Prompts  me  to  sing  the  lonely  sylvan  scenes 
Of  Amwel) ;  whicbj^so  oft  in  early  youth. 
While  novelty  enhanc'd  their  native  charms. 
Gave  rapture  to  my  soul ;  and  often,  still, 
Od  life*s  calm  moments  shed  sereoer  joy. 

Descriptive  Muse !  whose  hand  along  the  stream 
Of  ancient  Thames,  through  Richmond's   shady 

groves, 
Add  Sheen*])  fair  vallies,  once  thy  Thomson  led  ■ ; 
And  once  o'er  green  Carmarthen's  woody  dales, 
And  sunny  landscapes  of  Campania's  plain, 
Thy  other  favoured  bard  *;  thou,  who  so  late, 
In  bowers  by  Clent*s  wild  peaks  i,  to  Shenstone's  ear 
Didst  bring  sweet  strains  of  rural  melody, 
(Alas,  no  longer  heard  !) — vouchsafe  thine  aid: 
From  all  our  rich  varieties  of  view. 
What  best  may  please,  assist  me  to  select. 
With  art  dispose,  with  energy  describe. 
And  its  full  image  on  the  mind  impress. 

And  ye,  who  e'er  in  these  delightful  fields 
Consumed  wrth  me  the  social  hour,  while  I 
Your  walk  conducted  o'er  their  loveliest  spots, 
And  on  their  fairest  objects  fixM  jrour  sight ; 
Accept  this  verse,  which  may  to  memory  call 
That  social  hour,  and  sweetly  vary*d  walk ! 

And  thou,  by  stnmg  connubial  union  mine ; 
Mine,  by  the  stronger  union  of  the  heart ; 
In  whom  the  loss  of  parents  and  of  frends. 
And  her,  the  first  fair  partner  of  my  joys, 
All  recompensed  I  find  $  whose  presence  cheers 
The  soft  domestic  scene ;  .Maria,  come ! 
The  country  calls  us  forth ;  blithe  Summer's  hand 
Sheds  sweetest  flowers,  and  Morning's  brightestsmile 
Illumines  earth  and  air ;  Maria,  come ! 
By  winding  pathways  through  the  waving  com. 
We  reach  the  airy  point  that  prospect  yields, 
Kot  vast  and  awful,  but  confin'd  and  fair; 
Kut  the  black  mountain  and  the  foamy  main ; 
Not  the  throng'd  city  and  the  busy  port; 
But  pleasant  interchange  of  soft  ascent. 
And  level  plain,  and  growth  of  shady  woods, 
And  twining  course  of  rivers  clear,  and  sight 
Of  rural  towns  and  rural  cots,  whose  roofii 
Rise  scattering  round,  and  animate  the  whole. 

Far  tow'rds  the  west  close  under  sheltering  hills. 
In  verdant  meads,  by  Lee's  cerulean  stream, 
Hertford's  grey  towers  4  ascend ;  the  rude  remains 
Of  high  antiquity,  from  waste  escap'd 
Of  envious  time,  and  violence  of  war. 
For  war  there  oncf ,  so  tolls  th*  historic  page. 
Led  Desolation's  steps :  the  hardy  Dane, 
By  avarice  lor'd,  o'er  ocean's  stormy  wave. 
To  ravage  Albion^s  plains,  his  fav'rito  seat. 
There  flx'd  awhile;  and  there  his  castles  rear'd 


■  Thomson,  author  of  the  Seasons,  resided  part 
of  hb  life  near  Richmond. 

>  Dyer,  author  of  Grongar  Hill ;  The  Ruins  of 
*  Rome;  and  that  excellent  neglected  poan.  The 
Fleece. 

'  The  Clent-hills  a^ioin  to  Hagley-park,  and  are 
not  for  disUnt  from  the  Leasowes. 

4  In  the  beginnmg  of  the  heptarchy,  the  town 
of  Hertford  was  accounted  one.  of  the  principal 
cities  of  the  East  Saxons,  where  the  kings  of  that 
provhM!e  often  kept  their  courts,  and  a  parliamen- 
tary council,  or  national  synod,  was  held,  Sept.  24, 
679.    Channcy's  Hertfordshire,  p.  237. 


Among  the  trees;  and  there,  beneath  yon  ridge 
Of  piny  rocks,  his  conq*ring  navy  moor'd. 
With  idle  sails  furl'd  on  the  yard,  and  oars 
Recumbent  on  the  flood,  and  streamers  gay 
Triumphant  flntt'ring  on  the  passing  winds. 
In  fear,  the  ihepherd  on  the  lonely  heath 
Tended  his  scanty  flock;  the  ploughman  tum'd 
In  fewc  his  hasty  furrow :  oft  the  din 
Of  hostile  arms  alarm'd  the  ear,  and  flames     [for 
Of  plunder'd  towns  through  night's  thick  gloom  from 
Oleam'd  dismal  on  the  sight :  till  Alfred  came, 
Till  Alfred,  father  of  his  people,  came, 
L««'8  rapid  tide  into  new  dtiannels  tum'd. 
And  left  aground  the  Danian  fleet,  and  fbrc'd 
The  foe  to  speedy  flight  K    Then  Freedom's  voice 
Revived  the  drooping  swain ;  then  Plenty's  hand 
Recloth'd  the  desert  fields,  and  Peace  and  Love 
Sat  smiling  by  ;  as  now  they  smiling  sit, 
Obvious  to  Fancy's  eye,  upop  the  side 
Of  yon  bright  sunny  theatre  of  bills, 
Where  Bengeo*s  villas  rise,  and  Ware-park's  lawns 
Spread  their  green  surface,  Interspers'd  with  groves 
Of  broad  umbrageous  oak,  and  spiry  pine. 
Tall  elm,  and  linden  pale,  and  blossom'd  thorn. 
Breathing  mild  fragrance,  like  the  spicy  gales 
Of  Indian  islands.    On  the  ample  brow. 
Where  that  whito  temple  rears  its  pillar'd  firont 
Half  hid  with  glossy  foliage,  many  a  chief 
Renowned  for  martial  deeds,  and  many  a  bard 
Renown'd  for  song,  have  pass'd  the  rural  hour. 
The  gentle  Fanshaw  ^  there,  from  **  noise  of  camps^ 
From  court's  disease  retir'd','*  delighted  view'd 
The  gaudy  garden  fam'd  in  Wotton's  page*; 
Or  in  the  verdant  maze,  or  cool  arcade. 
Sat  musing,  and  from  smooth  Italian  strains 
The  soft  Ouarini*s  amorouK  lore  transfus'd 
Into  rude  British  verse.    The  warrior's  arm 
Now  rests  from  toil ;  the  poet's  tuneful  toogua 


s  Towards  the  latter  end  of  the  year  SYO,  the 
Danes  advanced  to  the  borders  of  Mercia,  and 
erected  two  forts  at  Hertford  on  the  Lee,  f&r  the 
'security  of  their  ships,  which  they  had  brought  up 
that  river.  Here  they  were  attacked  by  the  Lon- 
doners, who  were  repulsed.  But  Alfred  advanced 
with  bis  army,  and  viewing  the  nature  of  their  situ- 
ation,  turned  the  course  of  the  stream,  so  that  their 
vessels  were  left  on  dry  ground ;  a  circumstance 
which  terrified  them  to  such  a  degree,  that  they 
abandoned  their  forts,  and,  flying  towards  the  Severn, 
were  pursued  by  Alfred  as  far  as  Quatbridge.— 
Smollet's  Hist,  of  Fsgland,  8vo.  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  182. 

^  Sir  Richard  Fanshaw,  translator  of  Quarini's 
Pastor  Fido,  the  Lusiad  of  Camoens,  kc.  He  was 
son  of  sir  Henry  Fanshaw  of  Ware-park,  and  is  said 
to  have  resided  much  there.  He  was  ambassador 
to  Portugal,  and  afterwards  to  Spain,  and  died  at 
Madrid  in  1666.  His  body  was  brought  to  Eng- 
land, and  interred  in  Ware  church,  where  his  mo- 
nument is  still  existing.  In  Cibber's  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  it  is  erroneously  asserted  that  he  was  buried 
in  All-Saints  church,  Hertford. 

7  The  words  marked  with  inverted  commas  are 
part  of  a  stanza  of  Fansbaw's. 

'  See  Reliquis  Wottoniaus,  where  the  author 
makes  a  particular  meotion  of  the  garden  of  sir 
Henry  Fanshaw  at  Ware-park,  "  as  a  delicate  and 
diligent  curiosity,"  remarkable  for  the  nice  arrange- 
ment of  ils  flowen*  r\r\oi*^ 
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la  silence  liei ;  ftmil  men  hk  lor'd 
Soon  quiU  for  ever !  tbey  themselves,  by  course 
Of  nature  often,  or  caprice  of  art. 
Experience  change :  even  here,  t  is  said  of  old 
Steep  rooky  dift  rose  vhere  yon  gentle  slopes 
Blix  with  the  vale ;  and  fluctuating  waves  ' 
Spread  wide,  where  that  rich  vale  with  golden  flowers 
Shines ;  and  where  yondar  winding  crystal  rill 
Slides  through  its  snooth  Ihom  margin,  to  the  brink 
Of  Chad  «eirs  azure  pool.    From  Chadweirs  pool 
To  tondon*s  plains,  the  Cambrian  artist  brought 
His  ample  aqueduct' ;  supposed  a  work 
Of  match'ess  skill,  by  those  who  ne'er  had  heard 
How,  firom  Preoeste*8  heights  and  Anio's  banks. 
By  Tivoli,  to  Rome's  Imperial  walls. 
On  marble  arches  came  the  limpid  store. 
And  out  of  jasper  rocks  in  bright  cascades 
With  never-ceasing  murmur  gush'd;  or  bo«r> 
I'o  Lusitanian  Ulysif^M's  towers  (^ 
The  silver  current  o*er  Alcantara's  vale 
Roird  high  in  air,  as  ancient  poet*s  feign*d 
Eridanns  to  roll  through  Heaven:  to  theee 
Hot  sordid  lucre,  but  the  honest  wish 
Of  future  fame,  or  care  for  public  weal* 
Existence  gave ;  and  unconfin*d,'as  dev  ^ 

Falls  from  the  hand  of  Evening  on  the  fields. 
They  IkiwM  for  alU    Our  mercenary  stream. 
No  grandeur  boasting,  here  obscurely  glides 
O'er  greasy  lawns  or  under  willow  shailes. 
As,  through  the  human  form,  arterial  tnbes^ 
Branch'd  every  way,  minute  and  more  minutet 
The  circulating  sanguine  fluid  extend ; 
So,  pipes  inrnumerable  to  peopled  streets 
Transmit  the  purchased  wave.  Old  Lee,  meanwhile, 
Beneath  his  mossy  gprot  o'erhung  with  boughs 
Of  poplar  quivering  in  the  breeze,  survejrs 
With  eye  indignant  his  diminish'd  tide  " 
That  Is^  3ron  ancient  priory's  wall 'S  and  shows 
In  its  clear  mirror  Ware's  inverted  rooft. 

Ware  once  was  known  to  Fame  j  to  her  foir  fields 
Whilom  the  Gothic  tournament's  proud  pomp 
Brought  Albion's  valiant  youth  and  blooming  maids : 
Pleas'd  with  ideas  of  the  past,  the  Muse 
Bids  Fancy's  pencil  paint  the  scene,  where  they 
In  gilded  barges  on  the  glassy  stream 
Cireled  the  rwdy  isles,  the  qportive  dance 
Along  the  smooth  lawn  led,  or  in  the  groves 
Wantder'd  conversing,  or  recUn'd  at  ease 
To  harmony  of  lutes,  and  voices  sweet 
BesignM  th'  enchanted  ear ;  till  sudden  heard 
The  silver  trumpet's  animating  sound 
Summon'd  the  champions  forth ;  on  stately  steeds. 
In  splendid  arittour  dad,  the  pood'rouslaoce' 
With  strenuous  hand  sustaining,  forth  they  came. 
Where  gay  pavilioas  rose  upon  the  plain. 
Or  aamre  awninga  stretch'd  fi^Nn  tree  to  tree. 


9  The  New  Biver  brought  fh>m  Chadwell,  a 
epring  i«the  meadows  between  Hertford  and  Ware, 
by  sir  Hn«ch  Middleten.  a  native  of  Wales. 
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Mix'd  with  thick  IbKagt,  tam?d  ai^mie  dqr 
Of  grateful  sfa^  (as  oft  m  Agra's  streeU 
The  silken  canopy  from  side  (p  side 
Extends  to  break  the  Sun's  impetuous  ray. 
While  monarchs  pass  beneath);  there  sat  theCui^ 
A  glittering  train  on  costly  caipets  rang'd, 
A  group  of  beauties  all  in  youthful  prime. 
Of  various  feature  and  of  various  grace  1 
The  pensive  languish,  and  the  spr^^btly  air. 
The  engaging  smile,  and  all  thcrnamelesa  rliarme 
Which  transient  hope,  or  fear,  or  grief,  or  joy, 
Wak'd  in  th'  expressive  eye,  th'  enamour'd  heaK 
Of  each  young  hero  rous'd  to  daring  deeds. 
Nor  this  aught  strange,  that  those  whom  loiFe  i»- 
Prov*d  ev'ry  means  the  lovely  sex  to  please :  [qnrM 
T  is  strange,  indeed,  bow  custom  thus  could  teach 
The  tender  breast  complacence  in  the  sight 
Of  barbarous  sport,  where  friend  from  hand  of  finead 
The  foul  wound  full  oft  receiv'd,  and  fell 
A  v'ictim  to  folse  glory ;  as  that  day 
Fell  gallant  Pembroke,  while  his  pompons  Aov 
Ended  in  silent  gloom  >4.    One  pitying  tear 
To  human  frailty  paid ;  -my  roving  sight 
Pursues  its  pleasing  course  o'er  neighboring  hilli^ 
Where  frequent  hedge-rows  intersect  ridi  fields 
Of  mafly  a  different  form  and  different  hue. 
Bright  with  ripe  com,  or  green  with  grass,  or  dark 
With  clover's  purple  bloom  ;  o'er  WidbuiyS  mount 
With  that  fair  crescent  crowned  of  lofty  elms^ 
Its  own  peculiar  boast ;  and  o'er  the  woods 
That  round  immure  the  de^  sequestered  dale 
Of  Langley'4,   down  whose    flow'ry-embroider'd 

meads 
Swift  Ash  through  pebbly  shoses  meandering  roll% 
Elysian  scene  I  as  fitom  the  living  world 
Secluded  quite ;  for  of  that  world,  to  him 
Whose  wand'rings  trace  thy  wmding  length,  appears 
No  mark,  save  one  white  solitary  spire 
At  distance  rising  through  the  tufted  trees«- 
EljTsian  scene !  recluse  as  that,  so  fom'd 
For  solitude,  by  Warwick's  ancient  walls. 
Where  under  umbrage  of  the  mossy  diff 
Victorious  Guy,  so  trends  say,  reclin'd 
His  hoary  head  beside  the  silver  stream. 

In  meditation  rapt Elysian  scene ! 

At  ev'ning  often,  while  the  setting  Sun 
On  the  green  summit  of  thy  eastern  groves 
Pour'd  full  his  yellow  radiance;  while  the  vmca 


><  »  In  the  95th  of  Henry  IIL  on  the  ^thef 
Jpne,  Gilbert  Marshall,  eari  oip  ^mbroke,  a  potent 
peer  of  the  realm,  proclaimed  here  (at  Ware)  a 
disport  of  running  on  horseback  with  lances,  whidi 
was  then  called  a  tournament*'  Chauncy's  Hist 
of  Hertfordshire.     ■ 

*<  At  this  tournament,  the  said  Gilbert  was  slain 
by  a  foil  from  his  horse ;  Robert  de  Say,  one  of  his 
knights,  was  killed,  aiMl  several  others  womided.'' 
Smollet's  Hist  of  England. 

H  This    ddiffhtful  retreat,    commonly    call^l* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


AMWELL. 


46s 


Of  2ep1iyr  whitp'rin;  midst  the  rastl'mg  leaves. 
The  sound  of  water  rourm'ring  through  the  sedge, 
TTie  turtleV  plaintive  call,  and  music  soft 
Of  distant  bells,  whose  ever  varying  notes 
In  slow  sad  measure  mov'd,  combin'd  to  sooth 
The  soul  to  sweet  solemnity  of  thought; 
Beneath  thy  branchy  bowers  of  thickest  gloom. 
Much  on  th'  imperfect  state  of  man  I  *ve  mu8*d: 
How  Pain  o'er  half  his  hours  her  iron  reign 
Ruthless  extends ;  bow  Pleasure  from  the  path 
Of  iunocence  allures  bis  steps;  how  Hope 
Directs  his  eye  to  distant  joy,  that  flies 
His  fond  pursuit ;  how  Fear  his  shuddering  heart 
Alarms  with  fsncy'd  ill ;  how  Doubt  and  Care 
Perplex  his  thodght;  how  soon  the  tender  rose 
Of  beauty  fades,  the  sturdy  oak  of  strength 
Declines  to  earth,  and  over  all  our  pride 
Stem  Time  triumphant  stands.    From  gen'ral  fate 
To  private  woes  then  oft  has  memory  pass'd, 
And  moum*d  the  loss  of  many  a  friend  belov'd  ; 
Of  thee,' De  Home,  kind,  generous,  wise,  and  good! 
And  thee,  my  Turner,  who,  in  vacant  youth, 
Here  oft  in  converse  free,  or  studious  search 
Of  classic  lore,  accompanied  my  walk ! 
From  Ware^s  green  bowers,  to  Devon's  myrtle  yale^ 
Removed  a  while,  with  prospect  opening  fair 
Of  useful  life  and  honour  in  his  view; 
jk  falls  the  vernal  bloom  before  the  breath 
Of  blasting  Eurus,  immature  he  fell ! 
The  tidings  reached  my  ear,  and  in  my  breast. 
Aching  with  recent  wounds",  new  anguish  wak^d. 
When  melancholy  thus  has  changM  to  grief, 
Tliat  grief  in  soft  fbrgetfulness  to  lose, 
I  Ve  left  the  gloom  for  gayer  scenes,  and  sought 
Through  winding  paths  of  venerable  shade, 
The  Viry  brow  where  that  tall  spreading  beech 
0*ertops  surrounding  groves,  up  rocky  steeps. 
Tree  over  tree  disposM  ;  or  stretching  far 
Their  ihadowy  coverts  down  th'«  indented  side 
Of  fair  corn-fields ;  or  pierc*d  with  sunny  glades. 
That  yield  the  casual  glimpse  of  flowery  meads 
And  shining  silver  rills;  on  these  the  eye 
Then  wont  to  expatiate  pleas'd  ;  or  more  remote 
Surveyed  yon  vale  of  Lee,  in  verdant  length 
Of  level  lawn  spread  out  to  Kent's  blue  hills. 
And  the  proud  range  of  glittering  spires  that  rise 
In  misty  air  on-Thames's  crowded  shores. 
How  beautiful,  how  various,  b  the  view 
Of  these  sweet  pastoral  landscapes !  fiair,  perhaps, 
As  those  renown'd  of  old,  from  TaborV  height. 
Or  Carmel  seen ;  or  those,  the  pride  of  Greece, 
Temp^  or  Arcady ;  or  those  that  grac'd 
The  banks  of  clear  Elorus,  or  the  skirts 
Of  thymy  Hybia,  where  Sicilians  isle 
Smiles  on  the  azure  main  ;  there  once  was  heard 
The  Muse's  lofty  lav. How  beautiful. 


Delightful  habitations!  o*er  the  land 
Dispers'd  around,  from  Waltham's  osier'd  isles 
To  where  bleak  Nanng*s  lonely  tower  o*erlooks 
Her  verdant  fields ;  from  Raydon's  pleasant  grovea 
And  Hunsdon's  bowers  on  Stort's  irriguous  marge. 
By  Rhye*s  old  walls,  to  Hodsdon's  airy  street; 
Prom  Haly's  woodland  to  the  flow'ry  meads 
Of  willow-shaded  Staosted,  and  the  slope 
Of  Amwell's  mount,  that  crown'd  with  yellow  com 
There  from  the  green  flat,  softly  swelling,  shows 
Like  some  bright  vernal  cloud  by  Zephyr's  breaih 
Just  rais'd  above  tb'  horizon's  azure  bound. 

As  one  long  travelPd  on  Italia's  plains. 
The  land  of  pomp  and  beauty,  still  his  fbet 
On  his  own  Albion  joys  to  fix  again ; 
So  my  pleased  eye,  which  o*er  the  prospect  wide 
Has  wandered  round,  and  various  objects  marVd, 
On  Amwell  rests  at  last,  its  fav'rite  sceue ! 
How  picturesque  the  view !  where  up  the  side 
Of  that  steep  bank,  her  roofs  of  russet  thatch 
Rise  mix*d  with  trees,  above  whose  swelling  tops 
Ascends  the  tall  cbureh  towY,  and  loftier  still 
The  hill's  extended  ridge.     How  picturesque ! 
Where  slow  beneath  that  bank  the  silver  stream 
Glides  by  the  flowery  isle,  and  willow  groves 
Wave  on  its  northern  verge,  with  trembling  tofts 
Of  osier  intermix'd.     How  picturesque 
The  slender  group  of  airy  elm,  the  clump 
Of  pollard  oak,  or  ash,  with  ivy  brown 
Entwin'd ;  the  walnut's  gloomy  breadth  of  boughs^ 
The  orchard's  ancient  fence  of  mgged  pa!es. 
The  haystack's  dusky  cone,  the  moss-grown  shed. 
The  clay-built  bam;  the  elder-shaded  cot. 
Whose  white-wash'd  gable  prominent  through  greea 
Of  waving  branches  shows,  perchance  inscrib'd 
With  some  past  owner's  name,  or  rudely  grac'd 
With  rustic  dial,  that  scarcely  serves  to  mark 
Time's  ceaseless  flight;  the  wall  with  mantling  vines 
O'erspread,    the  porch  with  climbing  woodbiot 

wreath'd. 
And  under  sheltering  eves  the  sunny  bench, 
Where  brown  hives  range,  whose  busy  tenants  fill. 
With  drowsy  bum,  the  little  garden  gay,    [flowers. 
Whence  blooming  beans,   and  spicy   heihs,  and 
Exhale  around  a  rich  perfume !  Here  rests 
The  empty  wain ;  there  idle  lies  the  plough : 
By  Summer's  hand  unharnessed,  here  the  steed» 
Short  ease  enjoying,  crops  the  daisy 'd  lawn; 
Hero  bleats  the  nursling  lamb,  the  heifer  there 
Waits  at  the  yard-gate  lowing.    By  the  road, 
Where  the  neat  ale-house  stands^  (so  once  stood 
Deserted  Auburn !  in  immortal  song  [thine, 

Coosign'd  to  fame  **)  the  cottage  sire  recounts  . 
The  praise  he  eam'd,  when  cross  the  field  he  drew 
The  straightest  furrow,  or  neatest  built  the  rick,^ 
Or  led  the  reaper  band  in  sultry  noons 
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Wake  on  their  pipes  of  jointed  teed  :  while  near 
Tlie  careful  shepherd's  freqoent-£BiHing  strokes 
Fix  pn  the  fallow  lea  his  hurdled  fold. 

Such  rural  life !  so  calm,  it  little  yields 
Of  interesting  act,  to  swell  the  page 
Of  history  or  song;  yet  much  the  soul 
Its  stireet  simplicity  delights,  and  oft 
From  noise  of  busy  towns,  to  fields  and  groves,     N 
The  Mose*s  sons  have  fled  to  find  repose. 
Fam'd  Walton  '7,  erst,  the  ingenious  fisher  swain, 
Oft  onr  fair  haunts  explor'd ;  upon  Lee's  shore, 
Beneath  some  green  tree  oft  his  angle  laid. 
His  sport  suspending  to  admire  their  charms. 
He,  who  m  verse  his  country's  story  told ««,  [scene, 
Here  dwelt  awhile;  perchance  here  sketch'd  the 
Where  his  fair  Argentile,  from  crowded  courts 
For  pride  sclf-banish'd,  in  sequester'd  shades 
Sqjoum'd  disguis*d,  and  met  the  slighted  youth 


>7  Isaac  Walton,  author  of  The  Complete  Angler, 
an  ingenious  biographer,  and  no  despicable  poet 
The  scene  of  his  Anglers'  Dialogues  is  the  vale  of 
Lee,  between  Tottenham  and  Ware;  it  seems  to 
have  been  a  place  he  much  frequented :  he  parti- 
cularly mentions  Amwell  Hill. 

'9  William  Warner,  author  of  Albion's  England, 
an  historical  poem;  an  episode  of  which,  entitled 
Argentile  and  Curan,  has  been  firequently  reprint- 
ed, and  is  much  admired  by  the  lovers  of  old  Eng- 
lish poetry.  The  ingenious  Dr.  Percy,  who  has 
inserted  this  piece  in  his  collection,  observes,  that 
"  though  Warner's  name  is  so  seldom  mentioned, 
his  contemporaries  ranked  him  on  a  level  with 
Spenser,  and  called  them  the  Homer  and  Vir- 
gil of  their  age;"  that  **  Warner  was  said  to  have 
been  a  Warwickshire  roan,  and  to  have  been  edu- 
cated at  Magdalen  Hall ;  that,  in  the  latter  part 
of  his  life,  he  was  retained  in  the  service  of  Henry 
Cary,  lord  Hunsdon,  to  whom  he  dedicates  his 
poem ;  but  that  more  of  his  history  is  not  known." 
Mrs.  Cooper,  in  her  Mus^'  Library,  after  highly 
applauding  his  poetry,  adds,  "  What  were  the  cir- 
cumstances and  accidents  of  his  life,  w6  have 
hardly  light  enough  to  conjecture;  anyntore  than, 
by  his  dedication,  it  appears  he  was  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  lord  Hunsdon,  and -acknowledges  very 
gratefully,  both  father  and  son,  fbr  his  patrons  and 
benefactors." — By  the  following  extract  from  the 
parish  register  of  Amwell,  it  may  1>e  reasonably 
concluded,  that  Warner  .resided  fbr  some  time  at 
that  village ;  and,  as  his  profession  of  an  attorney 
is  particularly  mentioned,  it  is  pretty  evident  that, 
whatever  dependence  he  might  have  on  lord  Huns- 
don, it  could  not  be  in  the  capacity  of  a  menial 
servant.  Though  Warner's  merit,  as  a  poet,  may 
have  been  too  highly  rated,  it  was  really  not  in- 


Who  kmg  had  songfat  her  love— 4be  gentle  bod 
Sleeps  here,  by  Fame  forgotten;  (fickle  Faaie 
Too  oft  forgets  her  fav'rites !)  By  his  side 
Sleeps  gentle  Hassal  '9,  who  with  tenderest  car& 
Here  watcb'd  bis  village^charge ;  hi  nuptial  booda 
Their  hands  oft  join'd ;  oft  heard,  and  oft  relieve 
Their  little  wants ;  oft  heard,  and  oft  compot>d. 
Sole  arbiter,  their  little  broils;  oft  urg*d 
Their  flight  from  folly  and  from  vice;  and  x>ft 
Dropp'd  on  their  graves  the  tear,  to  early  worth 
Or  ancient  friendship  due.    In  dangerous  day% 
When  Death's  fell  fury,  pale-ey'd  Pettileooe, 
QIar'd  horrour  round,  his  duty' he  discharged 
Unterrified,  unhurt ;  and  here,  at  length, 
Clos'd  his  calm  inoffensive  useful  life 
In  venerable  age :  her  life  with  him 
His  faithful  consort  clos'd;  on  Earth'B  oM  bretiC 

Both  sunk  to  rest  together. On  the  torf. 

Whence  Time^  rude  grasp  has  torn  tbetr  mstic 

tombs, 
I  strew  fresh  fiowers,  and  make  a  moment's  peiise 
Of  solemn  thohght ;  then  seek  th'  adjacent  spot. 
From  which,  through  these  broad  lindens'  verdant 
The  steeple's  Gothic  wall  and  window  dim    [arcb. 
In  perspective  appear;  then  homeward  turn 
By  where  the  Muse,  enamour'd  of  our  shades. 
Deigns  still  her  fav'ring  presence;  where  my  frien^y 
The  British  Tasso  \  oft  from  busy  scenes 
To  rural  calm  and  lettered  ease  reth-es. 

As  some  fond  lover  leaves  his  fav'rite  nymph. 
Oft  looking  back,  apd  lingering  in  her  view. 
So  now  reluctant  this  retrf4it  I  leave, 
Look  after  look  indulging;  on  the  right. 
Up  to  yon  airy  battlement's  broad  top 
Half  veil'd  with  trees,  that,  from  th'  acclivioos stetp 
Jut  like  the  pendent  gardens,  fsm'd  of  old. 
Beside  Euphrates'  bank ;  then,  on  the  left. 


»9  Thomas  Hassal,  vicar  of  Amwell;  he  kept  the^ 
above-mentioned  parish  register  with  uncommon  care 
and  precision,  enriching  it  with  many  entertatning 
anecdotes  of  the  parties  registered.  He  peribnned 
his  duty  in  Uic  most  hazardous  circnmstanoes,  ftap* 

Searing  that  the  plague  twice  raged  in  the  villag* 
uring  his  residence  there ;  in  1603,  when  twent]^- 
six  persons,  and  in  1625,  when  twenty-two  persons 
died  of  it,  and  were  buried  in  his  chmncb-yard. 
The  character  here  given  of  him  must  be  allowed, 
strictly  speaking,  to  be  imaginary ;  but  his  con- 
po«ition,  in  the  said  register,  appeared  to  me  to 
breathe  such  a  spirit  of  piety,  shaplicity,  a»d  bene- 
volence, that  I  almost  think  myself  authorised  to 
assert  that  it  was  his  real  one.  He  himself  is  le- 
gistered  by  his  son  Kdmund  Hassal,  as  Ibtlows: 

"  Thomas  Hassal,  vicar  of  this  paridi,  where  he 
had  continued  resident  fifty-seven   years,  sevea 
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Down  to  those  shaded  oots,  and  bright  ezpame 
Of  water  softly  sliding  by :  once,  where 
That  bright  expanse  of  water  softly  slides, 
Cerhung  with  shrubs  that  fringe  the  chalky  rock, 
A  little  fount  pour'd  forth  its  gurgling  riU, 
In  flinty  channel  trickling  o'er  the  green, 
From  Emma  nam*d ;  perhaps  some  sainted  maid 
For  holy  life  rever*d ;  to  sach,  erewhile. 
Fond  Superstition  many  a  pleasant  grore. 
And  limpid  spring,  was  wont  to  consecrate. 
Of  Emma's  story  nought  Tradition  speaks ; 
Conjecture,  who,  behind  Oblivion's  veil, 
Along  the  doubtful  past  delights  to  stray. 
Boasts  now,  indeed,  that  ftom  her  well  the  place 

Received  its  appellation  ". ^Thou,  sweet  Vill, 

Farewell !  and  ye,  sweet  fields,  where  Plenty's  horn 

Pours  liberal  boons,  and  Health  propitious  deigns 

Her  cheering  smile !  you  not  the  parching  air 

Of  arid  sands,  you  not  the  vapours  chill 

Of  humid  ifens,  annoy  ;  Flavonius'  wing. 

From  off  your  thyme-banks  and  your  trefoil  meads^ 

Wafts  balmy  redolence ;  robust  and  gay 

Your  swains  industrious  issue  to  their  toil. 

Till  your  rich  glebe,  or  in  your  granaries  store 

Its  generous  produce :  annual  ye  resound 

The  ploughman's  song,  as  he  through  reeking  soil 

Guides  slow  his  shining  share ;  ye  annual  hear 

The  shouts  of  harvest,  and  the  prattling  train 

Of  cheerful  gleaners : — and  th'  alternate  strokes 

Of  loud  flails  echoing  from  your  loaded  barns,       ^ 

The  pallid  Mom  in  dark  November  wake. 

But,  happy  as  ye  are,  in  marks  of  wealth 

And  population ;   not  for  these,  or  aught 

Beside,  wish  I,  in  hyperbolic  strains 

Of  vain  applause,  to  elevate  your  fame 

Above  all  other  scenes ;  for  scenes  as  fair 

Have  charm'd  my  sight,  but  transient  was  the  view : 

You,  through  all  seasons,  in  each  varied  hour 

For  observation  happiest,  oft  my  steps 

Have  travers'd  o*er ;  oft  Fancy's  eye  has  seen 

Gay  Spring  trip  lightly  on  your  lovely  lawns, 

To  wake  firesh  flowers  at  more ;  and  Summer  spread 

His  listless  limbs,  at  noon-tide,  on  the  marge 

Of  smooth  translucent  pools,  where  willows  green 

Gave  shade,  and  breezes  from  the  wild  mint's  bloom 

Brought  odour  exquisite ;  oft  Fancy's  ear. 

Deep  in  the  gloom  of  evening  woods,  has  heard 

The  last  sad  sigh  of  Autumn,  when  his  throne 

To  Winter  he  resigned ;  oft  Fancy's  thought. 

In  ecstasy,  where  from  the  golden  east. 

Or  dazzling  south,  or  crimson  west,  the  Sun 

A  different  lustre  o*er  the  landscape  threw. 

Some  Paradise  has  form'd,  the  blissful  seat 

Of  Innocence  and  Beauty !  while  I  wish'd 

The  skill  of  Claude,  or  Rubens,  or  of  him 

Whom  now  on  Lavant's  banks,  in  groves  that  breathe 

Enthusiasm  sublime,  the  sis^  nymphs  ** 

Inspire  ^ ;  that,  to  ^e  idea  fair,  my  band 

"  Tn  Doomsday  book,  this  village  of  Amwell  is 
written  Emmevelle,  perhaps  originally  Emma's- 
Well.  When  the  New  River  was  opened,  there 
was  a  spring  here  which  was  taken  into  that  aque- 
duct Chadwell,  the  other  source  of  that  river, 
evidently  received  its  denomination  from  the  tute- 
lar saint,  St.  Chad,  who  seems  to  have  given  name 
to  springs  and  wells  in  different  parts  ofEngland. 

«  Painting  and  Poety. 

•3  Mr.  George  Smith  of  Chichester,  a  jostly  ce- 
lebrated landflcarpe  painter,  and  also  a  poet.    La- 


Might  permanence  have  lent  !—Attachipent  strong 
Springs  from  delight  bestow'd ;  to  me  delight 
Long  ye  have  given,  and  I  have  given  "you  praise  \ 


AMOEBAEAN  ECLOGUES. 


ADTERTIBBBIENT. 

MocH  of  the  rural  imagery  which  our  country 
affords,  has  already  been  introduced  In  poetry ; 
but  many  obvious  and  pleasing  appearances  seem 
to  have  totally  escaped  notice.  To  describe  these 
is.  the  business  of  the  following  Eclogues^  The 
plan  of  the  Carmen  Amoebaeum,  or  responnve 
verse  of  the  ancients,  inconsistent  as  it  may  be 
deemed  with  modern  manners,  was  preferred  loa 
this  occasion,  as  admitting  an  arbitrary  and  desul- 
tory disposition  of  Ideas,  where  it  was  fbund  diffi- 
cult to  preserve  a  regular  connectioo. 


ECLOGUE  I. 

RURAL  SCENERY;  OR,  THE  DB8CRIBERI. 

DictMBBit's  frost  bad  bound  the  fields  and  streamy 
And  noon's  bright  Sun  effus'd  Its  cheerful  beams : 
Where  woodland,  northward,  screened  a  pleasant 

plain. 
And  on  ^  fern-banks  brows'd  the  fleecy  tram. 
Two  gentle  youths,  whom  rural  scenes  oould  please. 
Both  skill'd  to  frame  the  tuneful  rhyme  with  ease^ 
Charm'd  with  the  prospect,  shnrly  stray'd  al<»ig, 
Themfdves  ami»iig  with  alternate  fong. 


These  pollard  oaks  their  tawny  leaves  retain. 
These  hardy  horobeams  yet  unstripp*d  remain; 
The  wintry  groves  sdl  else  admit  the  view 
Through  naked  stems^f  many  a  vary'd  hue. 

SECOND. 

Yon  shrubby  slopes  a  pleasing  mixture  show ; 
There  the  rough  elm  and  smooth  white  privet  grow^ 
Straight  shoots  of  ash  with  bark  of  glossy  grey, 
Red  cornel  twigs,  and  maple's  russet  spray. 


These  stony  steeps  with  spreading  moss  abound. 
Grey  on  the  trees  and  green -upon  the  ground ; 
With  tangling  brambles  ivy  interweaves. 
And  bright  mezerion'  spreads  its  lust'ring  leaves. 

rant  is  the  name  of  the  river  at  Chichester,  which 
city  gave  birth  to  the  sublime  Collins. 

■  Mezerion :  laureola  sompervirdns :  vulg, 
spurge-laurel.  This  beautiful  little  evergreen  b 
frequent  among  our  woods  and  coppices.  Its  smooth 
shming  leaves  are  placed  on  the  top  of  the  stemt 
in  circular  tufts  or  clusters.  Its  flowers  are  small, 
of  a  light  green,  and  perfume  the  air  at  a  distance 
in  an  agreeable  manner.  It  blows  very  eariy  in 
mild  seasons  and  wana  situations.  The  common 
deciduous  mezerion,  frequently  planted  in  gardens, 
though  very  different  in  appearance,  is  another 
species  of  this  genus.  Digitized  by  ^OOgLC 
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Old  oaken  stobs  tough  saplinj^  there  adorn. 
There  hedge-row  plashes  yield  the  knotty  thorn; , 
The  swain  for  different  uses  these  avail, 
And  form  the  traveller's  staff,  the  thresher's  flail. 


Where  yon  brown  hazels  pendent  catkins  bear. 
And  prickly  furze  unfolds  its  blossoms  fair. 
The  vagrant  artist  oft  at  ease  reclines. 
And  broom's  green  shoots  in  besoms  neat  combines. 


See,  down  the  hill,  along  the  ainple  glade. 
The  new-fallen  wood  in  even  ranges  laid ! 
There  his  keen  bill  the  busy  workman  plies. 
And  bids  in  heaps  his  well-bound  faggots  rise. 


Soon  shall  kind  Spring  her  flowery  gifts  bestow. 
On  sunny  bapks  when  silver  snowdrops  blow. 
And  tufb  of  primrose  all  around  are  spread. 
And  purple  violets  all  their  fragrance  shed. 


The  woods  then  white  anemonies  array. 

And  lofty  sallows  their  sweet  bloom  display. 

And  spicy  hyacinths  azure  bells  unfDld, 

And  crowfoot  clothes  the  mead  with  thioing  goM. 


Then  foon  gay  Summer  brings  hit  gaudy  train. 
His  crimson  poppies  deck  the  comnslad  plain ; 
There  scabious  blue  >,  and  purple  knapweed  3  rise. 
And  weld  4  and  yarrow  show  their  Tarious  dyes. 


In  shady  lanes  red  foxglove  bells  appear, 
And  golden  ppikes  the  downy  mnlleins  rear  s ; 
Th*  enclosure  ditch  luxuriant  mallows  hide, 
And  branchy  succory  crowds  the  pathway  side. 

ntsT. 

The  autumnal  fields  few  pleasing  plants  supply, 
Save  where  pale  eyebri;?ht  grows  in  pastures  dry. 
Or  vervain  blue  for  magic  rites  renown'd. 
And  in  the  village  precincts  only  found  ^. 


*  Scabious :  scabiosa  vulgaris. 
9  Knapweed :  jacea  vulgaris. 
4  Weld :    luteola  vul^Aris.    nr   Av 


Th'  autumnal  hedges  withering  leaves  embrown. 
Save  where  wild  climbers  spread  their  silvery  dovn  % 
And  ruj^ged  blackthorns  bend  with  purple  sloes. 
And  the  green  skewerwood  seeds  of  scariet  shows  *. 


When  healthful  salads  crown  the  board  in  sprin|r, 
And  nymphs  green  parsley  from  the  gardens  bring; 
Mark  well  lest  hemlock  mix  its  poisonous  leaves — 
Their  semblance  oft  th'  incautious  eye  deceives. 


Warn,  O  ye  shepherds !  warn  the  youth  who  play 
On  hamlet  wastes,  beside  the  public  way ; 
Tliere  oft  rank  soils  pernicious  plants  produce. 
There  nightshade's  berry  swells  with  deadly  juioe. 


What  vary'd  scenes  this  pleasant  country  yields, 
Form'd  by  th'  arrangement  Mr  of  woods  and  fields  \ 
On  a  green  hillock,  by  the  shady  road, 
My  dwelling  stands — a  sweet  recluae  abode  I 
And  o'er  my  darken*d  casement  intertwine 
The  fragrant  briar,  the  woodbine,  and  the  vine. 


How  different  scenes  our  different  tastes  delight ! 
Some  seek  the  hills,  and  some  the  vales  invite. 
Where  o'er  the  brook's  moist  margin  hazels  meet. 
Stands  my  lone  home — a  pleasant,  cool  retreat ! 
Gay  loosertrife  there,  and  pale  valerian  spring  9, 
And  tuneful  reed-birds  midst  the  aedget  sing. 


Before  my  door  the  box-edg'd  border  lies. 

Where  flowers  of  mint,  and  thyme,  and  tansy  rise; 

Along  my  wall  the  yellow  stonecrop  gprows, 

And  the  red  hooscleek  on  my  brown  thatch  bkiws. 


Among  green  osiers  winds  my  stream  away. 
Where  the  blue  halcyon  skims  from  spray  to  fpray, 
tVhere  waves  the  bulrush  as  the  waters  glide. 
And  yellow  flag-flowers  deck  the  sunny  nde. 


Spread  o'er  the  slope  of  yon  steep  western  hill. 
My  fruitful  orchanl  shelters  all  the  vill ; 
There  pear-trees  tall  their  tops  aspiring  show, 
And  apple-boughs  their  branches  mix  below. 


f  Wdd  climbers :  clematis,  vioma,  or  travdler't 
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Ka»t  from  my  eottmge  stretch  delightful  meads. 
Where  roiirs  ef  willows  rise,  and  hanks  of  reeds; 
There  roli  clear  rivers ;  there,  old  elms  between, 
The  mill's  white  roof  and  circjing  wheeb  are  tieeo. 


Palemon's  garden  hawthorn  hedges  bound, 

With  flowers  of  white,  or  fruit  of  crimson,  crowned  5 

There  vernal  lilacs  show  their  purple  bloom. 

And  sweet  syringas  all  the  air  perfume ; 

The  fruitful  mulberry  spreads  its  umbrage  cool. 

And  the  rough  quince  o'erhang^  the  little  poot 


A1btno*s  fence  green  currants  hide  finom  view. 
With  bunches  hung  of  red  or  amber  hue; 
Beside  his  arbour  blows  the  jasmine  fair. 
And  scturlct  beans  their  gaudy  blossoms  bear^ 
The  lofiy  hollyhock  there  its  spike  displays, 
And  the  broad  sunflow'r  shows  its  golden  rays. 


Where  moss-grown  pales  a  sunny  spot  enclos'd, 
And  pinks  and  lilies  all  their  hues  expos'd. 
Beneath  a  porch,  with  mantling  vines  enwreath*d. 
The  morning  breeze  the  diarming  Sylvia  breathM  : 
Not  pink  nor  lily  with  her  face  could  vie. 
And,  O  kow  soft  the  languish  of  her  eye ! 
I  saw  and  lov'd ;  but  lov'd,  alas^  in  vain! 
She  checkM  my  passion  with  severe  disdain. 


When  o'er  the  meads  with  vernal  rerdure  gay 
The  village  children  wont  at  eve  to  stray, 
I  p1uck*d  fresh  flow'rets  from  the  grassy  ground. 
And  their  green  stalks  with  bending  rushes  bound ; 
My  wreaths,  my  nosegays,  then  my  Delia  dress'd, 
Crowned  her  fair  brow,  or  bloomM  upon  her  breast. 
.Young  as  I  was,  the  pleasing  thought  was  mine, 
**  One  day,  fond  boy,  that  beauty  will  be  thine  J.  ** 


Beside  his  gate,  beneath  the  lofty  tree, 
Old  Thyrsis*  well-known  seat  I  vacant  sctp ; 
There,  while  his  prattling  offspring  round  him  plajr'd, 
He  oft  to  please  them  toys  of  osiers  made : 
That  seat  his  weight  shall  never  more  sustain. 
That  offiipring  round  him  ne'er  shall  sport  again. 


Yon  lone  cbnrch  tow'r  that  overlooks  the  hills  !^ 
The  sight  my  soul  full  oft  with  sorrow  fills : 
There  Damon  lies; — in  prime  of  youth  he  died!— > 
A  ford  unknown  by  night  he  vent'rous  tried : 
In  vain  he  struggled  with  the  foaming  wave  ; 
No  friendly  arm,  alas,  was  near  to  save  I 


Cease,  friend  I  and  homeward  as  we  bend  our  way. 
Remark  the  beauties  of  the  closing  day ; 
See,  tow'rds  the  west,  the  redd'ning  Sun  declines. 
And  o'er  the  fields  his  level  lustre  shines. 


How  that  bright  landscape  lures  the  eye  to  gfaze, 
Where  with  his  beams  the  distant  windows  blaze ! 
And  the  gilt  vane,  high  on  the  steeple  spire. 
Glows  in  the  air—a  dazzlrog  spot  of  fire ! 


Behind  yon  hill  he  now  forsakes  our  sight. 
And  yon  Ullt)eeches  catch  his  latest  liglit; 
The  hamlet  smokes  in  amber  wreaths  arise ; 
White  mist,  like  water,  on  the  valley  lies. 


SB60N0. 


Where  yon  chalk  clifis  th'  horizon  eastward  bound, 
And  spreading  elms  the  ancient  hall  surroimd, 
The  Moon*s  bright  orb  arises  from  the  main, 
And  night  in  silence  holds  her  soleom  reign. 


ECLOGUE  II. 

RURA-L  BUSINESS  ;  OR,  THE  AGRICULTURISTS. 

May's  lib'ral  hand  her  fragrant  Hoom  disclos'd. 
And  herds  and  flocks  on  grassy  banks  repos*d  j 
Soft  evening  gave  to  ease  the  tranquil  hour. 
And  Philomers  wild  waiblmgs  fill'd.the  bow'r. 
Where  near  the  village  rose  the  elm-crown'd  hill. 
And  wbite-Jeav'd  aspins  trembled  o*er  the  rill. 
Three  rural  bards,  the  village  youth  among. 
The  pleasing  lore  of  rural  business  sung. 

piasT. 
The  care  of  farms  we  sing — attend  the  strain — 
What  skill,  what  toil,  shall  best  procure  you  gain; 
How  different  culture,  diffrent  ground  requires ; 
While  wealth  rewards  whom  jndustry  inspires. 


When  thy  light  land  on  scorching  gravel  lies. 
And  to  the  springing  blade  support  denies ; 
Fix  on  the  wintry  tilth  the  frequent  fold. 
And  mend  with  oooling  marl  or  untry'd  mould. 


If  thy  strong  loam  superfluous  wet  retain. 
Lead  through  thy  fields  the  subterraneous  d^n. 
And  o'er  the  surface  mellowing  stores  expand 
Of  fiery  lime,  or  incoherent  sand. 


In  vacant  comers,  on  the  hamlet  waste. 
The  ample  dunghill's  steaming  heap  be  plac*d; 
There  many  a  month  fermenting  to  remain. 
Ere  thy  slow  team  disperse  it  o'er  the  plain. 


The  prudent  ftjrmer  all  manure  provides. 
The  mire  of  roads,  the  mould  of  hedge-row  sides  ; 
For  him  their  mud  the  stagnant  ponds  supply ; 
For  him  their  soil,  the  stable  and  the  sty. 


For  this  the  swain,  on  Kennet's  winding  shore. 
Digs  sulphurous  peat  along  the  sable  moor;  1 
For  this,  where  ocean  bounds  the  stormy  strand, 
Tliey  fetch  dank  sea-weed  to  the  neighb'ring  land. 


Who  barren  heiths  to  tillage  means  to  turn. 
Most,  ere  he  plough,  the  greensward  pare  and  burn ; 
Where  rise  the  smoking  hillocks  o'er  the  fielfl. 
The  saline  aihes  mefol  compost  yiel40OQ  LC 
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■ECO^ 

Where  sedge  or  rushes  rise  on  spongy  soils, 
Or  rampant  moss  th*  impoverisbM  herbage  spoiliy 
Corrosive  soot  with  lib'ral  hand  bestow; 
Th'  improviog  pasture  soon  its  use  will  show. 


Hertfordian  swains  on  airy  hills  explore 
The  chalk's  white  vein,  a  fertilizing  store ; 
This  from  deep  pits  in  copious  baskets  drawn. 
Amends  alike  the  arable  and  lawn. 


Who  spends  too  oft  in  indolence  the  day. 
Soon  sees  his  farm  his  base  neglect  betray; 
His  useless  hedge*greens  docks  and  nettles  bear, 
And  the  tough  cammoc  clogs  his  shining  share '. 


Thy  weedy  fallows  let  the  plough  penrade. 
Till  on  the  top  th'  inverted  roots  are  laid; 
There  left  to  wither  in  the  uoon-tide  ray,  - 
Or  by  the  spiky  barrow  clear'd  away. 

THIItD. 

When  wheat's  green  stem  the  ridge  begins  to  hide;, 
Let  the  sharp  weedhook's  frequent  aid  be  try^d. 
Lest  thy  spoiled  crop  at  harvest  thou  bemoan. 
With  twitch  and  twining  bindweed  overgrown. 

rnsx. 
Much  will  rank  melilot  thy  grain  disgrace. 
And  darnel,  fellest  of  the  weedy  race : 
T  extirpate  ^ese  might  care  or  cost  avail, 
T*  extirpate  these  nor  care  nor  cost  should  falL 

SECOND. 

When  the  fbul  furrow  fetid  mayweed  fills, 
The  weary  reaper  oft  complains  of  ills ; 
As  his  keen  sickle  grides  along  the  lands. 
The  acrid  herbage  oft  corrodes  his  hands. 

THian. 
Wield  oft  thy  scythe  along  the  grassy  layes. 
Ere  the  rude  thi^e  its  light  down  displays ; 
Else  that  light  down  upoo  the  breeze  will  fly, 
And  a  new  store  of  noxious  plants  supply. 

FIBST. 

Would  ye  fh>m  tillage  ample  gains  receive. 
With  change  of  crops  th'  exhausted  soil  relieve; 
Next  purple  clover  let  brown  wheat  be  seen. 
And  bearded  barley  after  turnips  green. 

SBCOND. 

Bid  here  dark  peas  or  tangled  vetches  spread,  . 
There  buckwheat's  white  flow'r  ftiintly  ting*d  with 
Bid  here  potatoes  deep  green  stems  be  bom,  [red; 
And  yellow  cole  tfa'  enclosure  there  adolm. 

Tuian. 
Here  let  tall  rye  or  fragrant  beans  ascend. 
Or  oats  their  ample  panicles  extend  ; 
There  rest  thy  glebe,  left  &Uow  not  in  vain. 
To  feel  the  summer's  Sun  and  winter's  rain. 


The  skill'd  in  culture  oft  repay  their  toil 
By  choice  of  plants  adapted  to  their  soil ; 
The  spiky  saintfoiabest  on  chalk  succeeds, 
The  lucem  hates  cold  days  and  moory 

SICOMS. 

Best  on  loote  sands,  where  bcakei  and  briars 


Its  deep  fring'd  leaves  the  yeHow  canot  tbows: 
Best  on  stiff  loam  rough  teaseb  *  rear  their  headi^ 
And  bn>wn  coriander^  od'rous  umbel  spreads. 


On  barren  mountains,  bleak  with  chilly  air, 
Fort>idding  pasturage  or  the  ploughman's  cara. 
Laburnum's  boughs  a  beauteous  bkxHn  djadoge^ 
Or  spiry  pines  a  gloomy  grove  compose. 


On  rushy  marshes,  rank  with  watry  weeds. 
Clothe  the  clear'd  soil  with  groves  of  wavmg  reeds| 
Of  them  the  gard'ner  annual  fences  forms. 
To  shield  his  tender  plants  firom  venal  stomis. 

S£CO)^ 

Cantabrian' hills  the  purple  saffiron  show; 

Blue  fields  of  flax  in  Lincoln's  fenland  blow; 

On  Kent's  rich  plains,  green  hc^grounds  scent  the 

gales; 
And  apple-groves  deck  Hereford's  golden  vales  I. 


Sheltered  by  woods  the  weald  of  Sussex  lies; 
Her  smooth  green  downs  sublime  from  ocean  risei 
That,  fittest  soil  supplies  for  growth  of  grain ; 
These,  yield  best  pasture  for  the  fleecy  train. 


Say,  friendal  whoe'er  his  residence  might  choose. 
Would  these  sweet  scenes  of  sylvan  shade  refose. 
And  seek  the  black  waste  of  the  barren  wold. 
That  yields  no  shelter  from  the  heat  or  coldK 


Dull  are  slow  Ousa't  mist-exhaling  plains. 
Where  long  rank  grass  the  morning  dew  retains : 
Who  pastures  there  in  autumn's  humid  reign. 
His  flock  from  sickness  hopes  to  save  in  ^ 


THnUK 

The  bleak,  flat,  sedgy  shores  of  Essex  shun. 
Where  fog  perpetual  veils  the  winter  Sun  ; 
Though  flatt'ring  Fortune  there  invite  thy  stay* 
Thy  health  the  purchase  of  her  smiles  must  pay. 


When,  hanresi  past,  thy  ricks  of  yelkir  coin 
Rise  round  the  yard,  and  scent  the  breeze  of  moni| 
Rode  Winter's  rage  with  timely  care  t'  avert. 
Let  the  skill'd  thatcher  ply  bis  useful  art. 

*  Teasel :  dipsacos  satim^    This  plant  if  cnlti- 
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When  thv  ripe  walnuts  deck  Uie  glossy  spray, 
Ere  piirnng  rooks  purloin  them  f^t  away, 
Wield  thy  tough  pole,  and  lash  the  trees  amain. 
Till  leaves  and  husks  the  lawn  beneath  distain. 


When  thy  green  orchards  fraught  with  fhiit  appear, 
Thy  lofty  ladder  midst  the  boughs  uprear; 
Thy  basket's  hook  upon  the  branch  suspend. 
And  with  the  fragrant  burden  oft  descend. 


Spread  on  the  grass,  or  pil'd  in  heaps,  behold 
The  pearmain's  red,  the  pippin^s  speckled  gold; 
There  shall  the  russet's  auburn  rind  be  seen, 
The    redstreak's    stripes,  and  nonpareirs  bright 
green. 

SECOND. 

These  on  dry  straw,  in  airy  chambers,  lay. 
Where  windows  clear  admit  the  noon-tide  ray; 
They,  safe  from  frosts,  thy  table  shall  supply. 
Fresh  to  the  taste,  and  pleasing  to  the  eye. 


When  fav'ring  seasons  yield  thee  store  to  spare. 
The  circling  mill  and  cumbrous  press  prepare ; 
From  copious  vats,  the  well-fermented  juice 
Will  sparkling  beveraga  for  thy  board  produce. 


From  red  to  black  when  bramble-berries  change, 
Anjl  boys  for  nuts  the  haxel  copses  range, 
On  new-reap'd  fields  the  thick  strong  stubble  mow. 
And  safe  in  stacks  about  thy  homestead  stow. 


With  purple  fruit  when  elder-branches  bend. 
And  their  bright  hues  the  hips  and  cornels  blend. 
Ere  yet  chill  hoar-frost  comes,  or  sleety  rain, 
Sow  with  choice  wheat  the  neatly  ftirrow'd  plain.  • 

mntD* 

When  clam'rous  fieFdfares  seek  the  frozen  mead. 
And  lurking  snipes  by  gurgling  runnels  feed ; 
Then  midst  dry  fodder  let  thy  herds  be  found, 
Where  sheltering  sheds  the  well-stor'd  crib  surround. 


Thougii  Winter  reigns,  our  labours  nerer  fail : 
Then  all  day  long  we  hear  the  sounding  flail; 
And  oft  the  beetle's  strenuous  stroke  descends^ 
That  knotty  block-wood  into  billets  rends* 

tfCOVD. 

Then  in  the  barns  in  motion  oft  are  sf«n 
The  rustling  corn-fan,  and  the  wiry  screen: 
In  sacks  the  tasker  measures  up  his  grain. 
And  loads  for  market  on  the  spacious  wain. 


Th'  enclosnre  fonec  then  claims  oar  timely  care, 
The  ditch  to  deepen,  and  the  bank  repair ; 
The  wall-pla^>d  hedge  with  frequent  stakes  confine, 
And  o*er  its  top  tough  wytbs  of  baael  twiu% 


Where  in  the  croft  the  russet  hayrick  stands. 
The  dextrous  binder  twists  his  sedgy  bands. 
Across  the  stack  his  sharp-edg'd  engine  guides. 
And  the  hard  mass  in  many  a  truss  divides  «. 


When  frost  thy  turnips  fixes  in  the  ground, 
And  hungry  flocks  for  food  stand  bleating  round. 
Let  sturdy  youths  their  pointed  peckers  ply, 
Till  the  rais'd  roots  louse  on  the  surface  lid. 


When  stormy  dajrs  constrain  to  quit  the  field, 
The  house  or  barn  may  useful  business  yield ; 
There  crooked  snaths »  of  flexile  sallow  make. 
Or  of  tough  ash  the  fork-stale  and  the  rake. 


Full  many  a  chance  defeats  the  farmer's  pains, 
Full  many  a  loss  diminishes  his  gains; 
Wet  spoils  the  seed,  or  frosts  its  growth  o'erpowV, 
Beasts  break  the  stalk,  and  birds  the  grain  devour. 


While  plenteous  crops  reward  tby  toil  and  care. 
Thy  liberal  aid  may  age  and  sickness  share ! 
Nor  let  the  widow 'd  cottager  deplore 
Her  fireless  hearth,  her  cupboard's  scanty  store. 


The  haughty  lord,  whom  lust  of  gain  inspires^ 
From  man  and  beast  excessive  toil  requires: 
The  gen'rous  master  views  with  pitying  eyee 
Their  lot  severe,  and  food  and  rest  supplies. 


Amid  Achaia's  streamy  vales  of  old. 
Of  works  and  days  th'  Ascrean  pastor  toM; 
Around  him,  curious,  came  the  rustic  throng. 
And  wond'ring  listened  to  th'  informiug  song. 


Where  fam'd  Anapns'  limpid  waters  stray, 
Sicilia's  poet  tunM  his  Doric  lay  ; 
While  o'er  his  head  the  pine's  dark  foliage  hung, 
And  at  his  feet  the  bubbling  fountain  sprung. 

THnm. 
The  Latian  Maro  sung,  where  Mincio's  stream 
Through  groves  of  ilex  cast  a  silv'ry  gleam ; 
While  down  green  vallies  stray'd  his  fleecy  flocka^ 
Or  slept  in  shadow  of  the  mossy  rocks. 

PIRSIV 

Fair  fame  to  him,  the  bard  whose  song  dispbys 
Of  rural  arts  the  knowledge  and  the  praise  \ 
Rich  as  the  field  with  ripen'd  harvest  white— 
A  scene  of  profit  mingled  with  delight ! 

SECOICD. 

As  dewy  cherries  to  the  taste  in  June, 
As  shady  lanes  to  travellers  at  noon, 

4  Hay  is  usually  cot  with  an  obleog,  triRDgular 
instrument,  called  a  cutting-kniie. 

s  Snath  is  the  teohuicaltem  for  the  handftsof 
atcythe. 
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To  me  BO  welcome  is  the  shepherd's  strmin; 
To  kindred  spirits  never  song  in  Tain ! 


While  lindens  sweet  and  spiky  cbesnutt  blow. 
While  beech  bears  mast,  on  oaks  while  acorns  grow; 
So  long  shall  last  the  shepherd's  tuneful  rhyme. 
And  please  iaeVry  age  and  ev'ry  clime ! 


ORIENTAL  ECLOGUES, 


ADVEETIIBMENT. 

Tbb  Oriental  Eclogues  of  Collins  hate  snob  excel- 
lence, that  it  may  be  supposed  they  must  preclude 
the  appearance  of  any  subsequent  work  wKh  the 
same  title.  This  consideration  did  iliot  escape  the 
author  of  the  following  poems;  but  as  the  scenery 
and  sentiment  of  his  predecessor  were  totally  differ- 
ent from  his  own,  he  thought  it  i^attcr  of  little  con- 
sequence. 

11118  kind  of  composition  is,  in  general,  subject  to 
one  di»iadvantage,  for  which  allowance  should  be 
made.  He,  who  describes  what  he  has  seen,  may 
describe  correctly:  he,  who  describes  what  he  has 
not  seen,  must  depend  for  much  on  the  accounts  of 
others,  and  supply  the  rest  from  his  own  imagina- 
tion. 


Z£RAD; 

OE;  THE  ABSENT  LOVEE. 

All  AftABlAM  ECLOCUS. 


Tub  learned  and  ingenious  Mr.  Jones,  in  his  elegant 
and  judicious  Essay  on  the  Poetry  of  the  Eastern 
Nations,  speaking  of  the  Arabians,  has  the  follow- 
ing passage :  *'  It  sometimes  happens,"  says  he, 
•*  that  the  young  men  of  one  tribe  are  in  love 
with  the  damsels  of  another ;  and,  as  the  tents 
are  frequently  removed  on  a  sudden,  the  lovers 
are  often  separated  in  the  progress  of  Che  court- 
ship. Hence,  almost  all  the  Arabic  poems  open 
in  this  manner:  The  author  bewails  the  sudden 


there  is  an  eastern  poem,  generally  esteemed 
sacred,  which  abounds  with  the  most  ardent  ex- 
pressions of  the  one,  and  luxuriant  pictures  of 
the  other. 


Korasa's  tribe,  a  frequent-wand*ring  train. 
From  Zenan*s  pastures  ^KKight  Negiran's  plain. 
With  them  Semira  left  her  favorite  shades, 
The  loveliest  nymph  of  Yemen's  sportive  maids ! 
Her  parting  hand  her  fair  companions  press'd  ; 
A  transient  sorrow  touch'd  each  tender  breast ; 
As  some  thin  cloud  acroM  the  morning  ray 
Casts  one  short  moment's  gloom,  and  glides  away: 
Their  cares,  their  sports,  they  hasted  soon  to  tend. 
And  lost  in  them  the  memory  of  their  friend. 

But  gallant  Zerad  ill  her  absence  bore,^ 
A  wealthy  emir  from  Katara's  shore; 
A  warrior  he,  the  bravest  of  his  race; 
A  bard  high-honour*d  in  his  native  f^ace ; 
Age  oft  leam'd  knowledge  firom  his  tuneful  tongue, 
And  li8t*ning  beauty  languishM  while  he  sung. 
What  time  the  tribes  in  camp  contiguous  lay. 
Oft  with  the  fair-one  he  was  wont  to  stray; 
There  oft  for  her  fresh  fruits  and  flow'rs  he  sooght. 
And  oft  her  flocks  to  crystal  fountains  brought. 

Where  the  tallpalm-grovegrac'd  Alzobsh'sgreen, 
And  sable  tents  in  many  a  rank  were  seen  ' ; 
While  ev'ning's  steps  the  setting  Sun  pnrsu'd. 
And  the  still  fields  her  balmy  tears  bedew'd; 
The  pensive  lover,  there  reclined  apart. 
Indulged  the  sorrows  oC  his  anxious  heart. 
His  graceful  head  the  costly  turban  dress'd  ; 
The  crimson  sa>^h  confined  his  azure  vest ; 
His  hand  the  sounding  arabeb  '  sustain^ ; 
And  thus  his  voice  in  melody  compUin'd — 
Soft  as  the  night-bird's  amorous  music  fiows. 
In  Zibit's  gardens,  when  she  woos  the  rose^: 

"  Bright  starof  Sora's  sky,  whose  matchless  blaze 
Gilds  thy  proud  tribe  with  mild,  benignant  rays  i 
Sweet  flow*r  of  Azem's  vale,  whose  matchless  bloom 
0*er  thy  fam*d  house  spreads  exquisite  perfbme ! 
Blithe  fawn  of  Kosa,  at  the  break  of  dawn. 
Midst  groves  of  cassia,  sporting  on  the  lawn ! 
Too  charming  beauty  !  why  must  1  bemoav 
Thee  from  my  presence  thus  abruptly  flown  ? 
Ere  the  shrill  trump  to  march  the  signal  gavei. 
And  banners  high  in  air  began  to  wave ; 
Ere  the  tall  camel  felt  his  wonted  load. 
And  hei^s  and  flocks  slow  mov'd  along  the  road  ; 
Ere  slow  behind  them  march'd  the  warrior  train. 
And  the  struck  tents  left  yacant  all  the  plain; 
Could  no  fond  plea  obtain  a  longer  stay ; 
Would  no  kind  hand  th'  intelligence  convey  ? 
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For  thee  kind  Science  all  her  lore  dicplays, 
And  Fame  awaits  thee  with  the  wreath  of  praise.' 
*  O  why,*  cries  one,  *  is  she  atone  thy  care  ? 
She  's  ^ir,  indeed,  but  other  oiaids  are  fair : 
Negima's  eyes  with  dazzling  lustre  shine. 
And  her  black  trenses  curl  like  Zebid's  vine ; 
On  Hinda*s  brow  Kusheroon's  lily  blows, 
And  on  her  cheek  unfolds  Nishapor's  rose  ! 
With  them,  the  tale,  the  song,  the  dance  shall  please. 
When  Mirth's  free  banquet  fills  the  bowVof  ease.' 
*  Ah  cease,*  said  I ;  *  of  love  he  little  knows. 
Who  with  sage  counsel  hopes  to  cure  its  woes  ! 
Go,  b'tl  in  air  Yainama^s  lightnings  stay, 
Or  Perath's  lion  quit  his  trembling  prey: 
Kind  Science*  lore  with  Beauty  best  we  share. 
And  Beauty's  hands  Fame's  fairest  wreaths  prepare. 
I  praise  Negima's  lovely  hair  aud  eyes; 
Nor  Hinda's  lily,  nor  her  rose  deftpise  ; 
But  Ondman's  pearls  diffuse  a  brighter  beam 
Than  the  gay  pebbles  of  Kalafm*s  stream.' — 

•*  O  lov*d  Semira !  whither  dost  thou  rove  ? 
Tread  thy  soft  steps  by  Sada's  jasmine  grove  ? 
Dost  thou  thy  flocks  on  Ocah's  mouqtain  keep  ? 
Do  Ared's  olives  whisper  o*er  thy  sleep  ? — 

Ah,  no ! the  maid,  perhaps,  remote  from  these, 

Some  hostile  troop,  in  ambubh  laid,  may  Beize : 
Too  lovely  captive  !  she,  in  triumph  borne. 
The  proud  pacha's  throng'd  haram  shall  adorn. 
Vain  fear !  around  her  march  her  valiant  friends ; 
Brave  Omar's  hand  the  bow  of  bhmael  bends ; 
Strong  Hassan's  arm  Kaaba's  spear  can  wield, 
And  rear  on  high  El-makin's  ponderous  shield  ! 
Ah,  shame  t<^  me !  shall  Sloth's  dishonouring  chain 
From  love,  from  glory,  Zerad  here  detain* 
Till  gr'ef  my  cheek  with  sickly  saffron  spread. 
And  my  eyes,  weeping,  match  th'  argavan*s  red  ^ } 
Haste,  bring  my  steed,  supreme  in  strength  and 

grace, 
First  in  the  fight,  and  fleetest  in  the  chase ; 
His  sire  renown'd  on  Gebel's  hills  was  bred, 
His  beauteous  dam  in  Derar*s  pastures  fed : 
Bring  my  strong  lance  that  ne'er  impeli'd  in  vain, 
Pierc'd  the  fierce  tiger  on  Hegesa's  plain.  ' 
Across  the  desert  I  her  steps  pursue ; 
Toil  at  my  side,  and  danger  in  my  view  ! 
There  Thirst,  fell  demon!  haunts  the  sultry  air. 
And  his  wild  eye-balls  roll  with  horrid  glare; 
There  deadly  Sumiel  s,  striding  o'er  the  land, 
Sweeps  his  red  wing,  and  whirls  the  burning  sand ; 
A;  winds  the  weary  caravan  along. 
The  fiery  storm  involves  the  hapless  throng, 
I  go,  I  go,  nor  toil  nor  danger  heed; 
The  faithful  lover  Safety's  hand  shall  lead. 
The  heart  that  fusters  virtue's  gen'rous  flames. 
Oar  holy  prophet's  sure  protection  claims. 

"  Delightful  Irem  ^  (midst  the  lonely  waste 
By  Shedad's  hand  the  paradise  was  plac'd) 


4  D'  Herbekyt  informs  as,  that  safiron  faces,  and 
argavan  eyes,  are  expressions  commonly  used  in 
the  east,  to  describe  passionate  lovers,  whose  me- 
lancholy appears  in  their  countenances,  aud  whose 
eyes  become  red  with  weeping.  The  argavan  is 
supposed  to  be  the  arbor  jude ;  whose  blossoms  are 
of  a  bright  purple.  Vide  Banner's  Commentary  on 
Solomon's  Song,  page  162. 

*  Sumiel ;  the  fiery  blasting  wind  of  the  desert. 

*  "  Mahommed,  in  his  Alcoran,  in  the  chapter 
of  the  Morning,  mentions  a  garden,  called.  Irem, 


Each  shady  tree  of  Taried  foliage  show^. 
And  ev'ry  flowY  and  ev'ry  fruit  bestows ; 
There  drop  rich  gums  of  ev'ry  high  perfume ; 
There  sing  sweet  birds  of  ev'ry  gaudy  plume ; 
There  soft^ey'd  Houries  tread  th'  enamel  I'd  green— 
Once,  and  no  more,  theliappy  seat  was  seen ; 
As  his  stray'd  camel  midst  the  wild  he  sought. 
Chance  to  the  spot  the  wand'ring  Esar  brought ; 
A  blissful  Irem,  midst  the  desert  drear, 
Semira't  ,tent  my  love-sick  sight  shall  cheer. 

*•  What  palm  of  beauty  tow*rs  on  Keren's  hills  ? 
What  mjrrrh  with  fragrance  Sala's  valley  fills? 
'T  is  she,  who  left  so  lat«  her  fav'rite  shades. 
The  loveliest  nymph  of  Yemen's  sportive  maids ! 
Look  firom  thy  tent,  the  curtains  fair  unfold, 
Give  to  my  view  thy  veil  of  silk  and  gold; 
O  lift  that  veil !  thy  radiant  eyes  dbplay — 
Those  radiant  eyes  shall  light  me  on  my  way  ! 
On  Hejar*s  wild  rocks  from  the  Persian  main. 
Thus  the  Moon  rising  lights  the  wildcr'd  swain. 

0  raise  thy  voice !  the  sound  shall  give  delight, 
Like  songs  of  pilgrims  distant  heard  by  night! 

1  come,  1  come !" — He  spoke,  and  seiz'd  the  rein. 
And  his  fleet  courser  spum'd  the  sandy  plain. 


SERIM; 

OR,  THE  ARTIFICIAL  FAMINE. 

AN  BAST-nCDIAN  ECLOGUE.   . 


The  following  account  of  British  conduct  and  its 
consequences,  in  Bengal  and  the  adjacent  pro- 
vinces, some  years  ago,  will  afford  a  sufficient 
idea  of  the  subject  of  the  following  Eclogue. 
After  describing  the  monopoly  of  salt,  betel-nut, 
and  tobacco,  the  historian  thus  proceeds :  **  Mo- 
ney, in  this  current,  came  but  by  drops;  it 
could  not  quench  the  thirst  of  those  who  waited 
in  India  to  receive  it  An  expedient,  such  as  it 
was,  remained  to  quicken  its  pace. — The  natives 
could  live  with  little  salt,  but  not  without  food. 
Some  of  the  agents  saw  themselves  well  situated 
fi)r  collecting  the  rice  into  stores;  they  did  so. 
They  knew  the  Gentoos  would  rather  die,  than 
violate  the  precepts  of  their  religion  by  eating 
flesh.  The  alternative  would  therefore  be,  be- 
tween giving  what  they  had,  and  dying.  The 
inhabitants  sunk ;  they  that  cultivated  the  land, 
and  saw  the  harvest  at  the  disposal  of  others, 
planted  in  doubt;  scarcity  ensued;  then  the 
noonopoly  was  easier  managed.  The  people  took 
to  roots,  and  food  they  bad  been  unaccustomed 
to  eat.  Sickness  ensued.  In  some  districts,  the 
languid  living  left  the  bodies  of  their  numerous 

dead  unburied." Short  History  of   English 

Transactions  in  the  East- Indies,  p.  145. 

The  above  quotation  sufficiently  proves,  that  the 
general  plan  of  the  following  poem  is  funded  on 


which  is  no  leas  celebrated  by  the  Asiatic  poets,  than 
that  of  the  Hesperides  by  the  Greeks.  It  was  plant- 
ed, as  th6  commentators  say,  by  a  king  named 
Shedad ;  and  was  once  seen  by  an  Arabian,  who 
wandered  far  into  the  desert,  in  search  of  a  lost 
camel. "    Jones's  Essay  on  the  Poetry  of  the  Eastern 
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fact  Andy  even  with  regard  to  its  particular  in- 
cidentSy  there  can  be  little  doubt»  but  that,  amoBg 
the  vaned  miieries  of  millions,  every  pic^Jre  of 
distress,  which  the  author  has  drawn,  bad  hf 
original. 


''  O  ovAEiMAif  genius  of  this  sacred  wave  * ! 
O  save  thy  sons,  if  thine  the  pow*r  to  save!'* 
So  Serim  spoke,  as  sad  on  Gatages*  shore 
He  sat,  his  country's  miseries  to  deplore — 
**  O  guardian  genius  of  thb  sacred  ware ! 
O  save  thy  sons,  if  thine  the  pow'r  to  save ! 
From  Agra's  tow'rs  to  Muxadabafs '  walls, 
On  thee  for  aid  the  suifring  Hindoo  calls: 
Europe's  fell  race  control  the  wide  domain. 
Engross  the  harvest,  and  enslave  tbe  swaiiv 
Why  rise  these  cumbrous  piles  along  thy  tide  ? 
They  hold  the  plenty  to  our  prayers  deny*d  ! 
Guards  at  their  gates  perpetual  ^atcb  maintain. 
Where  Want  in  angubh  craves  relief  in  vain. 
'  Bring  gold,  bring  gems,'  th'  insatiate  plunderers 

cry; 
'  Who  hoards  his  wealth  by  Hunger's  rage  shall  die.' 
Ye  fiends !  ye  have  ravish'd  all  our  little  store ; 
Ye  see  we  perish,  yet  ye  ask  for  more ! 
Go  ye  yourselves,  and  search  for  gold  the  mine ; 
Go,  dive  where  pearls  beneath  the  ocean  shine ! 
What  right  have  ye  to  plague  our  peaceful  land  ? 
No  ships  of  ours  e'er  sought  your  western  strand : 
Ne'er  from  your  fields  we  soatch'd  their  crops  away, 
Nor  made  your  daughters  or  your  sons  our  prey. 
Not  ev'n  in  thought  we  quit  our  native  place — 
A  calm,  contented,  inoifensive  race ! 
By  Avarice  led,  ye  range  remotest  climes, 
And  ev'ry  nation  execrates  your  crimes. 

'*  When  Timur's  housed  renown'd,   in  D^i 

reign'd, 
Distress,  assistance  unimplor'd  obtain'd: 
When  Famine  o'er  th'  afflicted  region  frown'd. 
And  Sickness  languish'd  on  the  barren  ground. 
The  imperial  granaries  wide  displayed  their  doors, 
And  ships  provision  brought  from  distant  shores  $ 
The  laden  camels  crowded  Kurah's  vales. 
From  Colgon's  cliffs  they  hail'd  the  coming  sails. 
But  ye ! — e'en  now,  while  fav'ring  seasons  smile, 
And  the  rich  ^lebe  would  recompense  our  toil. 


'  The  Hindoos  worship  a  god  or  genius  of  the 
Ganges. 

a  Muxadabat,  or  Morihedabat,  a  large  city  of 
India,  about  two  hundred  miles  above  Calcutta. 
The  name  is  commonly  pronounced  with  the  ac> 
cent  gh  the  lost  syllable;  Muxadabat  1  have 
taken  the  liberty  to  accommodate  this,  and  some 
few  other  words,  to  my  verse,  by  altering  the  ac- 
centuation ;  a  matter,  I  apprehcnid,  of  little  conse- 
quence to  the  English  reader. 

*  The  famous  Mahometan  t3nrant,  Auranzebe, 
during  a  fsmine  which  prevailed  in  difiecent  parts 


Dearth  and  disease  to  you  ahme  we  owe; 
Ye  cause  the  roisnhief,  and  eqjoy  the  woe ! 

"  This  beaoteoos  clime,  but  late,  what  pleatr 
bless'd! 
What  days  of  pleasure,  and  what  nights  of  rest ! 
From  Gola's  straets,  €sm'd  mart  of  fragrant  gram  1 
IVade's  cheerful  voice  resounded  o'er  Uie  pluii'; 
There  now  sad  Silence  Kstens  to  the  waves 
That  break  in  murmurs  round  the  rocky  cares; 
Sweet  were  the  songs  o'er  Jomal's  level  borne;, 
While  busy  thousands  throng'd  to  plant  the  com  ; 
Now  tenfold  tax  the  farmer  fore'd  to  jrield. 
Despairs,  and  leaves  unoccupy'd  the  fiekL 
Sweet  were  the  songs  of  Burdwan's  mulberry  grove^ 
While  the  rich  silk  the  rapid  shuttle  wove; 
Now  from  the  loom  :2ur  costly  veatOMots  torn, 
Th'  insulting  robbers  meanest  slaves  adorn. 
In  Malda's^  shades,  on  Puma's  palmy  plain. 
The  hapless  artists,  urg^d  to  toil  in  vain. 
Quit  their  sad  homes,  and  mourn  along  the  land, 
A  pensive,  pallid,  self-disabled  band  « !  ^ 

*'  Tbe  year  revolves— 'Bring  cboiceatfraits  and 
flow'rs! 
Spread  #lde  the  board  in  consecrated  bow*fa; 
Bring  joy,  bring  sport,  the  song,  the  dancepcepare ! 
'T  is  Drugah'ss  feast,  and  all  oorfrieods  nrast 

share!' 
The  year  revolvea-HMr  frints  nor  iow'ts  are  seen ; 
Nor  festive  board  in  bow'rs  of  holy  green ; 
Nor  joy,  nor  sport  nor  dance,  nor  tooefal  strain: 
'T  is  Drugah's  feast— but  grief  and  terroor  reign. 
Yet  thejre,  ingrate !  oft  welcome  guests  ye  came, 
And  talk'd  of  honour's  laws  and  friendship's  flanic. 

*'  The  year  revolves— and  Bisheo's*  last  invites 
On  Ganges'  marge  to  pay  the  solemn  rites; 
All,  boons  of  Bishen,  gpreat  preserver,  crave; 
All,  in  the  sacred  flood,  then*  bodies  lave : 
No  more,  alas! — the  multitude  no  more 
Bathe  in  the  tide,  or  kneel  upon  tbe  shore ; 
No  more  from  towns  and  villages  they  tliroo^ 
Wide  o'er  the  fields,  the  public  paths  along : 

4  «  Those  who  now  made  tbe  things  the  Engiisli 
most  wanted,  were  pressed  on  all  sides— by  their 
own  necessities,  their  neighbours,  and  tbe  agents 
employed  to  procure  the  company^  investments, 
as  the  goods  sent  to  Europe  are  called.  These  iai> 
portunities  were  united,  and  urged  so  much,  so 
often,  and  in  such  ways,  as  to  produce,  among  the 
people  in  the  silk  business,  instances  of  their  cutting 
off"  their  thumbs,  that  the  want  of  them  might  e»- 
cuse^them  from  fbllowiog  their  trade,  and  the  n- 
conveniences  to  which  they  were  exposed  beyond 
the  commot^  lot  of  their  ueigfaboork"  History  of 
English  Transactioiis  in  the  East  Indies. 

s  Drugah;  a  Hindoo  goddess.  ^DmgahPoqjah 
is  the  grand  general  fMst  of  the  Geiitoos,  asmdly 
visited  by  all  Europeans,  (by  invitation)  who  are 
treated  by  the  proprietors  of  the  feast  with  tbe 
fruits  and  flowers  in  season,  and  are  entertained 
every  evening  wi£h  bands  of  singers  and  daBcefSk** 
v:^A  u^iiMiPa  r   ~ 
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Sad  OD  our  wm3r«>  by  haman  Ibot  uDwon, 
sulks  tke  dim  form  of  Solitud€  forlorn !— > 
From  Ava's  raouDtains  Mom's  bright  eyes  surrey 
Fair  Ganges*  streams  in  many  a  wielding  ftray; 
There  fleecy  flocks  on  many  an  island  feed; 
There  herds  unnumbered  pasture  many  a  mead; 
(While  noxious  herbs  our  last  resource  supply, 
And,  dearth  escaping,  by  disease  we  die) 
'  Take  these,*  ye  cry,  *  nor  more  for  food  complain ! 
Take  these,  and  slay  like  us,  and  riot  on  the  slain !' 
Ah  no !  our  law  the  crime  abhorred  withstands ; 
We  die— but  blood  shall  ne'er  pollute  our  hands* 
O  guardian  genius  of  this  sacred  wave! 
Save,  save  thy  sons,  if  thine  the  powV  to  save  !" 

So  Serim  spoke — while  by  the  Moon^s  pale  beam. 
The  firequent  corse  came  floating  down  the  stream  ^. 
He  sigh'd,  and  rising  tum'd  his  steps  to  rove 
Whfere  wav*d  o*er  Nizim's  vale  the  coco-grove ; 
There,  midst  scorch'd  ruins,  one  lone  roof  remained. 
And  one  forlorn  inhabitant  contained. 
The  sound  of  feet  he  near  b'ls  threshold  heard ; 
Slow  from  the  ground  his  languid  limbs  he  rear*d: 
**  G>me,  tyrant,  come !  perform  a  generous  part. 
Lift  thy  keen  steel,  and  pierce  this  fainting  heart! 
Com'st  thou  for  gold  ?  my  gold,  alas,  I  gave, 
My  darling  daughter  in  distress  to  save! 
Thy  foitbless  brethren  tookthe  shining  store, 
.Then  from  my  arms  the  trembling  virgin  tore! 
Three  days,  three  nights,  I  've  languished  here 

alone- 
Three  foodless  dajrs,  three  jaights  to  sleep  unknown ! 
Come,  tyrant,  come !  perform  a  gen'roos  part. 
Lift  thy  keen  steel,  and  pierce  this  fainting  heart  !*' 

**  No  hostile  steps  the  haunt  of  Woe  invade," 
Seiim  reply'd — aiid,  passing  where  the  glade 
A  length  of  prospect  down  the  vale  display'd^ 
Another  sight  of  misery  met  his  view ; 
Another  mournful  voice  his  notice  drew ! 
There,  aear  a  teqiple*8  recent  ruin,  stood 
A  whit^-Tob*d  Bramin,  by  the  sacred  flood : 
His  wives,  his  children,  dead  beside  him  lay— 
Of  hunger  these,  and  those  of  grief  the  prey ! 
Thrice  be  with  dust  defil'd  his  aged  head ; 
Thrice  o*er  the  stream  his  hands  uplifted  spread: 
**  Hear,  all  ye  pow'rs  to  whom  we  bend  in  pray'r ! 
Hear,  all  who  rule  o'er  water,  earth,  and  air ! 
'T  is  not  for  them,  though^lifiBless  there  they  Ue; 
T  is  not  for  me,  though  innocent  I  die :— > 
My  country's  breast  the  tiger.  Avarice,  rends. 
And  loud  to  you  her  partrog  groan  ascends. 
Hear,  all  ye  pow'rs  to  whom  we  bend  in  pny'r ! 
Hear,  all  who  rule  o'er  water,  earth,  and  air ! 
Hear,  and  avenge! .    [sphere, 

"  But,  hark !  what  voice,  firom  yonder  starry 
Slides,  like  the  breese  of  ev'ntng,  o*er  my  ear  } 
lo,  Birmah's  *  form !  on.  amber  clouds  enthroned ; 
His  azuve  robe  with  lucid  emerald  zoi^d; 


He  looks  celestial  dignity  and  grace. 

And  views  with  pity  wretched  human  race ! 

*' '  Forbear,  rash  man !  nor  curse  thy  country'^ 
foes; 
Frail  man  to  man  forgiveness  ever  owes. 
When  Moisasoor  9  the  fell  on  Earth's  fair  plain 
Brought  his  detested  of&pring,  Strife  and  Pain; 
Revenge  with  them,  relentless  Fury,  came. 
Her  bosom  bnming  with  infernal  flame ! 
Her  hair  sheds  horrour,  like  the  comet's  blaze ; 
Her  eyes,  all  ghastly,  blast  where'er  they^aze; 
Her  lifted  arm  a  pot9on*d  crice  '^  sustain^; 
Her  garments  drop  with  blood  of  kindred  veins ! 
Who  asks  her  aid,  must  own  her  endless  reign, 
Feel  her  keen  scourge,  and  drag  her  galling  chain  (' 

*'  The  strains  sublime  in  sweetest  music  close. 
And  all  the  tumult  of  my  soul  compose. 
Yet  you,  ye  oppressors!  uninvok'd  on  you  ", 
Your  steps,  the  steps  of  justice  will  pursue! 
Go,  spread  your  white  sails  on  the  azure  mahi ; 
Fraught  with  our  spoils,  your  native  land  regain  ; 
Go,  plant  the  grove,  and  bid  the  lake  expand. 
And  on  green  ills  the  pompous  palace  stand : 
Let  Luxury's  hand  adorn  the  gaudy  room. 
Smooth  the  soft  couch,  and  shed  the  rich 'per- 
fume— 
There  night's  kind  calm  in  vain  shall  sleep  invite^ 
While  fancied  omens  warn,  and  spectres  fright: 
Sad  sounds  shall  issue  from  your  guilty  walls, 
The  widow'd  wife's,  the  sonless  mother's  calls  ; 
And  infant  rajahs'  bleeding  forms  shall  rise. 
And  lift  to  you  their  supplicating  eyes : 
RenKMTse  intolerabfe  your  hearts  will  feel. 
And  your  own  hand  plunge  deep  th'  AYfnpng 

steep'. 
(For  Europe*s  cowards  Heav'n's  command  disdaun^ 
'To  Death's  cold  arms  they  fly  for  ease  io  vain.) 
For  us,  each  painful  transmigration  o'er. 
Sweet  fields  receive  us  to  resign  no  more ; 
Where  Safety's  fence  for  ever  round  us  grows. 
And  P6ace,  foir  flow'r,  with  bloom  unfoding blows; 
Light's  Sun  unsetting  shines  with  cheering  beam; 
And  Pleasure's  river  rolls  its  golden  stream !" 

Enrapt  he  spoke—then  ceas'd  the  lofty  strain. 
And  Orel's  rocks  retum'd  the  sound  again.—. 
A  British  ruffian,  near  in  ambush  laid, 
Rush'd  $udden  from  the  cane-isle's  secret  shade; 
"  Go  to  thy  God !"  frith  rage  infernal  cry'd. 
And  headlong  plung'd  the  hapless  sage  into  the 
foaming  tide. 


9  Moisasoor:  the  Hindoo  author  of  evil,  similar 
to  our  Satan.  * 

'«  Crice,  an  Indian  dagger. 

"  The  reader  must  readily  perceive  the  propriety 
of  this  turn  of  thought  in  a  poem  designed  to  have  a 
moral  tendencv.    There  is  much  diflCerence  between 
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LI-PO; 

OR,  THE  doOD  GOVERNOR. 
A  CHINESE  ECLOGUE. 


Those  who  are  conversant  in  the  best  accounts  of 
China,  particularly  Du  Halde's  History,  must 
have  remarked,  that  the  Chinese  government, 
thouf^h  arbitrary,  is  well  regulated  and  mild; 
and  that  a  prince,  in  that  country,  can  acquire  no 
glory,  but  by  attention  to  the  welfare  of  his  sub- 
jects. On  this  general  idea  is  founded  the  plan 
of  the  fdUowing  poem. 


Where  Honan's  hills  Kiansi's  vale  enclose. 
And  Xifa*s  lake  its  glassy  level  shows ; 
Li-po*8  fair  island  lay— delightful  scene  ! 
With  swelling  slopes,  and  groves  of  every  green: 
On  azure  rocks  his  rich  pavilion  plac'd, 
Rear'd  its  light  front  with  golden  colomns  gracM ; 
High  o*er  the  roof  a  weening  willow  hung. 
And  jasmine  boughs  the  lattice  twin*d  among; 
In  porcelain  vases  crested  amaranth  grew. 
And  starry  aster,  crimson,  white,  aild  blue; 
Lien-hoa  flow'rs  upon  the  water  spread ; 
Bright  shells  and  corals  varied  lustre  shed ; 
From  spirtrry  grottos  crystal  drops  distill'd 
On  sounding  brass,  and  air  with  music  fill*d ; 
Soft  through  the  bending  canes  the  breezes  play'd. 
The  rustling  leaves  continual  murmur  made; 
Gay  shoals  of  gold-fish  glitter'd  in  the  tide, 
And  gaudy  birds  flew  sportive  by  its  side. 
The  distant  prospects  well  the  sight  might  please. 
With  pointed  mountains,  and  romantic  trees: 
From  craggy  clif&,  between  the  verdant  shades. 
The  silver  rills  nishM  down  in  bright  cascades ; 
O'er  terrac'd  steeps  rich  cotton  harvests  ■  wav*d, 
And  smooth  canals  the  rice-clad  valley  lav'd ; 
Long  rows  of  cypress  *  parted  all  the  land, 
And  tall  pagodas  crown'd  the  river's  strand ! 

'T  was  here,  from  business  and  its  pomp  and  pain, 
The  pensive  master  sought  relief  in  vain. 
Li-po,  mild  prince,  a  viceroy's  sceptre  swayM, 
And  ten  fiiir  towns  his  gentle  rule  obey*d : 
The  mom*s  transactions  to  his  memory  came. 
And  some  he  found  to  praise,  and  some  to  blame  ; 
MarkM  here  how  justice,  pity  there  prevaird. 
And  how  from  haste  or  indolence  he  fail'd. 

Beneath  a  bow*r  of  sweet  ka-fa,  whose  bloom 
FillM  all  th*  adjacent  lawn  with  rich  perfume, 
His  slaves  at  distance  sat— ^a  beauteous  train! — 
One  ¥(B.Wd  the  lute,  and  one  the  vocal  strain : 


Of  tyrants  proud,  from  pow'r^  high  summit  cast; 
And  lovers,  long  desponding,  bless'd  at  last 
They  ceas'd;  the  warblings  softly  died  away. 
Like  zephjnrs  ceasing  at  the  close  of  day.      [sight, 
**  This  scene,"  said  be,  "  how  fair !  to  please  the 
How  Nature's  charms.  Art's  ornaments  unite ! 
Those  maids,  what  magic  in  the  strains  they  sung ! 
Song  sweetliest  flows  from  Beauty's  tuneful  tongue. 
Yet  say,  did  Tien  bid  powf  and  wealth  be  mme. 
For  me  my  soul  to  pleasure  to  resign  ? 

'*  What  boots  that  annual,  on  our  fathers'  tombs, 
We  strew  fair  flow'n,  and  offer  choice  perfumes; 
Our  veneration  of  their  memories  show. 
And  not  their  steps  in  virtue's  path  pursue  ? 
When,  from  his  province  as  the  prince  returns. 
Rich  feasts  for  him  are  spread,  and  incense  bums. 
And  gilded  barks  unfold  their  streanierB  gay. 
And  following  crowds  their  loud  applauses  pay  ; 
Avails  all  this,  if  he  from  right  has  swenr'd, 
Alid  conscience  tells  him  all  is  undeserved  ? 

'*  Arise,  Li-po  I  't  is  duty  calls,  arise ! 
The  Sun  sinks  redd'ning  in  Tartarian  skies. 
Yon  walls  that  tow'r  o'er  Xensi's  neighb'ring  plain. 
Yon  walls  unnnmber'd  miseries  contain. 
Think, "why  did  Tien  superior  rank  impart. 
Force  of  the  mind,  or  feelings  of  the  heart 
Last  night  in  sleep,  to  Fancsr^s  sight  display'd, . 
Lay  lovelier  scenes  than  e'er  my  eyes  survey'd ; 
With  purple  shone  the  hills,  with  gold  the  vales. 
And  greenest  foliage  wav^d  in  gentlest  gales: 
Midst  palmy  fields,  with  sunshine  ever  bright, 
A  palace  rear'd  its  walls  of  silvery  white ; 
The  gates  of  pearl  a  shady  hall  disclos'd. 
Where  old  Confucius'  rev'rend  fiHin  re^Kw'd : 
Loose  o'er  his  limbs  the  silk's  light  texture  flow'd. 
His  eye  serene  ethereal  lustre  show'd : 
*  My  son,'  said  he,  as  near  his  seat  I  drew, 
'  Cast  round  this  wondrous  spot  thy  dazzled  view  ; 
See  how,  by  lucid  founts  in  myrtle  bow'rs. 
The  bless'd  inhabitants  consume  their  hours; 
Th^  ne'er  to  War,  fell  fiend !  commianoo  gave 
To  murder,  ravish,  banish,  and  enslave ; 
They  ne'er  bade  Grandeur  raise  her  gorgeous  pile. 
With  tribute  ravbh'd  from  the  band  of  Toil; 
But  parents,  guardians  of  the  people  reign'd. 
The  weak  defended,  and  the  poor  sustain'd.' 
Smilmg  he  ceas'd— the  vision  seem'd  to  fly. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  dispersing  in  the  sky. 

**  Arise, 'Li-po!  and  oast  thy  robes  aside. 
Disguise  thy  form,  thy  well-known  features  hide; 
Go  forth,  3ron  streets,  yon  crowded  streets  pervade. 
Mix  with  Uie  throng,  and  mark  who  seeks  thy  aid: 
There  Avarice  stem  o'er  poverty  bears  sway. 
And  age  and  sickness  fall  hb  easy  prey; 
There  hands  that  Justice*  sacred  ensigns  bear. 
Protect  the  plunderer,  and  the  plunder  share; 
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The  Horatian,  or  leaser  ode,  is  characterized  prin- 
cipally by  ease  and  correctness.  Hie  follow- 
ing little  pieces,  attempted  oo  that  plan,  were 
the  production  of  very  different  periods,  and, 
on  revisal,  were  thought  not  undeserving  a 
place  in  this  collection. 


ODE  I. 
TOLEIBUKB. 

Gemtli  Leisure,  whom  of  yore 
To  Wealth  the  fair  Contentment  bore, 
When  Peace  with  them  her  dwelling  made, 
And  Health  her  kind  attendance  paid ; 
M  wand'ring  o'er  the  sunny  plains    . 
They  fed  their  herds  and  fleecy  trains : — 

0  thou  !  who  country  scenes  and  air 
Preferr'st  to  courts,  and  crowds,  and  care; 
With  thee  I  've  often  passM  thfe  day. 

To  thee  I  wake  the  grateful  lay. 

With  thee  on  Chadwell's  '  thymy  brow. 
Beneath  the  hazels  bending  bough, 

1  've  sat  to  breathe  the  fragrance  cool 
Exhaling  from  the  glassy  pool; 
Where,  through  th'  unsuUy'd  crystal  seen, 
The  bottom  showM  its  shining  green: 

As,  all-attentive,  these  I  view'd. 
And  many  a  pleasing  thought  pursu'd, 
Whate'cr  of  pleasure  they  bestow'd. 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleasure  ow*d ! 

With  thee,  on  Mussla's'  corn-clad  height. 
The  landscape  oft  has  charm'd  my  sight; 
Delightful  hills,  and  vales,  and  woods, 
And  dusty  roads,  and  winding  floods ; 
And  towns,  that  through  thin  groups  of  shade 
Their  roofs  of  vary'd  form  displayed: 
As,  all-attentive,  these  I  yiew'd, 
And  many  a  pleasing  thought  pursu'd, 
'Whate*er  of  pleasure  they  bestow'd. 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleasure  ow'd  ! 

With  thee,  where  Easna's  ^  hornbeam  grove 
Its  foliage  o*er  me  interwove. 
Along  the  lonely  path  I  've  stray'd, 
By  banks  in  hoary  moss  array'.d, 
"Where  tufts  of  azure  orpine  grew. 
And  branchy  fern  of  brighter  hue : 
As,  all-attentive,  these  I  view*d. 
And  many  a  pleasing  thought  pursuM, 
Whatever  of  pleasure  they  bestow'd. 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleasure  ow'd ! 
'    With  thee  by  Stansted's  4  farms  enclos'd. 
With  aged  elms  in  rows  disposed ; 
Or  where  her  chapel's  walls  appear, 
The  silver  winding  river  near,  ^ 

Beneath  the  broad-leavM  sycamore, 
I  '?e  lingered  on  the  shady  shore : 


■  The  New  River  Head,  near  Ware. 
*  A  hill  on  the  north  side  of  Ware. 
<  A  pleasant  wood,  east  of  Ware. 
^  A  village  in  the  same  neighbourhood. 


As,  all-attentive,  these  I  view'd. 
And  many  a  pleasing  thought  pursu'd, 
Whate'er  of  pleasure  they  bestow'd. 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleasure  ow*d! 

With  thee,  where  Thames  his  waters  leads 
Round  Poplar's  iale*  of  verdant  meads. 
Along  the  undulating  tide, 
I  Ve  seen  the  white-sail 'd  vessels  glide ; 
Or  gaz'd  on  London's  lofty  towers. 
Or  Dulwich  hills,  or  Greenwich  bowers: 
As,  all-attentive,  these  I  view'd. 
And  many  a  pleasing  thought  pursu'd, 
Whate'er  of  pleasure  they  bestow'd. 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleasure  ow'd ! 

O  gentle  Leisure ! — absent  long^- 
I  woo  thee  with  this  tuneful  song: 
If  e*er,  allur'd  by  grateful  change. 
O'er  scenes  yet  unbebeld  I  range. 
And  Albion's  east  or  western  shore 
For  rural  solitudes  explore : 
As,  all-attentive,  these  I  view, 
And  many  a  pleasing  thought  pursue, 
Whate'er  of  pleasure  they  bestow. 
To  thee  that  pleasure  I  must  owe  ! 


ODE  n. 

THE  EVENING  WALK. 

What  time  fair  Spring,  with  dewy  hand. 

Awakes  her  cowslip  bloom ; 
And  hawthorn  boughs,  by  breezes  fann'd. 

Diffuse  a  rich  perfume ; 

Yonng  Therou  down  the  valley  strayed 

At  ev'ning's  silent  hour; 
When  bright  the  setting  sunbeams  play'd 

On  Hertford's  distant  tower. 

He  sigh'd,  and  cast  around  his  eye 

O'er  all  the  pleasing  scene ; 
Now  tow'rds  the  golden-clouded  sky, 

Now  on  the  fields  of  green. 

"  Thrice  has  fair  Spring  her  cowslip  bloom 

Awak'd  with  dewy  hand ; 
And  hawthorn  boughs  diffused  perfume. 

By  western  breezes  fann'd, 

"  Since  here,  at  ev'ning's  silent  hour. 

Delighted  oft  I  stray'd  ; 
While  bright  on  Hertford's  distant  tower 

The  setting  sunbeams  play'd :   . 

«  'T  was  then  the  flatterer  Hope  was  near; 

And  sung  this  soothing  straip : 
*. Where  through  the  trees  yon  tow'rs  appear 

Far  o'er  the  level  plain ; 

"  *  There  oft  thy  pleasant  evening  walk 

Thy  fav'rite  maid  shall  join. 
And  all  the  charms  of  tender  talk 

And  tuneful  song  be  thine: 

s  Commonly  called  the  Isle  qf 
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«  *  With  thee  she'll  hear  the  bleat  of  flocki. 

The  throsUe't  mellow  lay ; 
The  rills  that  mormur  o'er  the  rocks. 

The  whispers  of  the  spray.'— 

**  So  sang  false  Hope— decetr'd  I  heard. 

And  set  my  heart  at  ease ; 
The  fbtare  then  so  fair  appnr'd. 

It  made  the  present  please. 

**  So  smig  UUb  Hope^tbe  approaching  yean. 

That -distant  look'd  so  gay. 
With  clouds  of  cares  and  storms  of  ftears 

All  fraught,  have  pass*d  away. 

**  As  glides  yoo  San  adown  the  sky, 

Ab  rolls  yon  rapid  stream; 
So  £sst  our  jojrs  and  sorrows  fly, 

And,  flown,  appear  a  dream. 

«  Be  then  the  events  that  Time  harbronght. 

To  me  not  brought  in  vain ; 
By  painful  disappointment  taught. 

Let  wisdom  be  my  gam !" 

Thus  Theron  spoke,  and  earnest  ey*d 

The  Son's  departing  ray ; 
Again  he  look'd,  ^gain  be  sighed, 

And  homeward  bent  his  way. 


ODEIIL 

TO  CHILDHOOD. 

Cbilmood  !  happiest  stage  of  life,  ' 
Free  from  care  and  free  from  strife. 
Free  firom  Memory's  rathless  reign. 
Fraught  wHh  scenes  of  fyrmer  pain ; 
Free  from  Fancy's  cruel  skill. 
Fabricating  future  ill ; 
Time,  when  all  that  meets  the  riew. 
All  can  charm,  for  all  is  new  } 
How  thy  long-lost  hours  I  mourn, 
Nearer,  never,  to  return  I 

Then  to  toss  the  circling  ball, 
Gaught  rebounding  from  the  wail ; 
Then  the  mimic  ship  to  guide 
Down  the  kennel's  dirty  tide  ; 
Then  the  hoop's  revolving  pace 
Through  the  dusty  street  to  chase ; 
O  what  joy  I— it  once  was  mine. 
Childhood,  matchlen  boon  of  thine  !- 
How  thy  long-lost  hours  I  mourn. 
Never,  never  to  return ! 


ODE  IV. 

HSABINO  MUSIC. 

Yon  organ!  hark!— how  soft,  how  sweet. 
The  warbling  notes  in  concert  meet ! 

The  sound  my  fiancy  leads 
To  climes  where  Phoebus'  brightest  beams 
Gild  jataiine  groves  and  crystal  streams, 

And  lily-mantled  meads; 

Where  myrtle  bowers  their  bloom  unfbld, 
Where  citrons  bend  with  fruit  of  gold. 


Where  grapes  depress  the  vines ; 
Where,  on  the  bank  with  roeef  gay. 
Love,  Innocence,  and  Pleasure  play. 

And  Beauty's  fbrm  reclines. 

Now  diff Vent  tones  and  measures  flow. 
And,  gravely  deep,  and  sadly  slow, 

Inv^ve  the  mind  in  gloom ; 
I  seem  to  join  the  moumfoT  train. 
Attendant  round  the  couch  of  Pain, 

Or  leanmg  o'er  the  tomb : 

To  where  the  orphan'd  infeuit  sleeps. 
To  where  the  love-lofn  damsel  weeps, 

I  pitying  seem  to  stray ; 
Methinks  I  watch  his  cradle  near; 
Methinks  her  drooping  thoughts  I  cheer. 

And  wipe  her  tears  away. 

Now  loud  the  tuneful  thunders  roU, 
And  rouse  and  elevate  the  soul 

O'er  Earth  and  all  its  care ; 
I  seem  to  hear  from  heavenly  plainf 
Angelic  choirs  responsive  strains. 

And  in  their  raptures  share. 


ODE  V. 

ALAIfDtCAPB. 

On  the  eastern  hill's  steep  side 
Spreads  the  rural  hamlet  wide ; 
Cross  the  vale,  where  willows  rise. 
Further  still  another  lies  ; 
And,  beneath  a  steeper  hill, 
lies  another  further  still : 
Near  them  many  a  field  and  grore— 
Scenes  where  Health  and  Labour  rove! 

Northward  swelling  slopes  are  seen. 
Clad  with  corn-fields  neat  and  green  ^ 
There,  through  grassy  plains  below. 
Broad  and  smooth  the  waters  flow  ; 
While  the  town,  their  banks  along. 
Bids  its  clusfring  bouses  throng, 
In  the  sunshine  glitt'ring  fair ; 
Haunts  of  bnsiness,  haunts  of  care  1 

Westward  o'er  the  3relk)w  meads 
Wind  the  rills  through  wavmg  reeds  ^ 
From  dark  elms  a  shadow  falb 
On  the  abbey's  whiteu'd  walls : 
Wide  the  park's  green  lawns  expand ; 
Thick  its  tufted  lindens  stand : 
Fair  retreat !  that  well  might  please 
Wealth,  and  Elegance,  and  Ease. 

Hark!  amidst  the  distant  shades 
Murm'ring  drop  the  deep  cascades ; 
Hark !  amidst  the  rustling  trees 
Softly  sighs  the  gentle  breeze ; 
And  the  Eolian  harp,  reclin'd 
Obvious  to  the  stream  of  wind. 
Pours  its  wildly-warbled  strain. 
Rising  now,  now  sunk  again. 

How  the  view  detains  the  sight  ? 
How  the  sounds  the  ear  deKght ! — 
Sweet  the  scene !  but  think  not  there 
Happiness  sincere  to  share : 
Reason  still  regrets  the  day 
Passing  rapidly  away ; 
Less'ning  life's  too  little  store  i,  ^ 

Passing,  to  return  no  mon^tvjj OOQ IC 
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ODE  VL 

TO  A  FRIEND, 

OM  Hit  MAttlAGI  AKD  UMOVAL  INTO  TBI  rOOlTimr* 

WBlTfni  AT  tTAMWAT-HALT.,  IN  EttlZ. 

Whatb*u  df  lighter  strain  the  Mate 
Essay'd,  in  vacant  hours  of  eas«, 
At  thy  expense  to  raise  a  smile, 
I  deem  thy  candour  will  excuse  $ 
For  sure  I  meant  not  to  displease, 
For  sure  I  wished  thee  well  the  while ^. 

And  now  the  nuptial  knot  is  tied, 
That  Muse  no  idle  flatt'ry  brings. 
Nor  talks  of  joy  unmix*d  with  care— 
I  trust  that  none  whoe*er  has  try'd 
The  sober  state  of  human  things. 
Will  give  thee  hope  such  joy  to  share. 

Domestic  life  must  soon  be  thin&— 

'T  is  various  as  an  April  day; 

'T  is  pleasure  now,  and  now  H  is  pain  : 

Through  storms  of  foal  and  gleams  of  flnt 

Contented  hold  thy  steady  way. 

And  these  enjoy,  and  those  sustain* 

From  London's  streets  to  solitude. 
From  brilliant  shops  to  dirty  fields. 
From  beaux  and  belles  to  rugged  bindt— • 
The  change  I  own  is  strange  and  rude : 
Yet  scarce  a  place  so  little  yields. 
But  he  who  seeks  amusement  finda. 

Perchance  thoa  It  not  disdain  to  bear 
The  ploughman's  hSstmy  of  the  plain ; 
Thy  sight  the  prospect's  scenes  may  charm : 
And  sure  fastidjons  is  the  ear, 
That  slights  the  milkmaid's  simple  strain, 
At  ev'ning  echoing  frooi  the  farm. 


The  market  lore  of  artfid  i 

The  price  of  cattle  and  of  com. 

The  sportsman's  feats  of  dogs  and  g^uns  ;«- 

To  practise  that  will  cost  thee  pains  ; 

And  these  with  patience  must  be  borne. 

For  he  will  be  disliked  who  shnns. 

Courage,  my  friend  !  whate*er  our  fate  ! 

So  versatile  the  human  mind, 

That  oft,  when  novelty  is  o'er. 

To  objects  of  our  former  bate 

Assimilated  and  resigned. 

We  wonder  they  dis|»leas'd  before. 

T  was  on  the  festive,  social  day. 
Where  Beauty  cast  her  smiles  around. 
And  Mirth  the  mind  from  care  relieved; 
What  time  our  hands  in  harmless  play 
Thy  brow  with  wreaths  of  myrtle  bound. 
My  thoughts  this  grateful  lay  com^eiv'd. 


*  The  author  alludes  to  some  trifling  pieces  of 
humour,  written  on  his  friepd,  f>r  the  amusement 
of  a  few  intimate  acquaintance. 


Prom  Stanway's  groves,  from  fields  of  Layer  % 

To  other  scenes  sund  other  friends 

To  morrow  ci^ls  my  steps  away ; 

Yet  memory  them  in  view  s^ll  bear  ; 

Yet  them  the  wish  of  health  attends. 

And  many  a  moment  calm  and  gay. 


ODE  VU. 

WRITTEN  IN  WIlfTBR. 

Whili  in  the  sky  black  clouds  impend^ 
And  fogs  arise  and  rains  descend^ 
And  one  brown  prospect  opens  round 
Of  leafless  trees  and  furrow'd  ground  ; 
Save  where  unmelted  spots  of  snow 
Upon  the  shaded  hilUside  show ; 
While  chill  winds  blow,  and  torrents  roll. 
The  scene  disgusts  tbo  sight,  depresses  all  the  fouL 

Yet  worse  what  polar  climates  share—  * 

Vast  regions,  dreary,  bleak,  and  bare  !^ 

Tliere,  on  an  icy  mountam's  height* 

Seen  only  by  the  Moon's  pale  light. 

Stem  Wmter  rears  his  giant  form, 

His  robe  a  mist,  his  voice  a  storm : 
'  His  frown  the  sbiv'ring  nations  fly. 
And  bid  for  half  a  year  in  smoky  cavenn  U% 

Yet  there  the  lamp's  perpetual  blaze 
Can  pierce  the  gloom  with  cheering  rays  ; 
Yet  there  the  horoic  tale  or  song 
Can  urge  the  ling'ring  hours  along ; 
Yet  there  their  hands  with  timely  care 
The  kiyak  <  and  the  dart  prepare, 
On  summer  seas  to  work  their  way,  [prcy. 

And  wage  the  watery  war,  and  make  the  seals  their 

Too  delicate !  reproach  no  more 
The  seasons  of  thy  native  shore— 
There  soon  shall  Spring  descend  the  sky^ 
With  smiling  brow  and  placid  eye ; 
A  primrose  wreath  surrounds  her  hair. 
Her  green  robe  floats  upon  the  air ; 
And  scatter'4  from  her  lib'ral  band,  [land. 

Fair  blossoms  deck  the  trees,  foir  flowers  adorn  the 


ODE  VIII. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

Whim  Grove-Tiill  4  shows  thy  villa  fair. 
But  late,  my  Lettsom,  there  with  thee 
'T  was  mine  the  tranquil  hour  to  share — 
Tlie  social  hour  of  converse  freej 
To  mark  th*  arrangement  of  thy  ground. 
And  all  the  pleasing  prospect  round, 
Where,  while  we  gaz'd,  new  beauties  still  were  fomid. 

There,  as  th'  impending  cloud  of  smoke 
Fled  various  from  the  varying  gale. 
Full  on  the  view  fresh  objects  broke 
Along  th'  extensive  peopled  vale, 

>  Layer  Breton,  a  village  in  Essex. 

s  A  Greenland  fishing  boat.      ■      r\^^n^C> 

4  At  Camberwcll,  in  Surry.    ^  ^^^g  ^^ 
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Beside  Thamesis'  bending  streamy 
From  ancient  I^mbeth*8  west  extreme. 
To  Umehouse  glitt'ring  in  the  evening  'beam. 

And  now  and  then  the  glancing  eye 
Caught  glimpse  of  spots  remoter  still. 
On  Hampstead*8  street-clad  slope  so  high. 
Or  Harrow's  fair  conspicuons  hill ; 
Or  eastward  wander'd  to  explore 
All  Peckham's  pleasant  level  o*er, 
'  To  busy  Deptford's  vessel-crowded  shore: 

Or  sought  that  southern  landscape's  bound. 
Those  swelling  mounts— one  smooth  and  green. 
And  one  with  oaken  coverts  crown'd, 
And  one  where  scattering  trees  are  seen '. 
T  was  these,  with  Summer's  radiance  bright. 
That  gave  my  earliest  youth  delight. 
Of  rural  scenes  the  first  that  met  my  sight  ^. 

That  business,  with  fatiguing  cares. 
For  this  delightful  seat  of  thine 
Such  scanty  store  of  moments  spares. 
Say,  frieml,  shall  I  for  thee  repine  ? 
Were  it  the  commerce  of  the  main, 
-  Or  culture  of  the  teeming  plain, 
From  blame  or  pity  I  should  scarce  refrain. 

But  O !   to  alleviate  human  woes. 
To  banish  sickness,  banish  pain. 
To  give  the  sleepless  eye  repose, 
The  nerveless  arm  its  strength  again ; 
From  parent  eyes  to  dry  the  tear, 
The  wife's  distressful  thought  to  cheer, 
And  end  the  husband's  atnd  the  lover's  fear. 

Where  Want  sits  pining,  faint,  and  ill. 
To  lend  thy  kind,  unpurchas'd  aid. 
And  hear  the  exertions  of  thy  skill 
With  many  a  grateful  blessing  paid — 
T  is  luxury  to  the  feeling  heart, 
Besrond  what  social  hours  impart,  [Art ! 

Or  Nature's  beauteous  scenes,  or  curions  works  of 


ODE  K. 


LEAVING  BATH.      1776. 

Bath  !  ere  I  quit  thy  pleasing  scene, 
Thy  beachen  cliff  I  '11  climb  again, 
To  view  thy  mountains'  vivid  green. 
To  view  thy  hill-surrounded  plain : 
To  see  distinct  beneath  the  eye. 
As  in  a  pictur'd  prospect  nigh. 
Those  attic  structures  shining  white. 
That  form  thy  sunny  crescent's  bend. 
Or  by  thy  dusty  streets  extend, 
Or  near  thy  winding  rivers  site. 


But  these  8iiffic*d  an  hmnble  cell. 

If  they  V  ith  Strength  and  Ease  might  dweU. 

Then  Fashion  calPd  j  his  potent  voice 

Proud  Wealth  with  ready  step  obey'd. 

And  Pleasure  all  her  arts  essay'd, 

To  fix  with  thee  the  fickle  choice. 

Precarious  gift ! — ^Thy  mansions  itay. 
Where  peers  and  beauties  lead  the  ball. 
Neglected,  soon  may  feel  decay ; 
Forsaken,  moulder  to  their  fall.— 

Palmyra,  once  Hke  thee  renowned. 

Now  lies  a  ruin  on  the  grround. — 
But  still  thy  environs  so  fair. 
Thy  waters'  salutary  aid. 
Will  surely  always  some  persuade 
To  render  thee  their  care. 


ODEX. 


TO  J.  PAYNE,  ESQ. 

•ACCOUNTANT-CENERAL  OF  THE  BANC  OF  BNGLAHHw 

O  FRFEND I  to  thee,  whose  lib'ral  mind 
Was  form'd  with  taste  for  joys  refin'd. 
For  all  the  extended  country  yields. 
Of  azure  skies  and  verdant  fields ; 
For  all  that  Genius'  hand  displays,— 
The  painter's  forms,  the  poet's  lays : — 
To  thee,  restrahit  to  that  dull  room. 
Where  sunshire  never  breaks  the  gloom  ; 
To  thee,  restraint  to  that  dull  lore 
Of  books,  with  numbers  cypher'd  o'er— 
How  hard  the  lot !  I  see  with  pain. 
And  wish  it  oft  exchang'd  in  vam. 
Yet  not  for  thee  I  ask  the  stores 
Which  Rapine  rends  from  foreign  shores. 
Nor  those  Oppression's  pow»r  procures 
From  ills  that  Poverty  endures. 
Far  happier  thou  1  thy  honest  gmin 
Can  life  with  decency  sustain ; 
For  thee.  Content,  with  thought  serene. 
Surveys  the  present  changeful  scene  j 
And  Piety  her  view  sublime . 
Extends  beyond  the  realm  of  time. 


ODE  XI. 

TO  A  FRIEND 

APPRfiHBKSIVB  OF  OECLINING  FRIENDSHIP. 

Too  much  in  man's  imperfect  state 
Mistake  produces  useless  pain. — 

Methinks,  of  friendship's  frequent  fate 
I  hear  my  Frogley's  voice  complain. 
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From  Chadwdl>t  cliflb,  o'erhuof  with  ihadfl^ 
Vtom  Widbury'g  praspect-yieldiog  hill, 

Swoet  look'd  the  scenes  we  then  sunrey^d. 
While  fimcy  sought  for  sweeter  still : 

Then  how  did  Lean^ing's  stores  delight  1 
From  hooks  what  pleasares  then  we  dretf  1 

For  then  their  channs  first  met  our  sight. 
And  then  their  ftuilts  we  little  knew. 

Alas!  life's  summer  swiftly  flies. 
And  few  its  hours  of  bright  and  fiur  ! 

Why  bid  Distrust's  chill  east^wind  rise, 
To  blast  the  scanty  blooms  they  bear  ? 


ODE  XII. 

TO  A  VRUND. 

No,Cockfield,no!  I 'U  not  diadam 
Thy  Upton's  elm-divided  plain; 
Nor  scorn  the  varied  views  it  yields, 
O'er  Bromley^  ore^  and  islet  of  reeds, 
Or  Ham*s  or  Plaistow*s  level' meads. 
To  Woolwich  streets,  or  Charlton  fields : 
Thy  hedge-row  paths  I  '11  pleasant  call. 
And  praise  the  lonely  lane  that  leads 
To  that  old  tow'r  upon  the  wait 

'T  was  when  Misfortnne^s  stroke  severe^ 
And  Melancholy's  presence  drear. 
Had  made  my  Amwell's  groves  dtoplease, 
That  thine  my  weary  steps  receir'd. 
And  much  the  change  my  mind  rdiev'd. 
And  much  thy  kindness  gave  me  ease; 
For  o'er  the  past  as  thought  would  stray, 
That  thought  thy  voice  as  oft  retriev'd. 
To  scenes  which  fkir  before  us  lay. 

And  there,  in  happier  hours,  the  walk 
Has  frequent  pleas'd  with  friendly  talk; 
From  theme  to  theme  that  wanderM  stUl— 
The  long  detail  of  where  we 'd  been. 
And  what  we  'd  heard,  and  what  we  'd  seen  ; 
And  what  the  poef s  tuneful  skill. 
And  what  the  painter's  graphic  art» 
Or  antiquarian's  searches  keen. 
Of  calm  amusement  could  impart 

Then  oft  did  Nature's  works  engage, 
Aaid  oft  we  search'd  Linneas'  page ; 
The  Scanian  sage,  whose  wondrous  toil 
Had  class'd  the  vegetable  race : 
And,  curious,  oft  firom  phuse  to  place 
We  rangM,  and  sought  each  different  soil, 
Each  different  plant  intent  to  view. 
And  all  the  mariLS  mmute  to  trace. 
Whence  he  his  nice  distinctions  drew. 

O  moments  these,  not  ill  employ*d  ! 
O  moments,  better  frur  enjoy'd 
Than  those  in  crowded  cities  pass'd ; 
Where  oft  to  Luxury's  gaudy  reign 
Trade  lends  her  feeble  aid  m  vam. 
Till  pride,  a  bankrupt  wretch  at  last. 
Bids  Fraud  his  specious  wiles  essay. 
Youth's  easy  confidence  to  gain. 
Or  Industry's  poor  pittance  rend  away ! 

VOL.  xvn. 


ODB  xin. 


I  BATS  that  dram's  discordant  sound,- 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round : 
To  thoughtless  youth  it  pleasure  yields, 
And  lures  from  cities  and  from  fields. 
To  sell  their  liberty  for  charms 
Of  tawdry  lace  and  glitf  ring  arms  $ 
And  when  Ambition's  voice  commands. 
To  march,  and  fight,  and  fell,  in  foreign  lands. 

I  hate  that  drum's  discordant  sound. 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round : 
To  me  it  ttXks  of  ravag'd  plains. 
And  burning  towns,  and  ruin'd  swains, 
And  mangled  lUnb^  and  dying  groans^ 
And  widows  tears,  stnd  orphans'  moans; 
And  all  that  Misery's  hand  bestows. 
To  fill  the  catalogue  of  human  woes. 


ODE  XIV. 

warmii 

AnSR  BBAJDINO  aOMfi  MOOBRW  LOTB-VBRIBS. 

Tau  hence  this  tuneful  trifler's  lays ! 
I  '11  hear  no  more  the  unmeaning  strain 
Of  Venus'  doves,  and  Cupid's  dsirts. 
And  killing  eyes,  and  wounded  hearts; 
All  Flattery's  round  of  fulsome  praise. 
All  Falsehood's  cant  of  frO^led  pain. 

Bring  me  the  Muse  whole  tongue  has  told 
Love's  genuine  plaintive  tender  tale ; 
Bring  me  the  Muse  whose  sounds  of  woe 
Midrt  Death's  dread  scenes  so  sweetly  flow. 
When  Friendship's  feithfiil  breast  lies  cold. 
When  Beauty's  blooming  cheek  is  pale : 
Bring  these    I  like  their  grief  sincere; 
It  sooths  my  sympathetic  gloom: 
For,  oh !  Love's  genuine  pains  I  've  borae. 
And  Death's  dread  rage  has  made  me  mourn ; 
I  've  wept  o'er  Friendship'ft  eariy  bier, 
And  dropt  the  tear  on  Beauty's  tomb. 


ODB  XV. 

THS  BfVfS;  OR,  POETICAL  BMTBUflUIM. 

Thb  Muse !  whate*er  the  Muse  inspires. 

My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admires : 

The  poet's  birth,  I  ask  not  where. 

His  place,  his  name,  they  're  not  my  care; 

Nor  Greece  nor  Rome  delights  me  more 

Than  Tkgus'  bank  ■,  or  Thames's  shore ■: 

From  silver  Avon's  flowery  side 

Though  Shakspeare's  numbers  sweetly  glide. 

As  sweet,  from  Morven*s  desert  hills. 

My  ear  the  voioe  of  Ossian  fills. 


>  Alluding  to  Gamoens,  the  epic  poet  of  Piortu« 
gal ;  of  whose  Losiad  we  have  a  wall-known  ma^- 
teriy  translation  by  Mr.  Mickle. 

*  Allodhig  to  Milton,  Pope,  fco* 
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The  Muse  !  whate'cr  the  Muse  inspires^ 
My  soul  the  tunefnl  strain  ■(fmires: 
Nor  bigot  zeal,  nor  party  rage 
Prevail,  to  make  rttie  blame  the  jnge ;  ' 
I  8Com  not  all  that  Dryden  singes 
Because  he  flatters  couits  and  kings; 
And  from  ihe  master  Ijnre  of  Gray 
When  pomp  of  mu«ic  breaks  away, 
Not  less  the  sortnd  my  notice  draws, 
For  that  t  is  heard  in  Freedom*s  cause. 


Tlie  Muse !  whatever  the  Muse  insptren, 
My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admirer : 
Where  Wealth's  bright  sun  propitious  shines, 
No  added  lustre  marks  the  lines ; 
Where  Want  extends  her  chilling  shades, 
yo  pleasing  flower  of  Fancy  fitde^; 
A  scribUtng  peer*8  applahded  lay* 
Might  claim,  but  claim  in  vaht,  my  praise 
From  that  poor  jroutfa,  whose  tales  relate 
Sad  Juga's  fears  and  Bawdin's  fete  K 

The  Muse !  whatever  fhe  Muse  inspires,    > 

My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  Admires: 

When  Fame  her  wreaths  well-eam*d  bestows, 

My  breast  no  latent  envy  knows ; 

My  Langbome^s  verse  I  lov*d  to  hear, 

And  Beattie*8  song  delights  my  ear ; 

And  his,  whom  Athens'  tragic  maid 

Now  leads  through  Scaming's  lonely  glade ; 

While  he  for  British  nymphs  bid  flow 

Her  notes' of  terrour  and  of  woe  4. 

The  Muse !  whate'er  th6  Muse  inspires, 

My  soul  the  tuneful  strain  admires : 

Or  be  the  verM  or  blank  or  rhyme. 

The  theme  or  humble  or  sublime ; 

If  Pastoral's  hand  my  journey  leads 

Through  harvest  fields  or  new-mown  meads; 

If  Epic's  vdce  sonorous  caUs 

To  (Eta's  clifiss  or  Salemn's  walls  ^; 

Enough — the  Muse,  the  Muse  inspires ! 

My  soul  the  tunefuJ  strain  admires. 


SCOTT'S  POEMS. 


ODE  XVI. 

TIEWING  THE  RULN8  OP  AN  ABBEY. 
TO  A  FRIBKD. 

How  Steep  yon  mountains  rise  around. 
How  bold  yon  gloomy  woods  ascend  ? 
How  loud  the  rushing  torrents  sound 
That  midst  these  heaps  of  ruin  bend. 
Where  one  arch'd  gateway  yet  remains, 
And  one  lone  aisle  its  roof  retains, 
And  one  tall  turret's  walls  impend ! 


Here  oo<;e  |i  Kelf-stiqaesteT^d  tfatil 

RenouncM  life's  temptitig  pomp  and  g<arc  5 

Rejected  poWr,  relinqui^M  gahi, 

And  shun'd  the  great,  and  shunM  tile  dnr : 

Tlie  voluntary  slaves  of  toil, 

By  day  they  tillM  their  Itttte  s6l». 

By  ni^t  they  woke,  and  rose  to  prayer. 

Though  Superstition  much  we  blame, 
That  bade  them  thus  consume  their  years; 
Their  motive  still  otn*  praise  most  cfaiiA, 
Their  constancy  omr  tbonght  reveres : 
And  sure  their  solitary  scheme 
Must  che<ik  each  pa^ion's  wild  extreme. 
And  save  them  cares,  and  save  tliem  fears. 

Their  convent's  round  contain'd  their  all ; 
llieir  minds  no  sad  presage  oppress'd. 
What  fete  might  absent  wealth  befall. 
How  absent  friends  might  be  distressed : 
Domestic  ilb  ne'er  hurt  their  ease ; 
They  nought  of  para  obnld  feel  fttm  these. 
Who  no  ^mestic  joys  poasessM. 

But  imperfection  hatmts  each  place : 
Would  this  kind  cabn  atone  to  thee 
For  Famous  or  Fortune's  sprightly  chase. 
Whose  prize  in  prospect  still  we  see ; 
Or  Hyraeil's  happy  moments  bless'd. 
With  Beauty  leaniiig  on  thy  breast, 
Or  childhood  prattling  at  thy  knee  ? 


ODE  XVII. 
PRXTATEERING. 

How  custom  steels  the  haman  breast 
To  deeds  that  Nature's  thoughts  detest ! 
How  custom  consecrates  to  feme 
What  reason  else  would  give  to  shame ! 
Fair  Spring  supfilies  the  fevonriag  gale. 
The  navai  plunderer  s|ireads  his  sail. 
And  ploughing  wide  the  wat'ry  way, 
Escplores  with  anxious  eyes  his  prey. 

The  man  he  never  saw  beibce. 
The  man  who  hlra  no  quarrel  bore, 
He  meets,  and  Avarice  prompts  the  fight ; 
And  Rage  ei^joys  the  dreadful  sight 
Of  decks  with  streaming  crimson  dy'd. 
And  wretches  strnggUng  in  the  tide. 
Or,  midst  th'  explosieo's  horrid  glare, 
Dispers'd  with  qnivering  limbs  in  air. 

The  merchant  now  on  foreign  sberes 
His  captur'd  wealth  in  vsdn  deplores ; 
Quits  his  feir  hotee,  O  mournful  chaiige ! 
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Hit  name  the  «OBg  of  e^rjr  ftnwty 
His  acts  the  tbeme  of  all  we  meet, 
And  oft  the  v^*9  tkiU  shall  plaoe 
To  pahUo  nem  \m  |uctur'd  &ce ! 

If  glprjr  thus  be  earn'd,  for  ine 
My  object  glory  ne'er  shall  be ; 
No,  first  in  Cambria's  loneliest  dak 
Be  mine  4o  hear  the  shepherd's  tale ! 
No,  first  OQ  Scotia's  bleakest  hill 
Be  mine^he  stubborn  soil  to  till ! 
Remote  from  weaUh,  to  dwell  akiie, 
And  die» 'to  guilty  praise  unknown ! 


oi^  xvm. 

DoMsmc  pow'r !  erewhile  rerer'd 

Where  Syria  spread  her  pi^lmy  plain, 

Where  Greece  her  tuneful  Muses  heard. 

Where  Rooie  beheld  her  patriot  train ; 

Thou  to  Albion  too  wert  known. 

Midst  the  moat  and  moss-grown  wall 

That  girt  her  Gothic-stractur'd  hall 

With  rural  trophies  strowii. ' 

The  trareller,  doubtful  of  his  way. 

Upon  the  pathless  forest  wild ; 
The  huntsman,  in  the  heat  of  day. 
And  with  the  tedious  chase  o*ertoilM ; 
Wide  their  view  around  them  cast, 
Mark'd  the  disUnt  rustic  tow'r, 
And  sought  and  found  the  festive  bower> 
And  shar'd  the  firee  repast. 

Fen  now,  on  Caledonia's  shore,  ^ 

When  Eve's  dun  robe  the  sky  anraysy 
Thy  punctual  hand  unfolds  the  door. 
Thy  eye  the  mountain  road  surveys  ; 
Pleas'd  to  spy  the  casual  guest, 
Pieas'd  with^fbod  his  heart  to  cheer. 
With  pipe  or  song  to  sooth  his  ear. 
And  spread  his  cooeh  for  rest. 

Nor  yet  e*en  here  disdain'd  thy  sway, 

Where  Grandeur's  splendid  modem  seat 

Far  o'er  the  landscape  glitters  gay; 

Or  where  fair  Quietus  lone  retreat 

Hides  beneath  the  hoary  hill, 

Near  the  dusky  upland  shade. 

Between  the  willow'd  glossy  glade, 

And  by  the  tmkling  rilL 

There  thine  the  pleasing  interviews 


Gratitude  thy  altar  raise. 
Wealth  to  thee  her  ofierings  pay. 
And  Genius  wake  his  tuneful  lay 
To  celebrate  thy  praise. 


ODE  xi;?c 

THE  APOLOCY. 

"  Pastokai,  and  elegy,  and  ode ! 
Who  h<^)es  by  these  applause  to  gain. 
Believe  me,  f.-iend,  may  hope  in  vain-r- 
These  classic  things  are  not  the  mode ; 
Our  taste  polite,  so  mucli  refin'd. 
Demands  a  strain  of  different  kind. 

**  Go,  court  the  Muse  of  Chevy  Chase, 
To  tell  in  Stembold*s  simple  rhymes 
Some  tale  of  ancient  English  times; 
Or  try  to  win  rude  Satire^  grace. 
That  scold,  who  dirt  around  her  throws. 
And  many  a  random  stain  bestows. 

"  Or  dull  trite  thoughts  hi  songs  combine. 

And  bid  the  tuneful  acoenU  fall. 

To  wake  the  echoes  of  Vauxhall ; 

Or  tow'rds  the  stage  thy  thoughts  incline, 

And  furnish  some  half-pilfeHd  play. 

To  shine  the  meteor  of  the  day." 


O !  no— though  such  the  crowd  amuse. 
And  peals  of  noisy  praise  procure ; 
Will  they  the  critic  eye  endure. 
And  pass  the  ordeal  of  reviews  ? 
And  who  is  he  for  whom  they  '11  gain 
A  niche  in  Fame's  immortal  fiuie  ? 

The  plan  that  Virgil's  choice  could  claim. 
The  plan  that  Horace  deign'd  to  choose, 
Trust  me;,  I  wish  not  to  refuse  :— 
To  Akenside's  or  Shenstone's  name 
The  praise  that  future  days  shall  pay, 
Methinks  may  well  content  my  lay. 


0D£XX. 

This  scene  how  rich  from  Thames**  side, 
While  evening  suns  their  amber  beam 
Spread  o'er  the  glassy-sur&c'd  tide. 
And  midst  the  masts  and  cordage  gleam ; 
Blaze  on  the  roofs  with  turrets  crown'd, 
Aud  gild  green  pastures  stretch'd  around. 
And  gild  the  slope  of  that  high  ground, 
Whofe  corn-fields  bright  the  prospect  bound '  f 
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But  therti,  while  th^§e  the  sight  allure, 
Still  Fancy  wings  her  iDght  away 
To  woods  recluse,  and  vales  dMcnre, 
And  streams  that  solitary  stray ; 
*o  Tiew  the  pine-grove  on  the  hill. 
The  rocki  that  trickling  springs  distill. 
The  meads  that  quivering  aspins  fill. 
Or  alders  crowding  o'er  the  nlL 

And  where  the  trees  unfold  their  bloom. 
And  where  the  banks  their  doriage  bear. 
And  all  effuse  a  rich  perfume 
That  bovers  in  the  solt  calm  air ; 
The  hedge-row  path  to  wind  along. 
To  hear  the  bleating  fleecy  throng. 
To  hear  the  skylark*s  airy  song, 
And  throstle's  note  so  clear  and  strong. 

But  say,  if  there  our  steps  were  brought. 
Would  these  their  poir*r  to  please  retain  ? 
Say,  would  not  restless,  roving  thought 
Turn  back  to  busy  scenes  agahi  ? 
O  strange  formation  of  the  mind  t 
Still,  though  the  presenlffarr  we  fcid. 
Still  towards  the  absent  thusincImM, 
Thus  fixM  on  objects  left  behind  1 


ODE  XXI. 


WJllTTSlf  AFTER  A  JOURN BT  TO  BRISTOL. 

Tbeb,  Bristol,  oft  my  thoughts  recall, 
Thy  Kingsdown  brow  and  Brandon  hill ; 

The  space,  once  circled  by  thy  wall, 
*       Which  towers  and  spires  of  churches  'fill ; 

And  masts  and  sails  of  vessels  tall, 
With  trees  and  houses  intermingled  still ! 

From  Cliftoo*8  rocks  how  grand  the  sight. 
When  Avon's  dark  tiderush'd  between! 

flow  grand,  from  Henbury*s  woody  height. 
The  Severn's  wide-spread  wat'ry  scene, 

Ifer  waves  with  trembling  sunshine  bright. 
And  Cambrian  hilb  beyond  them  ritingigreen ! 

To  Mendip*s  ridge  how  stretch'd  away 
My  view,  while  Fancy  sought  the  plain 

Where  Blagdon's  groves  secluded  lay, 
And  heani  my  much-lovM  poeCs  strain  > ! 

Ah!  why  so  near,  nor  thither  stray 
To  meet  the  friend  I  ne'er  shall  meet  agam  ? 

Occasion's  call  averse  to  prizes 
Irresolute  we  oft  remam— > 


SCOTTS  POEMS. 


And  Bristol !  why  thy  toenet  explore, 
And  why  those  scenes  so  soon  resign. 

And  ftul  to  seek  the  spot  that  bore 
That  wondrous  tuneful  youth  of  thine. 

The  batd  *,  whose  boasted  ancient  store 
Rose  recent  from  his  own  exhansdesa  miiies  I 

Though  Foftune  all  her  gifks  deny'd. 

Though  LeanuDg  made  him  not  her 
The  Muse  still  plaeM  ))im  at  her  side^ 
And  bade  him  in  her  smile  rgoioe— 
Descriptioo  stUl  his  pen  supply^d. 
Pathos  his  tiMOght,  and  Melody  his 


Cooscioos  and  prond  of  merit  high. 
Fame's  wreath  he  boldly  claim'd  to  i 

But  Fame,  regardless,  pass'd  him  by. 
Unknown,  or  deem'd  unworth  her  care : 

The  Son  of  Hope  forsook  his  sky; 
And  all  his  land  look'd  dreary,  Ueak,  and  bore! 

Then  Poverty,  grim  spectre,  rote. 

And  horrour  o'er  the  prospect  threw— 

His  deep  distress  too  nice  to  expose; 
Too  nice  for  common  aid  to  sue, 

A  dire  alternative  he  chose, 
An4  rashly  from  the  painful  scene  withdrew. 

Ah!  why  for  Genius' headstrong  rage 
Did  Virtue's  hand  no  curt>  prepare  ? 

What  boots,  poor  youth !  that  now  thy  pago 
Can  boast  the  public  praise  to  shares 

The  leam'd  in  deep  research  engage. 
And  lightly  entertain  the  gentle  ftur  ? 

Ye,  who  snperfloous  wealth  command, 
O  why  your  kind  reJief  delayed  ? 

O  why  not  snatch'd  his  desp'rate  band  ? 
His  foot  on  Fate's  dread  brink  not  stay'd  } 

What  thanks  had  you  your  native  land 
For  a  new  Shakspeare  or  new  MiltoQ  paid  ? 

FOr  me— Imagination's  power 

Leads  oft  insensibly  my  way. 
To  where  at  midnight's  silent  hour. 

The  crescent  Moon's  slow-westering  my 
Poun  full  on  Redcliff^  lofty  tow'r. 
And  gilds  with  yellow  light  its  walls  of  grey. 


Midst  Toil  and  Commerce  slnmbVing  i 
Loll'd  by  the  rising  tide's  hoarse  roar. 

There  Frome  and  Avon  willow-crown'd, 

I  view  sad-wandering  by  the  shore,      [aoond. 

With  streaming  tears,  and  notes  df  moumliii 
Too  late  their  hapless  bard,  untimely  lost,  doplorc. 


ODE  XXIL 

TO  CRITICISM. 

Fam  nymph  1  of  Taste  and  Learning  bom. 
Whom  Truth's  and  Candoui«s  gifts  adora. 
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TIm  M ut6>ft  firiead  to  tlMe'tBrniigi : 
Accept  the  frmtefnl  Terse  ike  brii^ 
When  Geniofly  ranging  Nature  o'er^ 
Collects  his  tributary  store, 
What  matter's  tract  immense  supplies, 
Or  wide  in  mind*s  rest  region  lies. 
And  eT*ry  thought  with  skill  combines. 
And  all  transmits  in  tonefiil  lines ; 
Then  rapture  sparkling  in  thine  eye. 
Then  rais'd  thy  solemn  Tuice  on  hig^  ; 
Thy  comment  still  his  work  pursues, 
The  plan  explains,  the  stjrle  reviews, 
And  marks  its  strength,  and  marks  its  ease  ; 
And  tells  us  why  and  how  they  please. 
And  when,  perhaps,  disdatniug  care. 
He  blends  with  fiuilts  his  products  fair; 
Whate'er  of  such  thy  sight  suryejrs. 
Thy  tongue  in  triumph  ne*er  di^lajrs. 
But  hints,  as  spots  that  dim  the  Sun, 
Or  rocks  that  future  sails  should  shun. 

T  was  thee  whom  once  Stagyra's  grove 
Oft  with  her  sage  *  allured  to  rore ; 
T  was  thee  to  whom  in  Tidmor*s  bow'rs, 
Her  statennan  *  vow'd  his  vacant  hours ; 
*T  was  thee  whom,  Tibor*s  vines  among, 
Her  bard  <  in  careless  measures  sung; 
T  was  thou  who  thence  to  Albion's  plnn 
Kemov'd,  to  teach  her  tuneful  train, 
When  Diyden's  age,  by  thee  inspirM, 
Coodemn'd  the  flights  his  youth  admir'd  ; 
And  Pope,  intent  on  higher  praise. 
So  polish*d  all  his  pleasing  laysj 
And  now  by  thee  our  favoured  coast 
A  Wartoo,  Hard,  and  Burke  can  boast; 
And  her,  whose  pen  from  Gallic  rage 
Defended  Shakspeare^  injured  page  4. 

Give  me,  bright  power  1  with  ready  ear 
Another's  plea  fbr  mme  to  hear. 
And  bid  my  willing  voice  allow 
The  bays  to  Merit's  modest  brow : 
And  when  the  Muse  her  presence  deigns, 
And  prompts  my  own  onstudy'd  strams, 
Ins^uct  me  then,  with  view  severe. 
To  inspect,  and  keep  from  errour  clear; 
Kor  spare,  though  ftmcy'd  e*er  so  fine, 
One  ill-plac'd  thought,  or  useless  line. 


ODE  XiaiL 

TO  DISEASE. 

DratAsi !  man's  dread,  relentless  fbe. 
Fell  source  of  fear,  and  pain,  and  woe  I 
O  say,  on  what  ill-fated  coast 
They  mourn  thy  tsrrant  reign  the  most? 
On  Java's  bogs,  or  Gambia's  sand. 
Or  Persia's  sultry  southern  strand ; 
Or  Egypfk  annual-flooded  plain. 
Or  Rome's  n^lected,  waste  domam ; 


'  Aristotle. 

'  Longinus. 

9  Horace. 

^  The  ingenious  Mrfc  Montague,  who  has  so 
ably  vindicated  Shakspeare  from  the  cavils  of  Vol- 
taire. 


Or  where  her  walls  Byzantium  rears, 
And  mosques  and  turrets  crescent-crown *d, 

And  from  his  high  serail  the  raltao  heara 
The  wide  Propontis*  beating  waves  resound  '. 

I  'II  ask  no  more— Our  dime,  though  fair. 
Enough  thy  t3rrant  reign  must  share ; 
And  lovers  there,  and  friends,  complain. 
By  thee  there  friends  and  lovers  slain : 
And  yet  our  avarice  and  our  pride 
Coihbine  to  spread  thy  mischiefr  wide ; 
While  that  the  captive  wretch  confine^ 
To  hunger,  cold,  and  filth  resigns, — 
And  this  the  funeral  pomp  attends 

To  vaults,  where  mould'ring  corses  lie,»- 
N  Amid  foul  air  thy  form  unseen  ascendsi 

And  lil^e  a  vulture  hovers  in  the  sky  *. 


ODE  XXIV. 

THE  TEMPEtTOOUf  ETB1IIII9. 

Tteua's  grandeur  in  this  sounding  storm. 
That  drives  the  hurrying  clouds  along 
That  on  each  other  seem  to  throng. 
And  mix  in  many  a  varied  form ; 
While,  bursting  now  and  then  b^^een. 
The  Moon's  dim  misty  orb  is  seen. 
And  casts  faiut  glimpses  on  the  green. 

Beneath  the  blast  the  forers  behd. 
And  thick  the  branchy  ruin  lies. 
And  wide  the  shower  of  foliage  flies ; 
The  lake's  black  waves  in  tumult  blend, 
Revolving  o'er  and  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  foaming  on  the  rocky  shore. 
Whose  caverns  echo  to  their  roar. 

The  sight  sublime  enrapts  my  thought. 
And  swift  along  the  past  it  strays. 
And  much  of  strange  event  surveys. 
What  History's  fruthful  tongue  has  tanght» 
Or  fancy  form'd,  whose  plaice  skill 
The  page  with  fhbled  change  can  fill 
Of  ill  to  good,  or  good  fo  ilL 

But  can  my  soul  the  scene  ei^y. 
That  rends  another*s  breast  with  pain  ? 
O  hapless  he,  who,  near  the  main. 
Now  sees  its  billowy  rage  destroy ! 
Beholds  the  fbund'ring  bark  descend. 
Nor  knows,  but  what  its  fote  may  end 
The  moments  of  his  dearest  fiieod !. 


ODE  XXV; 

THE  MELANCHOLY  BYlOflNQ;. 

O  BAtfi,  ye  hov*riog  clouds,  away. 
Ye  clouds  so  fleecy,  dim,  and  pale. 

Through  which  the  Moon's  obstructed  ray 
Shedathis  sad  whiteness  o'er  the  vale  1 

'  Bftanimm:  Coostanthnple r  sobyect  to  fke- 
quent  visitations  of  that  dreadfol  tever,  the  plague. 

*  Alluding  to  the  too  frequent  miserable  situation 
of  prisoners  of  war,  debtors,  &c. ;  and  the.absur^ 
custom  of  burying  in  churches;  ciscumstances  con* 
trOmting  gnUly  to  the  I^j^f^S^^ 
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Foffbetr,  ye  bells,  flMt  langciid  itram ! 
The  s^ht,  the  soaiid,  are  frmught  with  pain ; 
The  words  of  dying  friends  I  hmr,     , 
The  open  grare  I  linger  near. 
Take  the  last  look,  and  drop  the  parting  tear ! 

Before  my  fiew  dire  phantoms  rise. 

The  pUgnes  of  hapless  hamankind ! 
Pale  Fear,  who  nnpunni*d  still  flies. 

And  starts,  and  turns,  and  looks  behhid ; 
Remorse,  whose  own  indignant  aim 
Deforms  with  useless  wounds  her  frame ; 
Despair,  whose  tongue  no  speech  will  deign. 
Whose  ghastly  brow  looks  dark  disdain. 
And  bends  from  steep  rocks  o'er  the  foaming  maht 

And  Rage,  whose  bosom  inly  bams. 

While  Reason's  call  he  scons  to  bear; 
And  Jealousy,  who  ruthless  tarns 

From  suppliant  Beauty's  pray'r  and  tear ; 
Rerenge,  whose  thoughts  tumultuous  roll 
To  seek  the  poniard  or  the  bowl; 
And  Phrcnsy,  wildly  passing  by, 
With  her  chain'd  arm  and  starting  eye. 
And  voice  that  with  loud  eurses  rends  the  sky ! 

Ambition,  here,  to  heights  of  poVr 
His  course  with  daring  step  punues. 

Though  Danger's  frown  against  him  lour, 
Though  Guilt  his  path  with  blood  besCkcws ; 

There  Avarice  grasps  his  useless  store, 

Though  Misery's  plaints  his  aid  implore. 

Though  he  her  ruin'd  cottage  nigh. 

Beholds  her  famish'd  infants  lie. 
And  hears  their  faint,  their  last  expiring  cry ! 

Ye  dreadful  band !  O  spare,  O  spare ! 

Alas,  your  ear  no  prayers  persuade ! 
But,  ah !  if  man  your  reign  must  bear, 

Sare  man  bad  better  ne'er  been  made ! 
Say,  will  Religion  clear  this  gloom, 
And  point  to  bliss  beyond  the  tomb? 
Yes,  haply  for  her  chosen  tram ; 
The  rest,  they  say,  severe  decrees  ordafai 
To  realms  of  endless  night,  and  everlasting  pain ' ! 


ODE  XXVI. 

THE  PLEASANT  ETENINO. 

DEtiGRTPUL  looks  this  clcsr,  calm  sky. 
With  Cynthia's  orb  on  high ! 
Delighthil  looks  this  smooth  green  ground, 
With  shadows  cast  from  cots  around: 
Quick-twinkling  lustre  decks  the  tide; 
And  cheerful  radiance  gently  (alls 
On  that  white  town,  and  castle  walls. 
That  crown  the  spacious  river's  farther  si^ 

And  now  along  the  echoing  hills 

The,  nightrbird^s  strain  melodiOQS  triUs  ; 


And  now  the  eelMMir  ^t^  aiai^ 
Soft  flows  the  shepbeirds  tnoefal  song 
And  now,  wide  o'er  che  water  borne. 
The  city's  mingled  murmor  swells. 
And  lively  cbsoDge  of  distant  bells. 
And  varied  waibbng  of  the  deep-tda'd 


Thenr  influence  calms  the  soften'd  mm^ 
The  passions  feel  tfaehr  strong  oeatrol : 
While  Fancy's  eya,  wheiw'ar  it  strays, 
A  scene  of  happinsss  surveys ; 
Through  all  the  varions  walhs  of  life 
No  natural  ill  nor  moral  aees. 
No  fismine  fell,  nor  dire  disease. 
Nor  srar^  infernal  unreknting  strife. 

For  these,  behold  a  hecv'nly  band. 
Their  whits  wmgs  waving  o'er  the  laad ! 
Sweet  Innocence,  a  cherub  feir. 
And  Peace  and  Joy,  a  sister  pahrt 
And  Kindness  rntld,  thetr  kindred  graee, 
Whose  brow  serene  coteplaoetice  wctfs^ 
Whose  hand  her  liberal  bounty  bears 
O'er  the  vast  range  of  animatiftd  space ! 

Bless'd  vision!  O  for  ever  stay  1 
O  far  be  guilt  and  pain  away ! 
And  yet,  perhaps,  wHh  him,  whose  vitw* 
Looks  at  one  glance  creation  through. 
To  gen'ral  good  our  partial  ill 
Seems  but  a  sand  upon  the  plain. 
Seems  but  a  drop  amid  the  main. 
And  some  wise  tmknown  purpose  may  fML 


ODEXXVIL 

APTER  ESAOIirO  AKKEtlOB'S  POBMf . 

To  Fancy's  view  what  visioas  rise. 
Remote  amid  yon  azure  skies ! 

What  goddess-form  descends  in  air  ? 
The  Grecian  Muse,  severely  feir ! 
What  sage  is  he,  to  whom  she  deigns 
Her  lyre  of  elevated  strains  ? 
The  bard  of  Tyne— his  master  hand 
Awakes  new  music  o'er  the  land ; 
And  much  his  voice  6f  tight  and  wrong 
Attempts  to  teach  th'  unheeding  throng. 

What  mean  those  crystal  rod[8  serene, 
Those  laureate  groves  for  ever  green. 
Those  Parian  domes?— Sublime  retreats. 
Of  Freedom's  sons  the  happy  seats ! — 
There  dwell  the  few  who  dar'd  disdain 
The  lust  tf  power  and  lust  of  gain; 
The  patriot  names  of  old  renown'd» 
And  those  in  later  ages  found ; 
The  Athenian,  Spartan,  Roman  boast. 
The  pride  of  Britain's  sea-girt  coast ! 

But,  oh !  what  darkness  intervenes ! 
But,  oh  !  beneath,  what  diflTrent  sce^jes  1 
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Whose  veil  essays  her  Uufh  to  hide. 
Who  checks  the  tear  Ibat  battet  to  glide  ? 
A  mitred  priest's  opjkessive  sway 
She  sees  her  droopiog  race  obey : 
Their  vines  unpruo'd,  tbeir  fields  uotiird. 
Their  streets  with  want  and  misery  fill'd. 

And  who  is  she,  the  martial  maid 
Along  that  cliff  so  careless  laid, 
Whose  brow  such  langb  nnmeaning  wears, 
Whose  eye  such  insolence  declares. 
Whose  toogne  descants,  with  fcom  so  vain. 
On  slaves  of  Ebro  or  of  Seine } 
What  grisly  churl  *,  what  bariot  bold  % 
Behind  her,  chains  enormous  hold  ? 
Though  Virtue's  warning  voice  be  near, 
Alas,  she  will  not,  will  not  hear ! 
And  now  she  sinks  in  sleep  profound. 
And  now  they  bind  her  to  the  ground. 

O  what  is  be,  his  ghastly  form 
So  half  obscur'd  in  cloud  aiad  storm, 
Swift  striding  on  ^  ?— beneath  his  slarides 
Proud  Empir^  firmest  base  subsides; 
Behind  him  dreary  wastes  remain, 
Oblivion's  dark  chaotic  reign! 


THE  MEXICAN  PROPHECY. 

AM  ODI. 


De  Solis,  in  bis  History  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico, 
informs  us,  that,  on  the  approach  of  Cortez  to  the 
neighbourhood  of  that  city,  the  emperor  Motezu- 
ma  sent  a  number  of  magicians  to  attempt  the 
destruction  of  the  Spanish  arq^y.  As  the  sorcer- 
ers were  practising  their  incantations,  a  demon 
appeared  to  them  in  the  form  of  their  \^<A  Tlcat- 
lepuca,  and  foretold  the  fell  of  the  Mexican  em- 
pire. On  this  legend  is  founded  the  following 
poem.  The  conquest  of  Mexico  was  undertaken 
from  motives  of  avarice,  and  accompanied  with 
circumstances  of  cruelty;  but  it  produced  the 
subversion  of  a  tyrannical  government,  and  the 
abolition  of  a  detestable  religion  of  horrid  rites 
and  human  sacrifices. 


PaoM  Cholula*s  hostile  plain «, 
Left  her  treacherous  legions  slain. 
Left  her  temples  all  in  flame, 
Cortes'  conquering  army  came. 
High  on  Cbalco*s  stormy  steep 
Sbone  their  phalanx  broad  and  deep ; 
High  the  Hispanian  banner  rais'd, 
Bore  the  cross  in  gold  emblaz'd^ 


Avarice.        «  Luxury. 


3  Ruin. 


Thick  the  gleaming  H^ears  appeared. 
Loud  the  neighing  steeds  were  heard ; 
F!ash*d  the  musquets  lightnings  round, 
Hoird  their  thunders  o*er  tlie  ground, 
Echo*d  from  a  thousand  caves, 
Down  to  Tenustitan's  waves  *  ;— 
Spacious  lake,  that  fhr  below 
Bade  its  lucid  level  flow : 
There  the  ever-sonny  shore 
Groves  of  palm  and  coco  bore; 
Maize-fields  rich,  savannas  green, 
Stretch'd  around,  with  towns  between. 
Tacubik,  Tezeiico  fair, 
Rear'd  their  shining  roofs  in  air ; 
Mexico's  imperial  pride 
Glittered  midst  the  glassy  tide, 
Bright  with  gold,  with  silver  bright. 
Dazzling,  charming  all  the  sight  7. 
From  their  post  the  war-worn  band 
Raptured  view'd  the  happy  land: 
*'  Haste  to  victory,  haste  to  ease, 
Mark  the  spot  that  gives  us  these  !'' 

On  the  exulting  herp  strode, 
Shunn'd  the  smooth  insidious  road, 
Shunn'd  the  rock's  impeiiding  shade, 
ShunnM  the  expecting  ambuscade  *. 

Deep  within  a  gloomy  wood 
Motezumees  magicians  stood: 
Tlcatlepuca*s  horrid  form, 
God  of  famine,  plague,  and  storm. 
High  on  magic  stones  tbey  raisM ; 
Magic  fires  before  him  blaz'd ; 
Round  the  lurid  flames  they  drew. 
Flames  whence  steams  of  sulphur  flew; 
There,  while  bleeding  victims  smok'd. 
Thus  his  aid  they  loud  invok'd : 

"  Minister  supreme  of  ill. 
Prompt  to  punish*  prompt  to  kill, 
Motezuma  asks  thy  aid ! 
Foreign  foes  his  realms  invade ; 
Vengeance  on  the  strangers  shed. 
Mix  them  instant  with  the  dead ! 
By  thy  temple's  sable  floor. 
By  thy  altar  stain'd  with  gore, 
Stain'd  with  gore,  and  strew'd  with  bones. 
Echoing  shrieks,  and  echoing  groans ! 
Vengeance  on  the  strangers  shed, 
Mix  them  instant  with  the  dead !" 

Ordaz  heard,  Velasquez  heard— 
Swift  their  falchions'  blaze  appear'^  • 
Alvarado  rushing  near. 
Furious  rais'd  his  glitt'ring  spear; 


<  Tenustitan,  otherwise  Tenuchtitlan,  the  ancient 
name  of  the  lake  of  Mexico. 

7  The  Spanish  historians  aitert,  that  the  walla 
and  bouses  of  the  Indian  cfties  were  cofopoaed  of  a 
peculiar  kind  of  glittering  stone  or  plaster,  which  at 
a  distance  resembled  silver. 

•  The  Indians  had  bkx^ked  up  the  usual  road  to 
Mcixico.  and  opened  another  broader,  and  smooth 
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Calm,  OtoMdo  mtrk'd  die  icenft*. 
Calm  he  mark'd,  and  stepped  between : 
**  Vain  their  rites  and  vain  their  pray'r. 
Weak  attempts  beneath  3ronr  care ; 
Warriors!  let  the  wretches  live ! 
Christians !  pity,  and  forgive !" 
Sudden  darkoess  o'er  them  spread, 
Glow'd  the  woods  with  dusky  red; 
Vast  the  idol's  stature  grew, 
Look'd  his  face  of  ghastly  hue. 
Frowning  rage,  and  frowning  hate^ 
Angry  at  his  nation's  hte ; 
Fierce  his  fiery  eyes  he  roUM, 
Thus  his  tongue  the  fiiture  told  ; 
Cortes'  veterans  pausM  to  hear, 
Wondring  all,  though  void  of  fear : 

"  Mourn,  devoted  city,  mourn ! 
Mourn,  devoted  city,  mourn ! 
t>oom*d  for  all  thy  crimes  to  knew 
Scenes  of  battle,  scenes  of  woe ! 
Who  is  he—0  spare  the  sight! — 
RobM  in  gold,  with  jewels  bright? 
Hark !  he  deigns  the  crowd  to  call ; 
Chiefr  and  warriors  prostrate  fall  '^ 
Rev'rence  now  to  fury  3rield8 ; 
Strangers  oVr  him  spread  your  shields ! 
Thick  the  darts,  the  vrow^  fly: 
Hapless  monarch !  he  must  die ! 
Mflirk  the  solemn  faneral  state 
Passing  through  the  western  gate ! 
Cbltpnlt^ua*s  cave  contains 
Mighty  Motezome's  remains. 

*'  Cease  the  strife!  alas,  t  is  vain ! 
Myriads  throng  Otiimba*s  plain; 
Wide  their  feathery  crests  they  wave, 
All  the  strong  and  all  the  brave  ^. 
Gleaming  glory  through  the  skies. 
See  the  imperial  standard  flies ! 
Down  by  force  resistless  torn; 
Off  in  haughty  tritunph  borne. 
Slaughter  heaps  the  vale  with  dead. 
Fugitives  the  mountains  spread. 

"  Mexico,  't  is  thine  to  know 
More  of  battle,  more  of  woe ! — 
Bright  in  arms  the  stranger  train 
Cer  thy  causeways  move  again. 
Bend  the  bow,  the  shaft  prepare. 
Join  the  breastplate's  folds  with  care, 
Raise  the  sacrificial  fire. 
Bid  the  c^>tive  yoaths  exphre  "  ; 

9  Bartholeme  de  Olmedo,  chaplain  to  Cortes : 
he  seems  to  have  been  a  man  of  enlarged  ideas, 
much  prudence,  nnxieration,  and  humanity. 

^*  Moteznma,  who  was  resident  in  the  Spanish 
quarters  when  they  were  attacked  by  the  Mexicans, 
proposed  showing  himself  to  the  people,  in  order  to 
appease  the  tumult.  At  his  first  appearance  he  was 
regarded  with  veneratioQ»  which  was  soon  exchanged 
for  rage,  to  the  efl^BCts  whereof  he  fell  a  victim. 

"  Cortes,  in  his  retreat  from  Mexico^  after  the 
death  of  Motezuma,  was  followed  and  surrounded 


SCOTTS  POEMS. 


Wake  the  sacred  trompet's  btetkht 
Pouring  angoish,  ponring  death  **i^ 
Troops  from  every  street  rejteir. 
Close  them  in  the  fatal  snare; 
Valiant  as  they  are,  they  fly. 
Here  they  yield,  and  there  they  die. 

**  Cease  the  strife!  *t  is  firuitlesB  ail, 
Mexico  at  last  must  fkll  I 
Lo  !  the  dauntless  band  retnns^ 
Furious  for  the  fight  they  bum ! 
Lo !  auxiliar  nations  round, 
Crowding  o'er  the  darkened  gronnd ! 
Corses  fill  thy  trenches  deep ; 
Down  thy  temple's  lofty  steep 
See  thy  priests,  thy  princes  throws- 
Hark  !  I  hear  their  parting  groan ! 
Blood  thy  lake  with  crimson  dyes. 
Flames  from  all  thy  domes  arise ! 

"  What  are  those  that  roond  thy  shore 
Lanch  thy  troubled  waters  o'er? 
Swift  canoes  that  from  the  fight 
Aid  their  vanqnish'd  mooaroh's  flight; 
Ambush'd  m  the  reedy  shade. 
Them  the  stranger  barks  invade; 
Soon  thy  lord  a  captive  bcpds. 
Soon  thy  fiir-fhm*d  empire  ends  ^^ 
Otom^  shares  thy  spoils, 
TIascali  m  triumph  smiles  »• 
Mourn,  devoted  city,  rnonm ! 
Mourn,  devoted  city,  mourn! 

*'  Cease  your  boast,  O  stranger  band. 
Conquerors  of  my  fallen  land ! 
Avarice  strides  your  van  before. 
Phantom  meagre,  pale,  and  hoar  I 
Discord  follows,  breathing  flame, 
Still  opposinf^  claim  to  claim ''; 
Kindred  demons,  haste  along! 
Haste,  avenge  ray  country's  wrong?" 

Ceas'd  the  voice  with  dreadful  sounds, 
Loud  as  tides  that  burst  their  bounds  ; 
RolI'd  th^  form  in  smoke  away, 
AmazM  on  earth  th*  exorcbts  lay ; 
Pondering  on  the  dreadful  lore. 
Their  course  the  Iberians  downward  bore  ; 
Their  helmets  glittering  o'er  the  vale. 
And  wide  their  ensigns  fluttering  in  the  gale^ 


to  their  idols  a  number  of  Spaniards,  whom  th^ 
had  taken  prisoners,  and  wlrase  cries  and  grosni 
wero  distinctly  heard  in  the  Spanish  camp,  excitiDg 
sentiments  of  horrour  and  revenge  m  their  sorvivmif 
companions. 

1^  The  above  author  observes,  that  the  sacred 
trumpet  of  the  Mexicans  was  so  called,  because  it 
was  not  permitted  to  any  but  the  priests  to  sound  it ; 
and  that  only  when  they  denounced  war,  and  ani- 
mated the  people  on  the  part  of  their  godb. 

M  When  the  S^Mniards  had  forced  their  way  to 
the  centre  of  Mexico,  Guatimozin,  the  reigning  em- 
peror, endeavoured  to  escape  in  his  canoes  acroes 
the  lake ;  but  was  pursued  and  taken  prisoner  hj 
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EPISTTLB  I. 

THE   GARDEN. 
TO  AfftiniD* 


FaoM  Whitley's  rocks  steep  rising  6»«r  the  main, 
From  Eska's  vmle^,  or  Ewecot*s  lonely  plmin. 
Say,  rove  thy  thoughts  to  Amwell's  distant  bofwVs, 
To  mark  how  pass  thy  friend's  sequestered  hours  ? 
««  Perhaps,"  thii^j'st  thou,  •*  he  seeks  his  pleas- 
ing scenes 
Of  winding  walks,  smooth  Uwns,  and  shady  greens: 
Where  China*s  willow  hangs  iu  foliage  fahr, 
And  Po's  tall  poplar  wares  its  top  in  air, 
And  the  dark  maple  spreads  its  umhrage  wide. 
And  the  white  bench  adorns  the  bason  side  ; 
At  mom  reclin'd,  perhaps,  he  sits  to  view 
The  bank's  neat  slope,  the  water's  silver  hue. 

•*  Where,  midst  thick  oaks,  the  subterraneous 
To  the  arch'd  grot  admits  a  feeble  ray ;         [way 
Where  glossy  pebbles  pave  the  varied  fkwrs, 
And  rough  flint^walls  are  deck'd  with  shells  and 

ores. 
And  silvery  pearls,  spread  o»er  the  roolii  on  high. 
Glimmer  like  funt  stiirs  in  a  twilight  sky ; 
From  noon's  fierce  glare,  perhaps,  he  pleas'd  retires, 
Indulging  musings  whidi  the  place  inspires. 

**  Now  where  the  airy  octagon  ascends. 
And  wide  the  proqpaot  o'er  the  vale  extends. 
Midst  evening's  calm*  intent  perhaps  he  stands. 
And  looks  o'er  all  that  length  of  sun-gilt  lands. 
Of  bright  green  pastures,  stretch'd  by  rivers  clear, 
And  willow  groves,  cr  osier  islands  near." 

Alas,  my  friend,  how  strangely  men  mistake, 
Who  guess  what  others  most  their  pleasure  make ! 
These  garden  scenes,  which  Fashion  o*er  our  plains 
Spreads  round  the  villas  of  our  wealthy  swains. 
Though  Envy  grudge,  or  Friendship  wish  to  share, 
They  claim  but  little  of  their  owners'  car& 

For  me,  my  groves  not  oft  my  steps  invite. 
And  fitf  less  oft  they  ftul  to  offend  my  sight: 
In  vain  the  senna  waves  its  glossy  gold, 
In  vain  the  cistus*  spotted  flow'rs  unfold, 
In  vain  the  acacia's  snowy  bloom  depends, 
In  vain  the  sumach's  scarlet  spike  ascends, 
In  vain  the  woodbine's  spicy  tufts  disclose. 
And  green  slopes  redden  with  the  shedding  rose: 
These  neat-shorn  hawthorns  useless  verdant  bound. 
This  long  straight  walk,  that  pool's  unroeanhig 
round,  [trees. 

These  short-curv'd  paths  that  twist  beneath  the 
Disgust  the  eye,  and  make  the  whole  displease. 
"  No  scene  like  this,"  I  say,  "  did  Nature  raise. 
Brown's foncy  form,  or Walpole's « judgment  praise; 
No  prototype  for  this  did  I  survey 
In  WooUetfs  landscapes*,  or  in  Mason's  lay." 


"  See  Mr.  Walpole's  ingenious  History  of  mo- 
dem Taste  in  Gardening,  at  the  end  of  the  fourth 
volume  of  his  Anecdotes  of  Painting. 

«  The  above-named  excellent  artist,  several  years 
ago,  drew  apd  engraved  a  number  of  beautiful 
views  in  soma  of  anr  most  celebrated  modem  gar- 
dens. 


But  might  thy  genias,  friend,  an  Eden  frame, 
Profbse  of  beauty,  and  secure  from  blame } 
Where  round  the  lawn  might  wind  the  varied  way. 
Now  lost  in  gloom,  and  now  with  prospect  gay; 
Now  screea'd  with  clumps  of  green,  for  wintry 

bowVs; 
Now  edg'd  with  sunny  banks  for  summer  ftow'rs ; 
Now  led  by  crystal  lakes  with  lilies  dress'd. 
Or  where  light  temples  court  the  step  to  rest-* 
Time's  gradual  change,  or  tempest's  sudden  rage. 
There  with  thy  peace  perpetual  war  would  wage. 
That  tyrant  oak,  whose  arms  so  far  o'ergrow. 
Shades  some  poor  shrab  that  pines  with  drought 

below; 
These  rampant  ehns,  those  hazels  branching  wide. 
Crowd  the  broad  pine,  the  spiry  larix  hide. 
That  Klac  broiw,  where  May's  unsparing  hand 
Bade  one  vast  swell  of  purple  bloom  expand. 
Soon  past  its  prhne»  ahows  signs  of  quick  decay. 
The  naked  stem,  and  scanty-cover'd  spray. 
Fierce  Boreas  calls,  and  Ruin  waits  his  caU; 
Thy  fafar  catalpa's  broken  branches  fall ; 
Thy  soft  magnolia  mourns  her  blasted  green, 
And  blighted  laurel's  yellowing  leaves  are  seen. 

But  Discontent  alone,  thou  'It  say,  complauis 
For  ill  success,  where  none  perfection  gains : 
True  ia  the  charge;  but  firom  that  tyrant's  sway 
What  art,  what  power,  can  e'er  redeem  our  day  ? 
To  me,  indeed,  short  ease  he  sometimes  yields. 
When  my  lone  walk  surrounds  the  rural  fields; 
There  no  past  errours  of  my  own  upbraid. 
No  time,  no  wealth  expended  nnrepaid : 
ThereNature  dwells,  and  throws  prof^iae  around 
Each  pastoral  sight  and  ev'ry  pastoral  sound ; 
From  Spring's  green  copse,  that  pours  the  cuckoo's 
And  evening  bleatings  of  the  flec^  train,    [strain. 
To  Autumn's  yellow  field  and  dam'rous  hom^ 
That  wakes  the  slumb'ring  harvesters  at  mom. 
There  Fancy  too,  with  fond  delighted  eyes. 
Sees  o'er  the  scene  ideal  people  rise ; 
There  calm  Contentment,  in  bis  cot  reclm'd. 
Hears  the  grey  poplars  whisper  in  the  wind ; 
There  Love's  sweet  song  adown  the  echoing  dale 
To  Beauty's  ear  oonveys  the  tender  tale ; 
Aud  there  Devotion  lifb  his  brow  to  Heav'n, 
With  grateful  thanks  for  many  a  blessing  giveii. 

Thus  oft  through  Maylan's  shady  lane  I  stray. 
Trace  Rushgreen's  paths,  or  Postwood's  winding 
Thus  oft  to  Eastfield's  airy  height  I  haste ;   [way; 
(All  well-known  spots  thy  feet  have  frequent  trac\l ! ) 
While  Memory,  as  my  sight  around  I  cast. 
Suggests  the  pleasing  thought  of  moments  past ; 
Or. Hope,  amid  the  foture,  forms  again 
The  dream  of  bliss  Experience  broke  in  vain. 


EPISTLE  II. 

WINTEB  AMUSEMENTS  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

TO  A  FliniD  IM  LOVDOlf. 

WfliLX  thee,  my  friend,  the  city's  scenes  detain, — 
llie  cheerful  scenes  where  Trade  and  Pleasure  reign ; 
Where  glittering  shops  their  varied  stores  display. 
And  passing  thousands  crowd  the  public  way ; 


•)  There  is  a  custom,  frequent  in  many  parts  of 
England,  of  calling  the  harvest^men  to  and  from 
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Wharo  PtmtJBg'tfor—  mad  Ntmi'9  wsmik  M\g^ 
And  Faahioii*!  frsqntot  novcUiet  ianl% 
And  coBTcmtioD^s  solMr  locial  howt 
Engage  the  aiiiid,  and  elevate  its  pov'n— 
Far  diffetent  teeoes  for  at  Ibe  oomitry  yickl% 
Deserted  roads  and  unfrequented  fields : 
Yet  deem  net,  knely  as  they  are,  that  these 
Boast  noaght  to  charm  the  eje^  the  ear  to  pkaae. 
Thoagh  here  the  tyrant  Winter  holds  oomaniid. 
And  bids  rude  tempests  desolate  the  land; 
Sometiaies  the  Snn  extends  his  cheering  beanv 
And  all  the  landscape  oasU  a  golden  gleam : 
Qear  is  the  sky,  and  calm  and  soft  the  air. 
And  through  thin  mist  each  object  looks  more  fair. 

Then,  where  the  villa  rean  its  sheltering  gveve. 
Along  the  southern  lavn  't  is  sweet  to  rove : 
Tbereilark  green  pines,  behind,  thear  houghs  ex- 
tend. 
And  bright  spmce  firs  like  pyramids  asoend. 
And  round  their  tops  in' many  a  pendent  raw. 
Their  scaly  oones  oif  shining  auburn  shew  ; 
There  the  broad  cedar^s  level  branches  spread^ 
And  the  tall  cypress  lifts  its  spiry  head ; 
With  alatenius  ilex  interweaves. 
And  laurels  mix  their  glossy  ofval  leaves ; 
And  gilded  holly  crimson  fruit  di^rfays. 
And  white  viburnum  «  o*er  the  bolder  strays. 

Where  these  ftom  storms  the  spacious  green- 
house screen, 
£v^  now  the  eye  beholds  a  fiow'ry  scene ; 
There  crystal  sashes  ward  the  injurious  cold, 
And  rows  of  benches  &ir  exotics  hold ; 
Rich  plants,  that  Afric's  sanny  cape  soppUes, 
Or  o*er  the  isles  of  either  India  rise. 

While  strip'd  geranium  shows  its  tufts  of  red. 
And  verdant  myrtles  gratefal  fragrance  shed  ; 
A  moment  stay  to  mark  the  rivid  bloom, 
A  moment  stay  to  catch  the  high  perfume, 
And  then  to  rml  scenes—Yon  path,  that  leads 
Down  the  steep  boum  and  'cross  the  level  meads. 
Soon  mounts  th'  opponent  hill,  and  soon  conveys 
To  where  the  frrm  its  pleasing  group  displays : 
The  rustic  mansion's  form,  antiquely  fair ; 
The  yew-hedg*d  garden,  with  its  grass-plat  square; 
The  bara*s  long  ridge,  and  doors  expanded  wide ; 
The  stable*s  straw-clad  eves  and  day-built  side ; 
The  cartshed's  roof,  of  rough-hewn  roundwood 

made. 
And  loose  on  beads  of  old  sere  pollards  laid ; 
The  granary's  floor  that  smooth-wrought  posts 

sustain, 
Where  hungry  vermin  strive  to  climb  in  vain ; 
And  many  an  ash  that  wild  around  them  grows. 
And  many  an  elm  that  shdter  o*er  them  throws. 

Then  round  the  moat  we  turn,  with  pales  enclosed. 
And  midst  the  orchard's  trees  in  rows  dispos'd. 
Whose  boughs  thick  tufb  of  misletoe  adorn 
With  fruit  of  lucid  white  on  joints  of  yelk>w  Borne. 


Thence  up  the  lane,  romantic  woods  amoog. 
Beneath  old  oaks  with  ivy  overhuqg, 
(0*er  their  rough  trunks  the  hairy  stalks  entwine. 
And  on  their  arms  the  sable  berries  shhie:) 
Here  oft  the  sight,  on  banks  bestrewn  with  leaves. 
The  eariy  primrose*  opening  bod  perceives  ; 
And  oft  steep  dells  or  ragged  difls  unfold 
The  prickly  furze  with  bloom  of  brightest  gold  ; 
Here  oft  the  red-breast  hops  along  the  way. 
And  midst  grey  moss  explores  his  insect  prey  ; 
Or  the  green  woodspite  ^  fliea  with  outcry  shrUI, 
And  delves  the  ssre  bough  with  bis  sounding  bUl ; 
Or  the  roos'd  hare  starts  rustling  from  the  brake. 
And  gaady  jays  inossiant  clamour  make; 
Or  echoing  hills  return  from  sttt|bbles  nigh 
The  sportsman's  gun,  and  spaniel's  yelpiBf  cry. 

And  nofw  the  coveit  ends  in  open  groaad. 
That  spreads  wide  views  beneath  us  all  anmnd  ; 
There  turbid  waters,  edg'd  with  yellow  rseds. 
Roll  through  the  russet  herd-fociaken  meads  ; 
There  from  the  meads  th'  encloeures  sloping  rias^ 
And,  midst  th*  endosures,  dusky  woodlaad  lies; 
While  pointed  spires  and  cnriing  smokes,  hetweeo, 
Mark  towns,  and  vills,  and  cottages  unseen. 
And  now, — for  now  the  breeze  mod  noontide  ray 
Clear  the  last  remnants  of  the  mist  away, — . 
Far,  far  o'er,  all  extends  the  aching  eye. 
Where  azure  mountains  mingle  with  the  sky : 
To  these  the  curious  optic  tube  applied 
Reveals  each  ol^ect  distance  else  would  hide; 
Their  seats  or  homesteads,  plac'dm  plea  sent  shadfi. 
Show  their  white  walls  and  windows  through  the 

glades; 
There  rears  the  hamlet  church  its  hoary  tow>; 
(The  clock's  bright  index  points  the  pissing  hour) 
There  green-rob'd  huntsmen  o*er  the  sonny  lawn 
Lead  homo  thenr  beagles  frtm  the  chase  withdrawn. 
And  ploughs  slow-moving  turn  the  broad  cham- 

And  on  steep  summits  feed  the  fleecy  train. 

But  winf  ry  OMNitfas  fe*  days  like  these  aapply. 
And  their  few  nuMnenls  fer  too  swiftly  fly : 
Dank  thaws,  chill  logs;  rough  winds,  and  heatiag 

ram. 
To  shdtering  rooms  th'  anwilUng  step  detain; 
Yet  there,  my  friend,  shall  liberal  Science  fisd 
Amusement  various  for  th'  inquiring  mind. 

While  Historjr's  hand  her  sanguine  record  bringa. 
With  woes  of  nations  fraught,  and  crimes  of  kii^i 
Plague  thins  the  street,  and  Famine  blasts  the  plain. 
War  wields  his  sword.  Oppression  binds  his  chain  ; 
Curiosity  pursues  the  unfolding  tale, 
Which  Reason  blames,  and  Pity's  tears  bowaiL 

While  Fancy's  pow'rs  th'  evoitftil  novd  frauM, 
And  Virtue's  cara  directs  its  constant  aim  ; 
As  Fiction's  pen  domestic  life  pooitrays. 
Its  hopes,  and  fears,  and  joys,  and  griefr  dii|ilays  ; 
By  Qraodison's  or  Clinton's  ^  story  mov'd. 
We  read  dehgbted,  and  we  rise  improv'd. 

Then  with  bold  voyageis  our  thonght  ex^^oces 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ESSAY  ON  PAIWriNO. 


*9i 


Now  feMDitii'WiiHWi  wli^Wnlty  |nMi-giiM6s  n  ATiCy 
And  CMy  kMmlu  tfurtacMK  rifW  mvt  j 
Whera  Ptsniy^  jMs  lu&OftaNt  hmmI  Dm  itM^ 
And  Ease  repose?,  dwrtn'd  iHch  B««ity'»  stttile. 
inefti,  hafilerts  Cbelt i!  AmM  the  Mutberit  nudn. 
Rose  thy  Tabett^^s  peaks  and  flowVy  p4aiii ; — 
Why,  darhig  wandered !  quit  that  MImftif  hmd. 
To  seek  new  dangers  on  a  baitMitms  strand  ? 
Why  doom'd,  w>  lonj^  escaped  from  stomi  and  foes, 
UpoB  that  strand  thy  dying  eyes  to  close ; 
Remote  each  place  by  habit  rettder'd  dear. 
Nor  Britisb  friends  nor  Otaheitean  near  ? 

Nor  less  than  books  the  engratifii's  works  hivite, 
Where  past  and  distant  come  bef^  the  sight ; 
Where,  all  the  painter's  lively  tints  convey*d, 
t1t»  AiHW  copyist  gfres  hi  light  and  shade : 
While  ftiithftil  tiews  the  prospect's  charms  display, 
From  coast  to  coast,  and  town  to  town,  we  stray; 
While  faithfhl  portraits  homan  features  trace^ 
We  gafe  delighted  on  the  speakmg  face ; 
Sar^  the  port  that  bards  and  heroes  bore, 
Oi*  mark  the  smiles  that  hh^h-bom  beaoties  wore. 

Cease  these  to  please?  Philosophy  attends 
With  arts  where  knowledge  with  dhrersion  blends; 
The  Sun's  t«st  system  m  a  model  shows ; 
Bids -the  clear  lens  new  forms  to  sight  expose ; 
Constructs  machines,  whose  wondrous  powers  de- 
Th'  efTecta  of  light,  and  properties  of  anr ;      [dare 
With  whirlhig  globes  excites  electric  fires. 
And  all  their  fbrce  and  all  their  use  Inquires. 
O  Natore !  how  hcnmense  thy  secret  store, 
fieyond  what  ev'n  a  Priestley  can  explore ! 

Such,  fKend,  the  ettiployiDeiits  may  his  time 
divide,  > 

Whom  rand  shad<w  firom  scenes  of  business  hide ; 
While  o'er  his  eaf  uilnotic'd  glide  away 
The  noise  MA  nottscikse  of  the  passing  day  •! 


ATT  ESSAY  ON  PAINTING, 
to'  A  Tomio  Aimr* 


The  atithor  had  conceived  a  design  of  writing  a 
pretty  extensive  poem  on  the  subject  of  paint- 
ing, long  before  Mr.  Hayley'k  ingenious  Poetical 
Epistle  to  an  eminent  Painter  appeared.  That 
performance  anticipated  and  precluded  part  of 
his  intended  work,  but  seemed  not  to  render  the 
suppression  of  the  following  lines  necessary. 


BtOM  sunny  Adda's  sea-surrounded  tow'rs, 
Froijri  Tiber's  vales  and  Amo's  viny  bow*rs, 
The  Muse  of  painting  seeks  Brltannia*8  plain. 
And  leads  to  Thames's  bauk  her  favourite  train : 


There,  where  a  iKtiai^weBfth  her  ^oow  tasplu^ 
With  her  kind  sitter's*  Attie  benties  graced, 
She,  laee  the  Sprhig,  aa  libenl  and  as  gay. 
Bids  her  rich  hand  its  annval  stores  dl^lay ; 
And  wknt  Being  glowing  rovad  ttie  widls. 
Prom  scene  to  scene  the  rarpt  attention  calls. 
There,  where  the  public  gives  the  palm  of  praise, 
And  only  Merit  to  renown  can  raise, 
DoMbtieBs,  tny  fKend,  the  just  ambition'^  thhie 
To  see  thy  foture  works  distbgnish'd  shme. 
Hear  then  thy  poet's  monitory  lay. 
That  Uals  not  nselesaaiay  perchance  convey: 
No  artist  I,  Hke  him  of  QalKa's  shore  >, 
Whose  pencil  pract8il^d,  ere  he  taught  his  fore ; 
Yet  l^ste  Incites  me  others*  werks  to  view. 
And  riffc  a  jadgmeot  haply  not  wntrae. 

Were  Painting's  path  my  pleasing  road  to  fame. 
The  choice  of  subject  much  my  care  should  datin ; 
His  graphic  powY  he  sure  trat  ill  bestows. 
Who  best  a  trifle's  nice  resemblance  shows. 
Though  the  rich  tints  so  finely  blended  foil. 
When  carps  and  pheasants  deck  the  rural  hall. 
That  oft,  like  Zeuxis'  grapes,  they  scarcely  fafl 
To  tempt  to  touch  the  feather  or  the  scale,— 
Yet  not  ev^n  Ehner's^  skill  can  make  us  prize 
What  ev'ry  field  or  ev'ry  pond  supplies ; 
1^9>^  f^^^  pi^in  to  view  such  wondrous  art 
Tried  on  no  theme  that  interests  the  heart. 

The  pride  of  genius  should  thy  hand  restrain 
From  all  that  life's  inferior  ranks  contain  4 ; 
Thy  conscious  pallet  ne'er  its  hues  should  spare 
To  draw  a  spoilsman's  hound  or  racer's  mare; 
Nor  thy  reluctant  crayon  stoop  to  trace 
A  fool's  dull  eye  or  villain's  ill-mark'd  fece. 

But  deem  not  portraifk  gifts  I  mean  to  slight, — 
Portrait,  the  source  of  many  a  pure  delight ! 
When  bards'  or  sages'  works  our  wishes  fire 
To  see  their  fbrms  whose  mmds  we  there  admire, 
The  featur'd  canvass  full  to  view  displays 
Reason's  deep  calm  or  Fancy's  glowing  rays. 
When  Beauty's  charms  their  varied  graces  wear. 
Love's  gentle  smile,  or  Mirth's  vivacious  air. 
The  pleasing  image  strikes  remotest  dimes, 
And  goes  unalter'd  down  to  distant  times. 
When  Death's  relentless  hand  in  dust  has  laid 
The  school-companion,  or  the  flrst-lovM  maid ; 
The  father  kind,  with  filial  awe  rever'd ; 
The  tender  mother,  by  her  cares  endear'd ; 
When  from  our  arms  the  dariing  child  irtom. 
Or  when  the  husband  or  the  wife  we  mmim— 
As  on  their  picture  many  a  glance  we  cast, 
Rettembrance  wanders  to  the  vanish'd  past ; 

»  Architecture. 

*  C  A.  Du  Fresnoy,  a  well-known  French  painter; 
author  of  a  Latin  poem,  De  Arte  Graphica. 

9  The  author  must  here  once  for  all  remark, 
that  whatever  he  may  say  respecting  the  works  of 
any  painter,  is  soldy  the  result  of  impartial,  though 
possibly  mistaken  opinion.     He  cannot  be  misled 
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Oar  thOQgfita  o'er  wanbmAem  Mimite  roU, 
And  pMO-iBuc'd  pi— ■nre  tolaoat  the  tool. 
To  portrait*!  itody  should  thy  choice  roeliBe» 
Ef'n  there  to  atm  at  eaeeilence  be  thine; 
And  ttrive  to  reach  the  point  that  few  can  gain. 
Preserve  the  likeness,  yet  the  spirit  retain. 

Of  landscape's  pnmnce  wide  extends  the  range, 
From  the  deep  vsie  and  hmnUe  mral  grange. 
To  Cambrian  heaths  sublimely  brown  and  bares 
Or  Alpine  ioe-points  glitt'ring  white  in  air: 
And  not  from  Nature  only-she  designa. 
But  different  parte  of  difierent  scenes  eomhines; 
Or  new  creatioos  of  her  own  she  forms, 
Dlumes  with  sunshane,  or  imrohres  in  storms  ^ 

Familiar  prospects  would  thy  hand  btow? 
Mark  what  our  hay-Aelds  and  our  hop-grounds 


Where  in  neat  rows  the  russet  cocks  are  seen. 
Or  from  tall  poles  depend  fcetoons  of  green; 
And  long  straight  paths  in  perspeetiTe  extend. 
And  yellow  sandhills  close  behmd  ascend  7. 
Nor  tweeter  oontrast  sure  can  meet  the  eye 
•Than  Tillage  lanes  in  Temal  months  supply. 
When  amber  ckwds,  in  sky  of  soft  bri^  blue. 
Hang  o'er  the  copse  just  crown'd  with  ▼erdure 

new; 
Or  where  the  orohard's  sun-gih  branches  spread 
Their  bloom  of  white  or  Iaintly4>hishing  red. 
The  fisirest  scenes,  when  peopled,  k>ok  more  fiur. 
But  these  to  people  asks  peculiar  care  i 
We  wish  not  here  for  VirgiPs  clamic  swains, 
Nor  Dryad  nymphs  tight  tripping  o*er  the  plains; 
Nor  yet  the  grinning  Uobbinols  of  Qay, 
Nor  cottage  Marians  in  their  torn  arcsy : 
The  rustic  lifo,  in  ev'ry  varied  place, 
Can  boast  its  few  of  beauty  and  of  grace ; 
From  them  select  the  fonns  that  roost  may  please. 
And  clothe  with  simple  elegance  and  ease: 
Such  forms  in  Smith's'  delightful  spots  we  prixe^ 
'  And  such  in  Sandby^  pleasMit  6eld^  ariee. 
The  obsenrant  artist  much  from  travel  gains ; 
Increase  of  knowledge  weU  rewards  his  pains. 
Now  his  pleased  eye  o'er  T^iscan  prospects  roves. 
Their  sunny  corn-fields  and  their  cypress  groves ; 
Their  ro«ds,  where  sports  from  tree  to  tree  the 

vine. 
And  through  broad  leaves  its  cnretal  clusters  shine  9; 
Tbeif  white  ca wines,  with  olive  groves  around ; 
And  glitt'ring  cUA  with  towns  and  castles  crown'd. 
Now  his  pleas'd  step  a  wider  circuit  tries. 
Where  Nile's  vast  flood  on  Egypt's  level  lies ; 
While  midst  the  tide  tall  palms  thcT  tops  uproar. 
And  causeways  broad  and  cities  fair  appear  '*. 


s  That  celebrated  artist,  Mr.  Wilson,  has  painted 
a  set  of  besutiful  Views  from  Nature,  in  different 
parU  of  Wales. 

^  These  circumstances,  termed  by  the  nainten 
mcddsnit  qfmUure,  often  agreeably  diversify  land- 
scape. 

f  For  this  imagery  the  author  is  indebted  to  Mr. 
Walpde,  who  in  his  Anecdotes  of  Painting,  vol.  iv. 
p.  65,  proposes  our  hay-fields  and  bop-grounds  as 
new  subjects  of  landscape. 

>  The  late  Mr.  George  Smith  of  Chichester. 

*  The  hedge-row  trees  in  Tuscany  are  covered 
with  vines.    Vide  Smollet*8  Travels,  vol  ii.  p.  46. 

>o  Vide  Rollin's  Ancient  History,  18m0b  voL  i. 
p.C2. 


Now  Indian  cfiflMi  h«  eMt  or  wMt  4 
Quits  the  dull  fhetory  and  the  sandy  shoraa". 
Climbs  craggy  hiUs,  pervades  ronuntie  wood% 
Or  winds  along  the  cataracts  of  the  floods ; 
Through  beasts,  and  birds,  and  i 

flow-n. 

In  shape  and  colour  all  distkict  from  ours; 
Or  strajrs  o^er  isles  that  tgkf  vales  unfold. 
Midst  skies  of  glory  and  nridst  eeas  of  gold  ; 
Such  skies,  such  seas,  as  Hodges'  pencil  drew. 
And  round  the  rooks  of  Ulitea  threw  ". 

Whate*er>»e  copy,  or  whale'er  we  feign. 
Through  all  the  fiio^  one  charactfr  should  reign  r 
When  CUttde's  bright  OMm  on  MoU'k  precincU 

dawns. 
What  sweet  quiescence  marks  the  groves  and  lawBS* 
How  calm  his  herds  among  the  ruins  grate ! 
How  calm  his  curious  peasant  stands  to  gaze  u ! 
When  bold  Sahrator  under  tortid  skies 
Bids  his  scathed  hills  and  Uasted  trees  arisen 
Behind  wild  rocks  bids  his  wild  streams  be  lost. 
And  from  vast  cli&  shows  broken  fragments  tost  ^ 
BfTidst  them  no  shepherds  lead  their  flocks  akag^ 
Nor  village  maidens  seem  to  tune  their  song  ; 
But  solemn  augurs  flights  of  birds  survey. 
Or  stem-ey'd  robbers  isait  the  passing  prey  K 
In  Rubens*  forest,  when  the  wounded  boar, 
Plung'd  in  the  stream,  attempts  the  fbrther  i 
How  the  fleroe  dogs  retard  his  awkward  speed! 
How  the  fierce  hunters  urge  the  strainiiy  stand ! 
And,  eager,  one  the  winged  arrow  sends. 
And  one  firm-fix'd  th*  expectant  spear  protenda  "^ 

To  History's  group,  where  passion'd  thonglit  e»- 
press'd 
Strikes  kmdred  fieslings  on  the  gi 
To  History's  group,  the  epic  of  Hiy  ait^ 
Proceed  we  now,  and  whnt  we  can,  impart. 

The  mighty  masters  of  Italian  name 
All  Rome,  all  Florence,  and  Bologna  daim; 
Whose  fresco  fonns  still  animate  their  walls, 
Whose  living  canvass  decks  their  domes  and  hulls : 
What  various  pow'rs  for  these  their  glory  won. 
And  what  of  theirs  to  choose^  and  what  lo  sfaoB, 
Ulustridus  Reynolds  much  in  prose  has  told. 
And  more  my  verse  pretends  not  to  unfold. 
These  still  thy  study  but  with  caution  makn. 
Nor  prise  the  picture  for  the  painter's  sake  ; 


"  Several  of  our  artists  have  attended  to  this 
circumstance  of  foreign  scenery.  The  ingenious 
Mr.  Oeor^  Robertson  has  pah^bed  several  fine  ro- 
mantic views  in  Jamaica,  which  have  been  en- 
graved* 

"  Several  beautiful  landscapes,  taken  in  different 
paits  of  the  new  discovered  islands,  by  Bfr.  Hodges, 
who  attended  captain  Cook  in  one  of  his  voyages, 
must  be  well  remembeoed  by  those  who  attend  the 
annual  exhibitions  of  the  Royal  Academy. 

''  Vide  a  beautiful  engraving,  by  Vnrarei,  from 
a  capital  picture  of  Claude  Lorrain,  called  the 
If  orning,  in  which  he  introduces  himself  drawmg 
an  antique  temple  on  the  banks  of  the  Tiber,  be- 
tween Ponte  Mola  and  Rome. 

14  Vide  Salvator  Rosa*s  landscapes,  engraved 
by  Goupy.  See  also  sir  Joshua  Reynold's  Bis- 
oourses,  p.  1*75.  . 

>>  Vide  Rubens's  landscape  of  boar-buntings 
engraved  by  Bolswert, 
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lUlfiMlb  bimielf,  beneatfa  himtelf  oft  Ml,  ^ 

And  meaner  hmndt*  beit  worki  his  wont  eioel  '*• 

^  is  general  nature,  in  thy  art  and  mine, 
Most  give  our  fame  in  futore  times  to  shine: 
Sablime  and  pathos,  like  the  Son's  fix'd  flame, 
Remain,  and  please  through  ev'ry  age  the  same ; 
Hnmonr's  light  shapes,  like  Tapoors  in  the  sky, 
Rise,  pass,  and  vary,  and  ibr  ever  fly: 
Hogarth  and  Swift,  If  living,  might  deplore 
Half  their  keen  jokes,  that  now  are  jokes  no  more. 

What  Troth's  rich  page  of  real  event  sapplies, 
What  Ffencjr's  pow*rs  of  imbled  act  devise, 
Bdbre  thee  lie — bat  where  the  field  so  wide^ 
There  Jodgroenfa  hand  Selection's  step  mnst  guide. 

To  Horroor's  forms  the  mind  aversion  feels. 
To  Spaniolet^  '7  flay'd  saints  and  torturing  wheeb; 
Kor  praise  for  nauseous  images  we  win. 
For  Spensei's  Erroar,  or  for  Milton's  Siu. 

Mythology,  that  Greek  enchantresi,  long 
Has  reign'd  the  idol  of  the  painting  throng: 
But  Reason's  thought  disdains  Ovidian  dreams 
Ahsurd,  of  n3rmphs  transform'd  to  trees  and  streams; 
And  Virtue  Homer's  wanton  gods  ahhors, 
With  <ill  their  lewd  amours  and  all  their  idle  wars. 

The  battle's  conflicts  ample  scope  i>estow, 
Th*  effects  of  fury,  fear,  and  pain  to  show ; 
Am  different  features  these  unlike  express. 
The  contrast's  force  afleets  us  more  or  leis. 
But  here  Goofdsion  holds  his  crowded  reign, 
And  the  tir'd  eye  attempts  to  rest  in  vain; 
And  o'er  the  scene  Humsnity  complains,      [tains. 
Where  mangled  corses  lie,  and  blood  the  land  dis- 
When  in  the  fore-ground  kings  or  generals  stand. 
Direct  the  attack,  or  head  the  charging  band. 
Their  gracefbl  forms  we  unooooem'd  survey. 
Who  fight  for  conqocft,  or  who  fight  for  pay: 
Nor  hi  their  postures  can  there  much  be  prais'd. 
Their  pistols  levell'd,  or  their  fUchions  rais'd ; 
And  to  dull  sameness  here  so  oft  we  foil. 
That  who  beholds  one  piece,  beholds  than  all. 

But  Wai^  dire  field,  not  all  coirfhi'd  to  these, 
Aflbvds  us  often  incidents  that  please: 
For  oft  the  historian^  oft  the  poet*s  art, 
Gan  win  our  wishes  on  aome  heroi's  part; 
His  country  nam'd,  his  plaoe  and  parents  known, 
.  Our  busy  thought  his  perils  makes  its  own. 
To  fierce  PeBdes,  midst  Scamander's  waves. 
When  young  Lycaon's  voice  for  Vity  craves  **; 
The  chiefs  stem  brow  and  lance  suspended  high. 
The  youth's  bent  knee  and  deprecatag  eye, 


><  For  this  assertion  the  auttior  has  the  highest 
authority,  vis.  that  of  sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  **  I 
have  no  desire,**  says  he,  *<  to  degrade  Raffoelle 
from  the  high  rank  he  deservedly  holds ;  but,  in 
comparing  him  with  himself^  he  does  not  appear  to 
me  to  be  the  same  man  in  ail  as  in  fresco.'*  Dis- 
►  P.165. 


'7  GioaeppeRibera,  a  native  ofValencia  in  Spain* 
He  was  noted  for  painting  horrid  subjects;  such 
as  Frometheos  with  the  vulture  fseding  on  his  liver ; 
Ixion  tortured  on  the  wheel ;  and  St  Bartholomew 
with  the  skin  flayed  from  his  body.  Vide  Dryden^s 
translation  of  Fresnoy,  p.  S5S. 

>•  Vide  the  Iliad,  book  xxi.  Hib  story  of  Ly- 
caon  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  affecting  passages 
in  the  whole  poem.  Vide  Pope's  not^  vol.  v. 
p.  SOe.  of  his  tramUtion.    Tha  conntenanct  of 


Not  West's  rich  pencil  need  disdain  to  trace, 
Or  Ronmejr's  stroke  with  gtowing  cdoun  grace. 
When  Dithyrambos,  on  data's  plain. 
Mourns  the  brave  Persian  whom  his  hand  has  slain. 
Nor  marks  his  danger  fWnn  th'  approaching  fbe. 
Nor  his  bold  friend  prepai'd  to  ward  the  blow ; 
In  one  what  grief,  in  one  what  vengeful  rage. 
In  one  what  ardour,  might  the  sight  engage  *9! 

The  gentle  Kauflhian*s  traits  can  best  declare 
The  sentimental  feelings  of  the  fkir, 
When  soft  Erminia  in  the  sylvan  shade 
Leaves  Tancred's  name  on  ev>ry  tree  display'd  '^i 
Or  kind  Louisa  pens  the  friendly  scroll. 
To  sooth  the  moumfol  sister  of  her  soul  *>. 
The  same  skill'd  hand'more  strong  eiqpresswo 

tries,  ^ 

At  Edward's  feet  when  WoodviUe's  daughter  lies  >*; 
Or,  midst  th'  admiring  weeping  train  around. 
Food  Bleanora  sncks  the  poiaon'd  wound  *i. 
Delightful  artist !— Grace  her  pencil  guides. 
And  Delicacy  o'er  its  stroke  presides ! 
Th'  immortal  swans,  appointed  to  redeem 
Genius  and  Worth  fkxm  Lethe's  silent  stream, 
Pleas'd  with  their  charge,  shall  bear  her  medall'd 


To  the  fair  priestess  of  the  fone  of  Fame  H. 

Such  tender  subjects,  if  thy  choice  they  gain. 
Enough  for  thee  as  yet  nntouch'd  remain. 
Now  firom  the  page  of  Richardson  bestow 
On  Clementina's  fhce  the  Ifaies  of  woe ; 
Or  let  sweet  Harriet's  livelier  beauty  wear 
The  soul-firaoght  eye  and  apprehensive  air ; 
Or  draw  the  proud  Olivia's  rage-flush'd  charms. 
When  the  aim  hero  seis*d  her  deadly  arms; 


Achilles,  at  the  moment  when  the  death  of  Patro- 
clus,  occurring  to  his  thought,  determined  him  to 
kill  Lycaon,  would  afibrd  a  fine  expression : 

Talk  not  of  life  or  ransom,  he  replies ; 

Patroclus  dead,  whoever  meets  me  dies. 

>•  Vide  Leonidas,  book  viii.  1.  355. 
He  ended,  rushing  furious  on  the  Gred^, 
Who,  whUe  his  gallant  enemy  eiqpir'd. 
While  Hyperantbes  tenderiy  receiv*d 
Hie  IsMt  embraces  of  his  gasping  friend. 
Stood  nigh  reelin'd  in  sa&ess  on  his  sfaidd, 
And  in  the  pride  of  victory  repni'd. 
Unmark'd  his  foe  approach'd.    But  forward 


Diomedon.    Before  the  Thespian  jrouth 
Aloft  he  imis'd  hb  targe 
^  Vide  Tasso's  Jerusalem  Delivered. 

*>  See  Emma  Gorbett,  an  interesting  novel,  by 
Mr.  &  L  Pratt,  voL  L  letter  34. 

"  See  the  story  of  Elizabeth  Grey,  daughter  of 
sir  Richard  WoodviHe,  sumg  to  Edward  IV.  for  re- 
stitution of  her  lands.    Rapin,  vol.  i.  p.  601. 

'3  The  well-known  story  of  Eleanor  of  Castile, 
queen  of  Edward  I.  sucking  the  poison  from  her 
husband's  arm,  when  he  was  wounded  by  an  assas- 
sm  in  Palestine. 

*4  See  a  painting  of  Mrs.  Kauffinan's,  fWun  a 
passage  in  Ariosto,  where  swans  are  hitroduced 
bringmg  the  names  of  ingenious  persons,  inscribed 
on  medals,  to  a  nymph  who  deposits  Acm  in  the 

temple  of  Fame.  .     r\r\fMo 
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And  paiot  tlMt  Imm,  fimn  in  tml  pvaiF*4, 
Una#M  by  daa^er,  and  by  vice  uanK^v'd  ^. 
To  Sterne's  sjtt  nuuuac  let  thy  hand  impart 
The  languid  chedk,  tin  Wok  thatpievc'd  hia  heart. 
When  to  her  virgin  saint  the  vesper  toag  iberaiskl. 
Or  eariMBt  vfew^  him  as  he  lat  and  gaz'd  ^, 
Mark,  if  thou  oaa'tt,  philanthaopy  divine, 
That  tweHi  the  breast,  aad  bids  the  features  shine. 
When  the  tear  glisf  nmg  starts  from  Toby's  egres 
Fix^d  on  the  couch  whose  poor  Le  Pevre  dies* 

The  Greotan  classics*  venerable  lore 
I  see  th^  often  diligent  explbre; 
What  Homer's  Muse  to  Chian  cities  tanght. 
Or  Pity*s  priest  '7  to  Athens'  audience  brought, 
if ethioka,  now  rising  from  thy  plastic  hand» 
Troy's  hoary  monarch  shall  a  suppliant  stand; 
To  stem  Achilles  all  his  gpeh  esplaia, 
And  ask  hn  Hector^  corse,  nor  ask  in  vais  '*. 
Now  Juve's  kind  sob  to  Thebes's  sorrowing 'king 
Shall  bis  restor*d  unlmown  Alcestis  bring ; 
Admetus'  eyes  his  angnish'd  thoughts  dedare. 
And  turn  disgurtad  from  the  proffier'd  fair  >«. 

Thedavk  sublime  of  extra-natural  scenes 
The  vulgar  magic's  puerile  rite  demeans; 
Where  bags  their  caJdrons  fraught  with  toads  pre- 
pare, 
Or  glide  on  broomsticks  through  the  midnight  air. 
Chain'd  on  the  rook  let  bold  Prometheus  lie. 
And  cast  wild  loeks,  upbraidiog,  to  the  sky  ^; 
Bid  Milton's  flatan  frem  thebttrning  steep 
Call  his -wide  legions,  slumb'ring  on  the  da^; 
Or  Camoens'  ^»nnt  of  the  Cape  upraise. 
And  show  him  only  by  the  lightning's  blaze; 
Or  place  sad  Bosiar's  ghost>amld  the  tide, 
Where  by  the  pale  Mq^n  anchor'd  navies  ride  ^'. 

O  where  is  he,  whose  thought  such  grandeur  gave 
To  bbid  Fitzwalter.and  the  bafona  brave, 


''  The  History  of  sir  Charles  Grandison,  vol.  iv. 
p.  176.  The  interview  between  Grandison  and  Oli- 
via, at  the  instant  of  his  seizing  her  poinard, 
would  make  a  noble  pidture.  This  work  of  Richard- 
son's  abounds  with  fine  situations.  Brookes'a  Fooli 
of  Quality,  and  the  Adventurer  of  JIawkesworth,  I 
are  also  books  worthy  the  perusal  of  an  artist  who 
wishes  fbr  choice  of  interestaug  incidents.  ^ 

36'  «fhis  subject  has  been  attempted  by  several : 
ingenious  artists,  who  have  given  very  ploasing 
figures;  but  perhaps  none  that  conv^  the  precise j 
idea  of  Sterne.  This  author  being  mentioned,  ai 
trite  observation  must  be  indulged,  viz.  That  there; 
probably  never  was  a  mora  striking  instance  of  mis- 
application of  talents  than  in  him.  With  superior 
powers  for  the  pathos,  he  chose  to  descend  to  ri- 
baldry, that  affronted  the  taste  and  corrnpted  the 


When,  nuQg^  mMmm  along  IWrThnmae^  drand* 
Tkey  snatch'd  their  charter  firom  a  tyrant's  hand  » ? 
Throi^  all  the  sceoBi  his  saiNd  stroke  beslow^ 
Rota's  wild  grace  and  daring  spirit  glow*d  ; 
In  him    afc,  Inst  es»  half  his  poweaswcPesiiiaw»!— 
Bnftatn  perhaps  an  Angelohad  known ! 

WnoU'st  thou  his  honours  emulous  poipn^ 
And  give  the  patriot  .energy  to  view,.— 
Deep  in  tike  gloom  of  Daleoarlia's  mine. 
Bid  Freedom's  flame  in  Vasa's  visage  shine  ^  ; 
The  pass  of  tei'd  Themopyln  diqilay. 
And  Sparta's  monarch^  port  august  poitiay  H 

For  pootifis  and  for  kings,  the  painter^  skill 
From  sacred  story  toils  their  walls  to  fill ; 
Where'er  we  turn,  its  subjects  strike  the  eye. 
And  few  untried  are  left  for  us  to  try. 
Yet  who  has  Jepthah's  matchless  woe  e3qpr8ss'<^ 
By  his  lov'd  daughter's  sudden  sight  distress'd  ; 
Or  shown  the  patriarchs,  struck  with  wild  amaeew 
As  on  the  viceroy's  hidden  cop  they  gaze  ^  ? 
Or  whn,  when  Israel's  hosts  on  Edom's  plain 
Despairing  lie,— a  thirst-afflicted  train  I — 
Has  bade  tiie  prophet  and  his  minstrel  stand» 
And  call  new  waters  o*er  the  bumingsand^^? 
When  Dave's  chiefs,  with  gen'rous  thought  inspir'd. 
Bring  the  clear  wave  his  sick'ning  soul  desir'd; 
What  dignity  might  to  his  act  be  given. 
The  pure  libation  pouring  out  to  Heaven  <37 « 

No  more  of  theme ;  design  must  now  succeod-^ 
The  mind's  strong  picture  when  we  hear  or  read->^^ 
Where  every  penKm  £nds  his  proper  plao^ 
And  turn  of  attitude  and  turn  of  ihce : 

3>  Vide  the  late  Mr.  Mortimer's  picture  of  king 
John  delivering  magna  charta  to  the  barons.    Thnt 
ingenious  artistes  ^vious  powers  of  imaginatian- 
promised.th^  attainment  of  a  high  degree  of  es- 
cellenoe  in  his  professioa> 

33  Brooke*s  Gustavus  Vasa,  act  L  scene  2.  whore 
Gustavus  discovers  himself  to  AnderKn  and  Arool- 
due  in  the  copper-mines  of  Dalecarlia,  ^  See  an- 
other fine  subjeet  in  the  same  Trsgedj,  net  iv. 
scene  xi. 

^  Vide  Leonidas,  book  x.  where  the  hero  of  tbe 
poam  repeats  to  the  assembled  council  the  mesnge 
of  Argertes;  while  Alpheus,  at  the  sime  instnnr^ 
brings  news  of  tiie  Persians  havmg  passed  the  Up- 
per Strait  Th>  would  make  a  noble  pictare; 
the  dauntless  appearaoee  of  the  Greeks  might  be 
well  contrasted  with  the  fear  and  shame  of  tbe  n«i- 
bassador  of  Xerxes.  The  banquet  of  Melisaa, 
priestess  of  the  Muses,  where  Leonidas  and  iEschy- 
hjs  are  supposed  present,  book  vii.  is  another  fioe 
subject  Such  pictures  would  hardly  be  popular  ; 
but  to  some  minds  they  would  afibrd  singular  plen- 
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t        The  artist*!  powers  in  this  aMift  Ipmlljr  fail, 
^       Whon;  figvreB  pDiBt  aot  oat  at  once  b»  tale  ^. 
,       When  Lystra'f  crowd  aitmnd  the  afxisUet  tbrong^ 

And  joyfal  lead  the  vidtim  ox  along ; 
,        Ask  we  tbecatue,  while  be  that  effuse  eiqplaias 

IVhose  limb,  late  useless^  strength  ind  use  ob- 
1  tains -fo? 

When  West*s  yoang  wvnrior,  bleeding  on  Ibe  gi>OMid» 

Hts  mournfol  gmap  of  martial  friends  sorro^bd; 

Their  gallant  genM  instancy  we  know^ 

Their  griefe,  their  oares,  hb  iife^  importaoee  show ; 

Quebec*8  prond  tower,  the  enoount^ring'trDOpB  be- 
I  tween. 

In  distant  view  discriminates  the  scene^^ 
As  in  the  drama  all  events  should  tend 

In  conrM  unbroken  to  the  pttfpos*d  end ; 

So  must  the  pictured  business  still  maintaio 

The  «ime  eoiuiective  unity  of  tram. 

When  Copley's  youth,  swift  struggling  through  the 
wave. 

The  anxious  boatmen  strain  each  nerve  to  save ; 

As  strives  the  rsv'ooas  shark  to  reach  his  prey. 

One  lifts  the  javelin  to  arrest  his  way ; 

And  now,  as  near  his  dreadftil  jaws  expaud. 

One  casts  the  cotd,  and  one  ei^tands  the  hand  s 

What  care,  what  pity,  mark  their  eager  eyes  I 

What  hopes,  what  ierrours,  in  our  bosoms  rise4> ! 
The  skilful  painter,  at  whose  option  lie 

Positions  various,  fails  not  all  to  try ; 

And  those  prefers,  where -every  part  the  best 

Accordance  keeps,  illuetratiBg  the  rest. 

By  different  modes  effect  he  oft  obtains ; 

To  one  chief  figure  now  the  attention  gains ; 

Now  force  on  second  characters  bestows. 

And  all  his  meaning  by  reflection  shows ; 

Now  through  the  whole,  each  rank,  and  sex,  and 

One  common  ruling  passion  bids  engage. 

When  Raffaelle's  Saviour  from  the  tomb  ascends, 
Such  majesty  and  grace  his  presence  blends. 
That  the  flx*d  eye  oontemplates  him  alone. 
Nor    heeds   th'    aslonishM   guards   around  hkn 
thrown  4S. 

When  Vandyke^s  gen*ral,  whose  victorious  spear 
Sunk  Persia's  pride,  and  €heck*d  the  6oth*s  career. 
Of  service  paid  with  indigence  eomplains. 
And  sightless  age  on  daily  alms  sustains ; 
As  the  young  chief  th*  afifttoting  scene  surveys, 
How  all  his  form  the  emotion'^  soal  betrays ! 


39  «  That  compo^onmnst  be  defective,  which 
cannot,  to  a  careful  observer,  point  out  its  own 
tendency;  and  those  expressions  must  be  either 
weak  or  false,  whkrti  do  not  in  some  degree  mark 
the  interest  of  each  actor  in  the  drama."  Webb's 
Inquiry  into  the  Beauties  of  Painting,  Prefhoe,  p.  8. 

¥>  Vtde  RaAhelle^  8t  Paul  and  Barnabas  at 
Lystra.  For  the  above  observation  and  descrip- 
tion the  author  is  indebted  to  the  iajrenious  In- 
quiry into  the  Beauties  of  Painting,  p.  1 80. 

4<  Vide  Westfs  celebrated  picture  of  the  death 
of  geneml  Wolfe,  engraved  by  Wooltett. 

*^  See  Mr.  Oopley's  |»ieture  of  a  youth  rescued 
by  sailors  frouMi  shark,  in  the  haibonr  of  the  Ha- 
vannah.  There  is  a  fine  mezzotinto  of  this  piece 
by  Green. 

43  Raffaelle*s  picture  of  the  resurrection  of 
Christ,  engraved  by  Vttaitc  and  Ori^ikm  ft«n  a 
drawing  of  Dalton. 


«  O,  tfaos  has  Fortnna  for  the  brave  decnwd? 
Of  toils  4md  dangers  this  at  lart  the  mend  44  }** 

Whes  Bnme'sfairiirinoess,  'whofrom  Syaian  thoie 
Her  late  lost  ooosoit's  sacred  ashes  bore. 
With  steps  rio«r-4ndving  o*er  Brundushim^s  ^tiand. 
Meets  her  lov*d  fneiids<-«  numerous  monming 
HergentleframenogeitnriSTndedisgtBoe,  [band- 
No  volgar  grief  deforms  her  beanteons  fooe; 
Her  downcast  eyes  immoveable  remain, 
Fa*d  on  them  her  oarelul  hands  sustain. 
The  wklow'd  mother,  by  her  gaiment^  'folds. 
Close  on  each  side  eaeh  tender  ofl5i|>ring  holds; 
While  melaacholy  all  the  tram  o'ershades. 
Of  hoaiy  warriors  and  of  Uoommg  ^naids ; 
And  all  their  breasts  with  pity  seem  -to  heave. 
And  for  the4ead  and  for  the  ivvhig  grieve  4S. 

ThO'great  sublime  with  energy  to  express 
Exert  thy  utmost  power,  nor  foar  exoess. 
When  paiskm's  tumults  m  the  bosom  rise,  , 

Inflate  Use  features,  and  enrage  the  eyes; 
To  Nalui«*s  outllne>can  we  dmw  loo  tsne^ 
Or  Nattire%  eokmn  give  too  foil  to  view  ? 
Did  Reynolds'  hand  with  foroe  too  stnmg  disdoia 
Those  looks  that  mark  th' onuilsfiable  woes. 
When  Vgdine  the  wretch  m, prison  lies. 
And  hears  his  djring  children^  pieroing  cries, 
And^vrhile  fill  Hunger  haunts  theimperviooa  waUf» 
And  one  by  one  the  soflbrfog  victims  oalls» 
Invokes  the  lightning^  bolt  those  walls  to  rend. 
Or  earth  to  open,  and  his  miseries  ead-4*  h 

Our  bards  hideed,  I  own,  here  often  foil. 
And  spoil  with  bombast  and  oonoeit  their  tale ; 
Tbiih*  heroes  Mnt  in  many  a  euiious-strain 
Of  thought,  that  none  could  think  in  angeror  in  pain. 

Celestial  scenes  with  caution -ttnst  be  tried. 
Where  knowledge  foife,  and  fenoy  sole  can  guhle: 
The^great  First  Cause  no  form  reveals  to  sight, 
We  matk  his  presenee  by  excess  of  light  4T  ; 
While  angel  shapes  at  ease  en  vring  remain. 
Or  on  thin  elonds  their  airy  steps  snstahi. 

But  though,  foh'PiUnting!  thus  by  just  design^ 
And  strong  expression,  mudi  to  please  is  thine  ; 
Yet  not  ftom  these  thy*  ntaMMt  praises  rise, 
Vn*  uMftil  moral  oft  thy  work  supplies. 
When,  midst  Pousshi's  Arcadian  vale  serene. 
The  virgin's  sculptur'd  monument  Is  seen. 
And  Oie  sad  shepherd  pointing  sesns  to  say, 
**  O  Death,  no'plaoe  is  sacred  fimm  thysway  ^ 
Our  raoumful  thoughts  the  well-knowotnith  recall. 
That  youth  and  beauty  oft  untimely  h\{^. 


44  Vide  the  Belisvrins  of  Vandyke;  engraved 
by  Qoupy  and  Scotin. 

45  This  capital  pic«are  of  Agrippina  landrag  at 
Bi«ndusium,  with  the  ashes  of  Qermanicus,  is,  in 
the -author's  opinion,  one  of  Mr.  Wesfs  mest  pleas- 
hig  (Jompositioos.  There  is  a  beautiful  print  of  it 
by  Barloai. 

46  Vide  Mir  JMhua  Reynolds's  excellent  picture 
of  count  Ugolino  and  his  children  in  the  dungeon; 
where  they  were  conflned  and  starved  to  death  by 
the  archbishop  Puggieri.  This  circamstaaoe  4i 
described  by  the  Ttattan  poet  Daat^ 

47  The  author  ooald'not  here  omit  censuiing,  Am 
practice  of  some  celebrated  painters,  who  have 
presumptuously  and  absurdly  represented  the  Su- 
preme Being  in  the  fbrm  of  an  aged  man. 

4>  Vide  Poussin's  picture,  called  The  Shepbenk 
in  Arcadia;  engraved  by  Rivenetr  in  Mr.BoydeU'a 
Digitized  by  VjOOQlC 
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On  Carthage'  pUins  ivben  Marias  meett  the  eye, 
And  the  ttern  pretor'f  mandate bkb  him  fly; 
Freih  from  the  view  the  ttroog  reflection  tpringiy 
How  ftrange'tbe  Tast  fieiiMtade  of  thingt  f 
Rome's  rival  city  to  the  dast  depressed; 
Her  haughty  coosnl  there  denied  to  rest  49 ! 
When  Persia's  conqueror,  midst  her  female  train. 
Appears  the  chaste,  the  genVous,  and  humane ; 
His  looks,  his  action,  on  the  mind  impress 
The  needful  knowledge  how  to  bear  success  v>. 

Thus  may  thy  art»  O  friend,  for  ever  prore 
Of  fofce,  to  virtue,  sind  from  rice  to  move ! 
To  statesmen,  thoughtless  on  the  heights  of  pow'r, 
Mark  Wolsey's  fidl,  or  show  his  final  hour ; 
To  patriot  eyes  give  Marveil's  calm  disdain, 
When  Danby  urg*d  the  tempting  bribe  in  vain  S' ; 
Or  bid  the  inconstant  her  own  doom  dqplore 
In  the  sad  exit  of  the  hapless  Shore  >'. 

Without  the  entheus  Nature's  self  bestows^ 
The  worid  no  painter  nor  no  poet  knows : 
But  think  not  mind  in  its  own  depth  contains 
A  source  of  wealth  that  no  disbursement  dnuns : 
Quick  observation,  ever  on  the  wing. 
Home,  like  the  bee,  its  useful  stores  must  bring ; 
From  hills,  and  vales,  and  rocks^  and  streams,  and 

trees. 
And  towns,  and  all  that  people  those  and  these ; 
From  meanest  objects  that  may  hints  inspire, 
Discolour'd  walls,  or  heaps  of  glowing  flres^. 
Care  too  beside  thee  still  must  take  her  place. 
Retouch  each  stroke,  and  polish  every  grace; 
For  when  we  join  not  dignity  .with  ease. 
Nor  thou  canst  paint,  nor  I  can  iMte,  to  pleaie. 

PerfectioD's  point  the  artist  nearest  gains, 
Who  with  his  work  unsatisfy'd  remains : 
Ba  Vinci's  thought  an  excellence  cooceivM, 
That  his  eye  miss'd  in  all  bis  hand  achiev'dS4. 

The  clear-obscure  how  happiest  to  produce. 
And  what  of  various  tints  the  various  use. 
My  lay  to  that  presumes  not  to  aspire, 
Nor  with  trite  precept  this  thy  ear  shall  tire : 
Coreggto's  practice  that  describes  the  best : 
In  Fresnoy^s  theory  this  we  find  expressed. 

No  rude  incongruence  should  thy  piece  di^^race. 
No  motley  modes  of  different  time  and  place; 
By  Grecian  chiefs  no  Gallic  airs  be  wom^S     i 
Nor  in  their  hands  be  mddem  weapons  borne; 
Nor  mix  the  crested  helm  and  coat  of  mail 
With  the  vast  curi'd  peruke,  or  pointed  taiL 

collection  of  prints:  also  the  abb4  Du  6os*s  Reflec- 
tions on  Poetry,  Painting,  and  Music;  and  Dr. 
Warton's  ingenious  Essay  on  Didactic  Poetry,  in 
his  translation  of  Yirgil. 

49  There  is  a  fine  picture  of  Mortimer's  on  this 
subject  The  reply  of  Marius  to  the  messenger 
who  came  with  orders  for  him  to  depart,  was  nobly 


And  sacred  ever  be  the  solemn  scene 

From  base  intrusion  of  burlesque  and  mean  $ 

Nor  inm  patriarch's  or  apostle's  sight 

Set  snarling  dogs  and  growling  cats  to  fight. 

One  cantion  further  must  the  Muse  impart ; 
Sbnn  naked  form,  that  scandal  of  thy  ait : 
Even  Dryden  blames  them  who  refuse  to  spare 
The  painfnl  blushes  of  the  modtst  foir. 
l£t  ueomcf  her  veil  of  drapery  throw. 
And  Grace  diffuse  its  folds  in  easy  fiow^. 

And  now,  my  firiend,  for  thee  may  Fortoae  iod 
Employ  congenial  to  thy  liberal  mind; 
Not  tasks  impos'd  by  power,  or  chosen  for  gain. 
Begun  reluctant,  and  punu'd  with  pain. 
What  wanns  the  heart,  the  hand  whh  force  reveals^ 
And  all  that  force  the  charm*d  spectator  fSeeb ; 
For  genius,  piercing  as  the/electric  flame. 
When  wak'd  in  one,  in  others  wakes  the  same. 


SONNETS. 


The  following  Sonnets,  and  the  Stanzas  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Macaulay,  appeared  in  Pearch's  GoUee- 
tion  of  Poems  published  in  1770.  Hie  remain- 
ing pieces  are  now  first  printed. 


flONNm*  L 

APOLOGY  FOR  RITIRBKBNT.     1766. 

Wkt  asks  my  friend  what  cheers  my  passing  day. 
Where  these  lone  fields  my  rural  home  enclose^ 
That  all  the  pomp  the  crowded  city  shows 
Ne'er  froih  that  home  allures  my  steps  away  ? 

Now  through  the  upland  shade  I  musmg  stray. 
And  catch  the  gale  that  o'er  the  woodbine  blows  | 
Now  in  the  meads  6n  river  banks  repose. 
And  breathe  rich  odour  fW>m  the  new-mown  hay : 

Now  pleas'd  I  read  the  poet*s  lofty  lay, 
Where  music  fraught  with  useful  knowledge  flows; 

Now  Dslia'is  converse  makes  the  moments  gay. 
The  maid  for  love  and  innocence  I  chose: 

O  friend !  the  man  who  jojrs  like  tiiese  can  taste^ 

On  vice  and  ffAlj  needs  no  hour  to  waste. 


SONNET  II. 
TO  D^UA.    1766. 
Thsicb  has  the  year  its  vary'd  cironit  run. 
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Say,  generous  maideii,  in  whose  gentle  breait 
Dwells  simple  Nature,  undisguised  by  art, 
Kow  amply  tried  by  time's  unerring  test. 
How  just  the  dictates  of  this  faithful  heart ; 
'Which,  with  the  joys  thy  (ay'ring  smiles  impart, 
IXeems  all  its  care  repaid,  itself  supremely  bless*d« 


SONNET  IIL 

AFTER  READIWO  SHINSTONE'ft  BLB6IBS.  1766. 

TuK  gentle  ShenstODe  fridch  o(' Fortune  'plain'd. 
Where  Nature's  hand  the  liberal  spirit  gave ; 
Partial,  her  bounty  she  too  oft  restrain'd. 
But  tour'd  it  full  oo  FollyVi  tasteless  slave. 

By  her  alike  my  humble  prayer  disdained. 
She  stem  denies  the  only  boon  1  crave ; 
O'er  my  fields,  fair  as  those  El]rsian  feign'd, 
To  bid  the  green  walk  wind,  the  green  wood  wave^ 


On  the  high  hill  to  raise  the  high< 
To  ope  wide  prospects  over  distant  plains. 
Where  by  broad  rivers  towns  and  vUlaa  rise ; 
Taste  prompts  the  wish,  but  Fortune  bounds  Ibe 

power: 
Yet  while  Health  cheers,  and  Competence  sMtains, 
Tbene  more  than  all,  Contentment  bids  me  prize. 


""  SON^teT  IV. 

pHEpnnn  to  lanohorne's  poetical  works/ 

1766. 

Langhoini !  unknown  to  me  (sequestered  swain!) 
Save  by  the  Muse*» soul-enchanting  lay. 
To  kindred  spirits  never  sung  in  vain ; 
Accept  the  tribute  of  this  Hght  essay. 

Swe«^  are  thy  soiig%  they  oft  amuse  my  day 
Of  Fancy's  visions,  while  I  hear  thee  'plain. 
While  SooUand's  honours  claim  thy  pastoral  strain. 
Or  Music  comes  o'er  ilandel  tears  to  pay. 

For  all  thy  Tnran's  fkm'ry  banks  display. 
Thy  Persian  lover,  and  bis  Indian  fair ; 
For  all  Theodosius'  mournful  lines  convey. 
When  Pride  and  Avarice  part  a  matchless  pair ; 
Keceive  just  praise,  and  wreaths  that  ne*er  decay. 
By  Fame  and  Virtue  twiD^d  for  thee  to  wean 


SONNET  V. 
TOBRITAIH.     17^6. 

Rsnowv^  Britannia  I  lov*d  parental  land ! 
Regard  thy  welfare  with  a  watchful  eye ! 
Whene'er  the  weight  of  Want's  afMcting  hand 
Wakes  in  thy  vales  the  poor's  persuasive  cry— 


Though  leagued  in  war  tremendous  round  thy  shore- 
But  from  thyself,  thy  ruin  must  proceed  ! 
Nor  boast  thy  power  $  for  know  it  is  decreed, 
Thy  freedom  lost,  thy  power  shall  be  no  more4 


STANZAS 

OM  ftlADINO 
MRS.  MACAVLBY'S  BISTORT  OP  ENGLAND.    t76$J 

To  Albion's  bards  the  Muse  of  history  spoke : 
"  Record  the  glories  of  your  native  land, 

How  Power'9  rude  chain  her  sons'  brave  efforts  broke. 
And  the  keen  scourge  tore  from  Oppression'* 


'*  Give  to  renown  the  patriot's  noble  deeds ; 

Brand  with  disgrace  the  tyrant's  hated  name; 
Though  Falsehood  oft  awhile  the  mind  misleads, 

Idipartial  Time  bestows  impartial  fisme." 

She  said;  and  soon  tha  lofty  lyre  they  strung. 
But  artful  chang'd  the  subject  and  the  lore ; 
Of  kings,  and  courts,  and  courtly  slaves  they  sung. 
And  gloss'd  with  vain  applause  their  aicitions  o*er. 

The  servlfe  strain  the  Muse  indignant  heard ; 

Anxious  for  truth,  for  public  virtue  warm. 
She  Freedom's  faithful  advocate  appear'd. 

And  bore  on  Earth  the  fair  Macaulay's  form. 


JELEGir 

iV  THE  MANNER  OF  HABiMORD ; 

SOPPOSED  TO  SAVE  BKEN  WtlTTBH  IN  THE  AUTBOR's 
OAEDBV,  OUKINO  A  STOAM.       1756. 

Blow  on,  ye  whids !  exert  your  utmost  rage. 
Sweep  o'er  the  doom,  or  through  the  forest  howl  T 

Could  north  with  south,  or  east  with  west  engage, 
What  were  their  war  to  that  within  my  soul? 

There  adverse  passions  fierce  contention  bold, 
There  lioveand  Pride  maintain  alternate  sway. 

There  fell  Despair's  dark  clouds  on  clouds  are  roli'd  t 
And  veil  Hope's  transient,  faint,  delusive  ray ! 

Too  ehortting  Sylvia  I  dear  capridons  fair  1 

What  strange  perplexing  change  of  mind  ivthin^  f 

No  more  thy  smiles  I  '11  trust,  thy  frewnt  1  'R  bear  ^ 
I  '11  shun  the  beauty  that  must  ne*er  be  mine  ! 

Was  it  fbr  thee  t  fbrm'd  this  fair  retreat,      [away. 
Bade  through  the  grove  the  smooth  walk  wind 

Adorn'd  tbat  Walk  with  maby  a  rustic  setff. 
And  by  those  seats  bade  tinkling  runHets  ttray  > 

Along  my  sunny  wall  the  fruit-tree  spread. 
Upon  my  eves  expos'd  thecurjing  vine. 
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AUTHOR  TO  HIS  WIFE. 

1776. 

Fribvd  of  my  heart,  by  faT'ring  Hea?^  botov'd. 
My  lor'd  companion  on  life's  vaiioiifl  road ! 
Now  six  swift  years  have  wing'd  their  flight  away 
Since  yon  bright  San  adom*d  our  nuptial  day— • 
For  thy  sweet  smiles,  that  all  my  cares  remove, 
Sooth  all  my  grieft,  and  all  my  j6ys  improve  ; 
For  thy  sweet  converse,  ever  frmm*d  to  please^ 
With  prudence  lively,  sensible  with  ease ; 
To  thee  the  Muse  awakes  her  tuneful  lay. 
The  thanks  of  gratitude  sincere  to  pay ! 
Thus  long  may  Hymen  hold  for  us  his  reign. 
And  twine  with  wreaths  of  flowers  his  easy  chain; 
Still  noiay  fond  love  and  firmest  foith  be  mioMB, 
Still  healthi  and  peace,  and  happiness  be  thine  f 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN  AT  MBDHUR8T,  IN  SOStBX, 

ON  Tira  AUTBOB^S  BETURN  PBOM  CHICHESTER,  WHERE  HE 
HAD  ATTEMKTED  IN  VAIN  TO  FIND  THE  BURIAL-PLACE 
OP  COLLINS. 

To  view  the  beauties  of  my  native  land, 
0*er  many  a  pleasing  distant  scene  I  rove ; 

Now  climb  the  rock,  or  wander  on  the  strand. 
Or  trace  the  rill,  or  penetrate  the  grove. 

From  Baia*8  hills,  from  Portsea's  spreading  wave, 
To  fair  Ciccstria's  lonely  walls  I  stray ; 

To  her  fam'd  popt*s  venerated  grave. 
Anxious  my  tribute  of  respect  to  pay  >• 

0*er  the  dim  pavement  of  the  solemn  fane. 

Midst  the  rude  stones  that  crowd  th'  adjoming 

The  sacred  spot  I  seek,  but  seek  in  vain ;  [^pece. 
In  vain  I  ask— for  none  can  point  the  place. 

What  bdots  the  eye  whose  quick  observant  glance 
Marks  ev*ry  nobler,  ev'ry  fairer  form  ? 

What  the  skilPd  ear  that  sound's  sweet  cbanns  en- 
trance. 
And  the  fond  breast  with  gen'rous  passion  warm  ? 


What  boots  the  power  ^ach  image  to  portray. 

The  nnvM*  with  Ihrre  t»»rh  fIfifiWnv  fn  fmrttstt  } 


Of  Geniua  oft,  and  Learning,  wone  the  lot ; 

For  them  no  care,  to  them  no  honour  abowa  ' 
Alive  neglected,  and  when  dead  forgot. 

Even  Collins  slambert  in  a  grave  unknown. 


Flow,  Lavant,  flow!  along  thy  sedgy  shore 
BeBrthe  draught  vessel  from  theneigfab'ring 

Enrich  thy  sons ! — but  on  thy  banks  no  more 
May  lohy  poet  breathe  his  tuneful  strain  i 


VERSES 

TO  A  raiBNIS  PLANTINO. 

t^tocBBD,  my  fnend,  pursue  thy  heahfafbl  toH, 
Dispose  thy  ground,  and  raeUorate  thy  toil;     [en. 
Range  thy  3ronng  pUnts  m  walks,  or  clumps,  or  bo«^ 
Diffuse  o^er  sunny  banks  thy  fragrant  IkHven  $ 
And,  while  the  new  creation  round  tbeespving% 
Enjoy  unchecked  the  guiltless  bliss  it  bringa: 
But  hope  no  more.    Though  Fancy  forward  sirmy. 
There  scenes  of  distant  pleasure  to  survey. 
To  expatiate  fondly  o'er  the  fntare  grove. 
The  happy  haunt  of  FHendshqp  and  of  Love  ; 
Know,  each  fair  image  fbrm'd  within  thy  mind, 
nu*  wide  of  truth  thy  sick'ning  sight  shall  find  ! 


TO  AN  ABSENT  FRIEND, 

Whiib  thou  for  hence  on  Albion'ft  sonthem  shore 
View'stber  white  rocks,  and  hear^  her  ocean  roar; 
Through  scenes,  where  we  together  itray'd,  I  stray. 
And  tluak  o*er  talk  of  many  a  kng-paat  day. 

That  fav'rke  park  now  tempts  my  slepa  agmn. 
On  whose  green  turf  so  oft  at  ease  we  've  imin; 
While  Hertford's  turrets  rose  in  ptospect  §ar. 
And  my  fond  thought  beheld  my  Sylvia  there  ; 
And  much  the  Muse  rehean'd  in  careleSB  lays 
The  lover's  sufferings  and  the  beauty's  praisek 

Those  elm-orown^d  fields,  now  oft  my  walk  invile^ 
Whence  Lee's  wide  vale  lies  pleasant  to  the  sight; 
Where,  as  our  view  o'er  towns  and  villas  roU*d, 
Our  foncy  imag'd  how  they  kok'd  of  old; 
When  Gothic  mansions  there  uprearM  their  towers. 
Their  halls  for  banquet,  and  inr  rest  tbehr  bowets. 

But,  O  my  fHend !  whene'er  I  seek  these  scenes 
Of  lovely  prospects  and  deUj^itful  greens; 
Regardless  idly  of  the  joys  possess'd, 
1  dream  of  days  to  come,  of  days  more  bless'd. 
When  thou  with  me  sbalt  wander  here  once  more^ 
And  we  shall  talk  again  our  favVite  topics  o*er.    ^ 

On  Time's  smooth  current  as  we  glide  alon|^. 
Thus  Expectatioik  ever  tones  her  song : 
'*  Fair  these  n«en  banks  with  caudv  flowVeta  hioom. 
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To  morrow  comes — ^the  same  the  Syren's  lay— 

«  To  morrow  sweeter  gales,  and  flowerets  still  mote 
It 


gay.' 


TEE  SHEPHERirS  ELEGY. 

OdCASlOHlD  BY 
TH£  DEATH  OF  AM  INGENIOUS  PBIEVD. 

Urosf  a  bank  with  spreading  boughs  o'erhung. 
Of  pollard  oak,  brown  elm,  and  hornbeam  grey» 
The  faded  fern  and  russet  grass  among, 
While  rude  winds  swept  the  yellow  leaves  away. 
And  scattered  o'er  the  ground  the  wild  fruits  lay  ; 
As  from  the  churchyard  came  the  village  throng, 
Down  sat  a  rural  baid,  and  rais'd  his  monmfnl  song. 

**  Nature*s  best  gifts,  alas,  in  vain  we  prize ! 

The  powers  that  please,  the  powers  that  pleasure 

For,  O,  with  them,  in  full  proportkn,  rise      [gain ! 

The  powers  of  giving  and  of  feeling  pain! 

Why  from  my  breast  now  bursts  this  plaintive  stram  ? 

Genius,  my  Ariend!  with  all  its  charms  was  thine, 

And  sensibility  too  frxqnisiu  it  mine ! 

'<  There  low  he  lies !— that  bead  in  dust  rcpos'd 
Whose  active  thought  scann*d  every  various  theme ! 
Closed  is  that  eye,  forever,  ever  clos'd. 
Whence  wont  the  blaze  of  sentiment  to  beam ! 
Mute  is  that  tongue,  whence  flowM  the  copious 
Of  eloquence,  whose  moral  lore  so  rare        [stream 
Delighted  and  improved  the  list'mlkg  young  and  fair. 

"  Witness  for  me,  ye  rain-polluted  rills ; 
Ye  desert  meads,  that  one  ^rown  hue  display ; 
Ye  rude  east-winds,  whose  breath  the  dank  air  chills ; 
Ye  hov»ring  clouds,  that  veil  the  Sun's  faint  ray  ! 
Witness,  as  annual  here  my  steps  shall  stray, 
How  his  dear  image  thought  shall  still  recall, 
And  oft  the  sigh  shall  heave,  and  oft  the  tear  shall 
fall  !>' 

As  cease  the  murmurs  of  the  mantlhig  pod. 
Am  cease  the  whispers  of  the  poplar  spray. 
While  o*er  the  vale  the  white  mist  rises  cool 
At  the  calm  sunset  of  a  summer's  day— 
So  softly,  sweetly  ceas'd  the  shepherd's  lay: 
While  down  the  pathway  to  the  hamlet  plain 
Betum'dy  with  ling'riog  steps,  the  pensive  rural  train. 


OMTBa 

INGENIOUS  ME.  JONES'S 

ELEGANT  TRANSLATIONS  AND  IMITATIONS  OF 
EASTERN  POETRY^ 

ANDBD  USOUrriON  TO  OCCLINB  TftANSLATIMG  TR£  PBR- 
SIAN  POETS. 

The  Asian  Muse,  a  stranger  fair! 
Becomes  at  letigth  Britannia's  care ;         ** 
And  Hafiz'  lays,  and  Sadi's  strains. 
Resound  along  our  Thames's  plains. 


They  smg  not  all  of  streams  and  bowers. 
Or  banquet  scenes,  or  social  hours; 
Nor  all  of  Beauty's  blooming  charms. 
Or  War's  rude  fields,  or  feats  of  arms; 
But  Freedom's  lofty  notes  sincere, 
And  Virtue's  moral  lore  seveie, 
But  ah!  they  sing  for  us  no  more ! 
The  scareely.4asted  pleasure  's  o'er  { 
For  he,  the  bard  whose  tuneftil  art 
Can  best  their  vary'd  themes  impart— 
Forhe,alas!  the  task  declines ; 
And  Taste,  at  loss  irreparable,  repines. 


HYMN^ 

FROM  PSALM  TUI. 

AuiKnriT  Fvwer !  amazing  are  thy  ways. 
Above  oar  knowledge,  and  above  oar  praise  I  • 
How  att  thy  works  thy  ezeeUence  d^play ! 
How  feir,  how  great,  how  wondcrfiil  are  th^ ! 
Thy  hand  yoo  widt-extended  Heav^  opraii'd. 
Yon  wtdo-extended  Heav^  with  stars  emblaz'd. 
Where  each  bright  oib,  since  Thnc  his  oonrse  begun^ 
Has  roll'd  a  mighty  world,  or  shm'd  a  sun: 
Stupendous  thought!  how  sinks  all  human  raoe ! 
A  point  an  atom  in  the  field  of  qwce ! 
Yet  ev'n  to  us,  0  Lord,  thy  care  extends. 
Thy  bounty  feeds  us,  and  thy  pow'r  defends; 
Yet  e'en  to  us,  as  delegates  of  thee, 
Thou  giv'st  dominion  over  land  and  sea; 
Whate'er,  or  walks  on  earth,  or  flits  in  air; 
Whatever  of  life  the  wat'ry  regions  bear; 
All  these  are  ours,  and  for  tb'  extensive  claim. 
We  owe  dne  homage  to  thy  sacred  name ! 
Almighty  Pow'r !  how  wondrous  are  thy  ways! 
How  far  above  oar  knowledge  and  our  praise ! 


CONCLUSION. 

TO  A  FRIEND, 

When  erst  the  enthusiast  Fancy's  reign, 

Indulg'd  the  wild,  romantic  thought. 

That  wander'd  midst  Arcadian  vales, 

Sicilian  streams,  Arabian  gales; 

Blessed  climes,  with  wondrous  pleasures  fraught. 

Sweet  pleasures,  unalloy'd  with  painl 

When  Observation's  calmer  view 
Remark'd  the  real  state  of  things; 
Whate'er  amusive  one  obtain'd, 
Whate'er  of  use  the  other  gain'd. 
To  thee,  my  verse  a  tribute  brn^s^ 
A  tribute  to  thy  friendship  due. 

Accept  then  this,  nor  more  require  i 
llie  Muse  no  further  task  essays; 
But  midst  the  sylvan  scenes  she  loves. 
The  felling  rills,  and  whisp'ring  giove^, 
With  smiles  her  labours  past  surveyiL 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


Tflt  stithor,  in  tbe  coarse  of  hit  litermry  iiK^utriesi 
bai  bad  reaaoa  to  believe  that  the  productioiis  of 
some  writers  have  not  unfreqnently  received  very 
considerable  alterations  and  improvements  from 
the  bands  of  their  friends.  What  he  has  been  told 
of  others,  may  possibly  be  suspected  of  himself; 
he  therefore  takes  the  liberty  to  observe,  that,  al- 
though he  has  often  derived  advantage  from  the 
judicious  remarks  of  a  few  kind  acquaintance,  to 
whom  his  MSS.  have  been  shown,  he  is  not  in- 
debt^  to  them,  nor  indeed  to  any  person,  for  the 
insertion  of  a  single  line. 

From  the  works  of  preceding  poets,  memory  has 
sometimes  sopplted  him  with  turns  of  expression, 
which,  at  the  iMtant  of  compotfaig,  he  imagined 
were  his  own ;  and  at  other  times  he  has  happened 
on  lines  used  by  writers,  whose  performances  he 
had  not  then  seen.  Some  insUncesof  such  uncon- 
scious plagiarism,  and  accidental  coincidence,  are 
here  pointed  out,  as  matter  of  curiosity ;  others 
may  possibly  exist,  though  he  is  not  apprised  of 
them. 

Blows  not  a  flow* ret  in  the  enamelPd  vale, 
Shines  not  a  pebble,  &c 

Regies,  Descriptive  and  Moral,  p.  459. 
Lurks  not  a  stone  enrich'd  with  lively  stain. 
Blooms  not  a  flower  amid  the  vernal  store. 
Falls  not  a  plume  on  India's  distant  plain. 
Glows  not  a  shell  on  Adrians  rocky  shore — 

Sben8tone*8  Works,  vol  i.  8vo.  p.  140. 
Perhaps  Shensione  was  indebted  to  Akenside : 

Nota  breeze 

Flies  o'er  the  meadow,  not  a  cloud  imbibes 
Th^  setting  Sun*s  effulgence,  not  a  strain 
From  all  the  tenants  of  the  warbling  shade 
Ascends 

Pleasures  of  Imagination,  b.  lii.  L  593. 

But  claims  their  wonder  and  excites  their  praise. 

Elegiest,  Descriptive  and  Moral,  p.  459. 
Provoke  onr  wonder  and  transcend  our  praise. 

Addison  to  Dryden,  Works,  vol.  i.  p.  3. 

Or  rear  the  new-bound  sheaves  along  the  lands. 

Elegies,  Descriptive  and  Moral,  p.  460. 
Or  range  my  sheaves  along  the  simny  land. 

Hammond,  El^y  xiiL  1.  12. 

No  more  those  nostrils  breathe  the  vital  air.  * 
Elegies,  Descriptive  and  Moral,  p..  461. 

That  while  my  oostrik  draw  the  vital  air. 
Pone.  'Radc  of  the  Lock,  canto  iv. 


In  sumptuous  cars  accompanied  bis  inarci^# 
Lcooidas,  book  viii. 

And  his  wild  eye-balls  roll  with  horrid  glare* 
Arabian  Eclogue,  p.  473. 

And  his  red  eye-balls  roll  with  living  fire. 
Dryden*8  Meleager  and  Atalanta. 

And  one  foriom  inhabitant  contam'd. 
Indian  Eclogue,  p.  475. 

The  cities  no  inhabitant  contained. 

Fawke's  Song  of  Deborah;  Pdeffit,p.  100. 

Again  he  looked,  again  he  sigh'd. 
Ode  ii.  p.  478. 

And  sigh'd  and  lookU 

Dryden's  Alexander's  Feast. 

Then  Poverty,  grim  spectre!  rose. 
Ode  xxi.  p.  484. 

Scared  at  the  spectre  of  pale  Poverty. 

Pope,  Imiution  <k  Horace,  b.  iL  eptst.  T. 

Each  pastoral  sight,  and  every  pastoral  sound. 
Epistle  i.  p.  489. 

Designedly  imitated  from  Milton: 

Each  rural  sight,  each  rural  sound.<»— 

'  And  pure  as  vernal  blossoms  newly  blown. 

Elegy  written  at  Amwell,  1768,  p.  463. 

All  pure  as  blossoms  which  are  newly  blown, 
w.  Browne's  Britannia's  Pastorals,  ▼.  L  p.  101. 

Davies^  edition  of  Browne's  Works  was  published 
in  1772.  The  author  had  never  seen  any  of  the 
old  editions^  nor  any  extract  from  them. 

Haste,  brings  my  steed  supreme  in  strength  and 

grace. 
First  in  the  fight,  and  fleetest  in  the  chase. 

Arabian  Eclogue,  p.  473. 

This  eclogue  was  written  in  1777.  In  a  rolome 
of  poems  by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Maurice,  printed 
in  1779,  the  author  met  with  the  foUowing  near 
resemblance : 

Full  fifty  steeds  I  boast  of  swiftest  paoe^ 
Fierce  in  the  fight,  and  foremost  in  the  race. 

In  the  Amoebaeau  Eclogne,  entitled.  The  De- 
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THE' 

LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  JULIUS  MICKLE, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HE  fiither  of  tfib  ingemoos  poet  was  the  rev.  Alexander  Mickle%  who,  exchangiqg 
the  profession  of  physic  for  that  of  divinity,  was  admitted,  at  an  age  more  advanced  th^ 
nsual,  into  the  ministry  of  the  church  of  Scotknd.  From  that  countiy  he  removed  to 
London,  where  he  preached  for  some  time  in  various  dissenting  meetings,  particularly 
that  of  the  celebrated  Dr.  Watts.  He  was  also  employed  by  tlie  booksellers  in  correct- 
ing the  translation  of  Bayle's  Dictionary,  to  which  he  b  said  to  have  contributed  the  greater 
part  of  the  notes.  In  1716  he  returned  to  Scotland,  on  being  presented  to  the  living  of 
Langholm,  in  the  county  of  Dumfries ;  and  in  1727  he  married  Julia,  daughter  of  Mr* 
Thomas  Henderson,  of  Ploughkinds,  near  Edinburgh,  and  first  cousin  to  the  late  sir 
William  Johnstone,  baronet,  of  Westerhall.  By  this  hidy,  who  appears  to  have  died 
before  him,  he  had  ten  children. 

Our  poet,  his  fourth'  son,  was  bom  Sunday,  Sept.  29>  1734,  and  educated  at  the 
grammar-school  of  Langholm,  where  he  acquired  that  early  taste  for  works  of  genhis 
which  frequently  ends,  m  ipite  of  all  obstacles,  in  a  life  devoted  to  literaiy  pursuits.  He 
even  attempted,  when  at  school,  a  few  devotional  [neces  in  rhyme,  which,  however^ 
were  not  superior  to  the  common  run  of  juvenile  compositions.  About  his  thirteenth 
year,  he  accidentally  met  with  Spenser's  Faerie  Queene,  which  he  studied  with  so  much 
perseverance  as  fixed  a  lasting  impression  on  his  mind,  and  made  him  desirous  of  being 
enroDed  aoiong  the  imitators  of  that  poet  To  this  he  jomed  the  readmg  of  Homer  and 
Virgil  dicing  his  education  at  the  h4;h  school  of  Edmburgh,  in  which  city  his  fiiiher 
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great  part  of  bis  fortooe  in  the  purchase  of  the  brewery,  and  cootinaed  the  bumess  in  the 
name  of  his  eldest  son.  Our  poet  was  then  taken  from  school,  employed  as  a  detk 
under  his  father,  and,  upon  coming  of  age,  m  1755,  took  upon  bim  the  whole  charge 
and  property  of  the  business  on  condition  of  granting  his  father  a  share  of  the  profits 
daring  his  life,  and  paying  a  certain  sum  to  his  brothers  and  sisters  at  stated  periods, 
after  his  father's  decease,  whkh  happened  in  1758. 

Yonng  M ickle  is  said  to  have  entered  into  these  engagements  more  from  a  sense  of 
filial  duty,  and  the  peculiar  situation  of  his  family,  than  from  any  inclination  to  business. 
He  }md  already  contracted  the  habits  of  literary  life ;  he  had  begun  to  fM  the  enthu- 
siasm of  a  son  of  tlie  Muses ;  and  while  he  was  storing  hb  mind  with  the  productions  of 
former  poets,  and  cultivating  those  branches  of  elegant  literature  not  usually  taught  at 
schools  at  that  time,  he  felt  the  employment  too  delightful  to  admit  of  much  interrup- 
tion from  the  concerns  of  trade.  In  1761,  he  contributed,  but  without  his  name,  two 
charming  compositions,  entitled.  Knowledge,  an  Ode,  and  A  Night  Piece,  to  a  coUectioQ 
of  poetry  publf^hed  by  Donaldson,  a  bookseller  of  Edinbuigh ;  and  about  the  same  tine 
published  some  observations  on  that  impious  traet.  The  History  of  the  Man  after  God*s 
own  Heart;  but  whether  separately  or  in  any  literaiy  journal,  is  not  now  known.  He 
had  also  finished  aNlramatic  poem  of  considerable  length,  entitled  The  Death  of  Socrates, 
and  had  begui^  a  pof  m  on  Providence,  when  hb  studies  were  interrupted  by  the  impor- 
tunities of  hb  creditors. 

Thb  confusion  in  hb  affairs  was  partly  occasioned  by  hb  intrusting  that  to  servants 
which  it  was  in  their  power  to  abuse  without  his  knowledge^  and  partly  by  imprudently 
beconuog  a  jomt  senirity,  for  a  considerable  sum,  with  a  printer  in  Edinburgh,  to  whom 
one  of  his  brothers  was  then  apprentice,  which;  on  hb  failure,  Mickte  was  unable  to 
pay. 

In  thb  dilemma,  had  he  at  once  compounded  with  his  creditors,  and  dbposed  of  the 
business,  as  h^  was  advised,  he  might  have  averted  a  series  of  anxieties  that  preyed  on 
hb  mmd  for  many  years  ;  and  he  perhaps  might  have  entered  into  another  concern  more 
congenial  to  his  disposition,  with  all  the  advantage  of  dear-bought  experience.  But  some 
friends  interposed  at  this  crisb,  and  prevailed  on  hb  creditors  to  accept  notes  of  hand  in 
lieu  of  present  payment ;  a  measure  which,  however  common,  b  generally  futile,  and  sel- 
dom fails  to  increase  the  embarrassment  which  it  b  kindly  intended  to  alleviate.  Ac- 
cordingly, within  a  few  months,  Mickle  was  again  insolvent,  and  almost  distracted  with 
the  nearer  view  of  impending  ruin  ready  to  fall,  not  only  on  himself,  but  on  hb  whole 
Cunlly.  His  reflections  on  this  occasion^  which  he  expressed  in  a  letter  to  a  brother  in 
London,  are  such  as  do  honour  to  hb  moral  and  religious  sentiments. 

Perha|>s  an  unreserved  acknowledgment  of  insolvency  might  not  yet  have  been  too 
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Monthly,  yrhkh  was  then  esteemed  more  decisive,  being  less  satisfactoiy,  be  determined 
to  zppesi  to  lord  Lyttelton.  Accordingly,  be  sent  to  this  nobleman  a  letter,  dated 
January  21,  1763,  under  the  assumed  name  of  William  More,  bulging  his  lordship's 
opmion  of  hb  poem,  "  which,''  he  tells  him,  ''  was  the  work  of  a  young  man,  friendless 
and  unknown ;  but  that,  were  anpther  edition  to  have  the  honour  of  lord  Lytteltons 
name  at  the  head  of  a  dedication,  such  a  pleasure  would  enable  him  tq  put  it  in  a  much 
better  dress  than  what  it  then  iqipeared  in."  He  conduded  with  requesting  the  fiivour 
of  an  answer  to  b^  left  at  Seagoe*s  cofte-hoose,  Holbom.  This  letter  he  consigned  to 
the  care  of  his  brother  in  London,  who  was  to  send  it  in  liisown  hand,  and  call  for  the 
answer^  The  whole  was  the  simple  contrivance  of  a  young  man,  unacquainted  with  the 
real  value  of  the  favour  he  solicited,  and  who,  perhaps,  had  qo  very  distinct  ideas  of  his 
own  e^ipectations  from  it 

But  before  be  could  receive  any  answer,  his  affidrs  became  so  deranged  that,  dthoogfa 
he  experienced  many  instances  of  friendship  and  forbearance,  it  was  no  longer  possible  to 
avert  a  baukruptoy ; .  and,  suspectmg  that  one  of  his  creditors  intended  to  arrest  him  for 
an  inconsiderable  debt,  he  was  reduced  to  the  painful  necessity  of  leaving  his  home,  which 
he  did  m  the  month  of  April,  and  reached  London  on  the  e^th  day  of  May.  Herct 
for  some  time,  he  remained  frietidless  and  forlorn,  reflecting,  with  the  utmost  poignancy, 
that  he  had,  in  all  probability,  involved  his  family  and  friends  in  irremediable  distress. 

Among  other  sdhemes  which  he  hoped  might  eventually  succeed  in  relieving  his  em- 
barrassments, he  appears  to  have  now  had  some  intentions  of  going  to  Jamaica,  but  in 
what  capacity,  or  with  what  prospects,  he  perhaps  did  npt  himself  know.  There  was, 
however,  no  immediate  plan  so  easfly  practicable,  by  which  he  could  expect,  at  some 
distant  period,  to  satisfy  hb  creditors ;  and  the  consciousness  of  this  most  painful  of  aD 
obligations,  was  felt  by  him  in  a  manner  which  can  be  conceived  only  by  minds  of  the 
nicest  honour  and  most  scrupulous  integrity. 

While  m  this  perplexity,  he  was  cheered  by  a  letter  from  lord  Lyttelton,  m  which  his 
lordship  assured  him,  that  he  thought  his  genius  in  poetry  deserved  to  be  cultivated,  but 
would  not  advise  the  re-publication  of  his  poem  without  considerable  alterations.  He 
declined  the  offer  of  a  dedication,  as  a  tiling  likely  to  be  of  no  use  to  the  poet,  **  as  no- 
body minded  dedications ;"  but  suggested  that  it  might  be  of  some  use  if  he  were  to 
come  and  read  the  poem  with  his  lordship,  when  they  might  discourse  together  upon 
what  he  thought  its  beauties  and  faults.  In  the  meantime,  he  exhorted  Mickle  to  endea- 
vour to  acquire  greater  harmony  of  versification :  and  to  take  care  that  his  diction  did 
not  loiter  into  prose,  or  become  hard  by  new  phrases,  or  words  unauthorized  by  the 
usage  of  good  authors.  Whatever  may  be  thought  of  lord  Lyttdton's  subsequent  con- 
duct, it  cannot  be  denied  that  this  letter  was  condescending  and  friendly ;  and  it  is  cer- 
tain, that  his  lordship  readily  and  zealously  performed  what  he  had  undertaken. 

In  answer,  Mickle  informed  his  lordship  of  hb  real  name,  and  inclosed  the  elegy  of 
Pollio  for  hb  lordship's  advice.  Thb  was  followed  by  another  kind  letter  from  lord 
Lyttelton,  in  which  he  gave  his  opinion,  that  the  correction  of  a  few  lines  would  make  it 
as  perfect  as  any  thing  of  that  kind  in  our  language,  and  promised  to  point  out  its  faults 
when  be  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  authdr.  An  mterview  accordingly  took  place,  in 
the  month  of  February,  17^4,  when  hb  lordship,  after  receiving  bun  with  the  utmost 
politeness  and  afiiibility,  begged  bun  not  to  be  discouraged  at  such  difficulties  as  a 
young  author  must  naturally  expect,  but  to  cultivate  hb  very  promising  poetical  powers  : 
and,  with  hb  usual  condescension,  added,  that  he  would  become  hb  schoohnaster.  Other 
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bterviews  followed  this  very  flattering  introductioii^  at  wkidi  Bfidde  read  with  hhn  the^ 
poem  on  Froyidenoe,  and  communicated  hb  plan  for  treating  more  iiiUy  a  sufcjed  of  so 
much  intricacy,  intimating  that  he  had  found  k  necessary  to  discard  the  pfaiosophy  of 
Pope's  ethics. 

His  ideas  on  this  subject,  rithongh  not  fery  dear*  are  thus  explained  b  one  of  Us 
letters  to  lord  Lyttelton.  **  What  is  called  <3od's  moral  government  of  the  woiid  may 
be  reduced  to  a  few  general  classes^  vriuch  may.  be  represented  eadi  by  a  partkrolar 
fable,  and  however  contrary  to  common  practice,  such  fiible,  as  was  no  way  out  of 
nature,  seemed  most  proper  to  me,  only  heightening  it  by  laying  the  scene  in  die  east. 
In  the  speech  ci  the  angel,  I  thought  onoe  to  avail  myself  of  the  philosophy  of  Mr.  Popels 
ethics,  but  found  his  system,  if  I  lif^tiy  underrtood  it,  not  cleaity  compatible  wkli  the 
real  miseries  that  human  wisdom  cannot  foresee,  nor  human  virtue  pieveot :  and  thflt 
there  are  sudi  must  be  owned.  Thai  in  the  scrie  of  being  there  wnut  be  such  a  rank  as 
man  in  hb  present  condition  seeoM  to  want  proof,  and  is  much  Auther  than  Mr.  Locke 
goes,  who  only  asserts  the  probability  of  a  scale  of  gndation' above  us;  nor,  were 
it  granted,  is  it  a  satisiactoiy  mctiiod  to  solve  the  comf^aint  of  the  miflerer.  And  though 
the  argument  drawn  from  man's  blindness,  and  that  hope  is  its  own  rewani,  may  prove 
the  duty  of  submission,  it  seems  but  ill  fitted  to  beg^'a  cbeerftd  resignation.  I  have 
mentioned  these,  my  lord,  to  show  what  scheme  I  would  wish  for:  one  that  owned  fliere 
was  sometimes  *  to  virtue  woe,'  though  it  affirmed, 

The  broadest  mirth  unfeeling  felly  wean. 
Less  pleasing  fer  tbanTiitae*8  very  Uan. 

A  scheme  that  considered  the  individual  in  the  moral  world  in  a  manner  analogous  to 
what  is  said  of  every  seed  ui  the  natural,  that  it  contains  a  perfect  plant  in  itself. 
I  never  intended  to  run  into  discussions." 

But,  as  in  order  to  render  his  talents  as  soon  productive  as  possible  he  had  now  a  wkk 
to  publish  a  volume  of  poems,  he  sent  to  his  noble  friend  that  on  Providence,  PoOio,  and 
an  Elegy  on  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.  This  produced  a  long  letter  from  his  lordship,  in 
which,  after  much  praise  of  the  two  former,  he  declined  criticising  any  part  of  the  £lcgy 
on  Mary,  because  he  wholly  disapproved  of  the  sulyect.  He  added,  with  justice,  that 
poetiy  sliould  not  consecrate  what  history  must  condemn,  and  in  the  view  his  lordship 
had  taken  of  the  history  of  Mary,  be  thought  her  entitled  to  pity,  but  not  to  praise.  In 
thb  opinion  Mickle  acquiesced,  from  convenience  if  not  from  conviction,  and  again  sent  hb 
lordship  a  copy  of  Providence  with  further  improvements,  hoping  probably  that  they 
might  be  the  last,  but  he  had  the  mortification  to  receive  it  back  from  the  nMe  critic  so 

mnrh    marlrprl    anri  hlnttpH.  thnt  hp  IwMrsan  in  rl^onsiir  nf  ««nmn]Af  inop  it-  fr\  I«m  aolw#ntf*«lAM 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LIFE  OF  MICKLE.  507 

this  was  scanty  and  precarious,  and  his  hopes  of  greater  advantages  from  his  poetical 
efibrts  were  considerahljt  damped  by  the  fiutidious  opinions  of  the  noble  critic  who  had 
voluntarily  undertaken  to  be  his  tutor.  It  now  occurred  to  Mickle  to  try  whether  his 
lordship  m^^t  not  serve  him  more  essentiaUy  as  a  patron,  and  having  still  some  intention 
of  going  to  Jamaica,  he  took  tiie  liberty  to  request  his  lordship's  recommendation  to  hb 
brother  William  Heniy  Lyttelton,  esq.,  who  was  then  governor  of  that  island.  This  pro- 
duced an  interview,  in  which  lord  Lyttelton  intimated  that  a  recommendation  to  his 
brother  would  be  of  no  real  use,  as  the  governor's  patronage  was  generally  bespoke  long 
before  vacancies  take  place;  he  promised,  however,  to  recommend  Midd^  to  the  mer- 
chants, and  to  one  of  them  then  in  London  whom  he  expected  to  see  veiy  soon.  He 
also  hinted  that  a  clerkship  at  home  would  be  desirable,  as  England  was  the  plac^  for 
Mickle,  but  repressed  all  hopes  from  this  scheme  by  adding,  that  as  he  (lord  Lyttelton) 
was  in  opposition,  he  could  ask  no  fiivours.  He  then  mentioned  the  East  Indies,  as  a 
plaee  where  perhaps  he  could  be  of  service,  and  after  much  conversation  on  these  various 
schemes,  concluded  with  a  promise,  which  probably  appeared  to  his  client  as  a  kmd  of 
anti-dimax,  that  he  would  aid  the  sale  of  his  Odes  with  his  good  opinion  when  tfaqr 
should  be  published. 

This  was  the  kst  interview  Mickle  had  with  his  lordship.  He  afterwards  renewed  the 
subject  in  the  way  of  correspondence,  but  received  so  little  eucoura^ment  that  he  was 
.at  length  compelled,  although  much  against  the  fond  opinion  he  had  formed  of  his  lord- 
ship's seal  in  hb  cause,  to  give  up  all  thoughts  of  succeeding  by  hb  means.  It  cannot  be 
doubted  that  he  felt  thb  disappointment  very  acutely;  but  whether  he  thought,  upon 
more  mature  reflection,  that  he  had  not  suffident  dakns  on  lord  Lyttehon's  patronage, 
that  hb  lordship  could  not  be  expected  to  provide  for  eveiy  one  vHio  solidted  hb  opinion^ 
or  that  he  was  really  imable  to  befriend  him  according  to  hb  honest  professions,  it  b  cer- 
tarn  that  he  betrayed  no  coarse  resentment,  and  always  spoke  respectfully  of  the  advan- 
tages he  had  derived  ftom  hb  critical  opinions. 

The  oondusion  of  thdr  correspondence,  indeed,  was  in  some  respect  owing  to  Mickle 
faimsdf.  Lord  Lyttelton  so  ftur  kq)t  hb  word  as  to  write  to  hb  brother  in  hb  favour  at 
the  time  when  Mickle  vras  bent  on  going  to  Jamaica,  but  the  kOter  had,  m  the  meantime, 
'*  in  order  to  avokl  the  dangers  attending  on  uncertainty,"  accepted  the  offer  of  gomg  as 
a  merdiant's  dork  to  Carolina,  a  scheme  which,  being  ddayed  by  some  acddent,  be  gave 
up  fi>r  a  sitnatKHi  more  agreeable  to  hb  taste,  that  of  corrector  of  the  Clarendon  press  at 
Oxford. 

To  whom  lie  owed  thb  a|qM>intment  we  are  not  toM.  As  it  b  a  situation,  however,  of 
flMMlerate  emolument,  and  dependent  on  the  printer  employed,  it  required  no  extraordi- 
nary interference  of  friends.  He  was  abready  knovim  to  the  Wartons,  and  it  b  not  impro- 
bable that  their  mentioning  him  to  Jackson,  the  printer,  would  be  sufficient.  He  removed 
to  Oxford  in  17€5,  and  in  1767  published  The  Concubine,  m  the  manner  of  Spenser, 
whkh  brought  him  mto  more  notice  than  any  thing  he  had  yet  written,  and  was 
attributed  to  some  of  the  highest  names  on  the  list  of  livmg  poets,  while  he  concealed 
Us  being  the  author.  It  may  here  be  noticed,  that  when  he  published  a  second  edition, 
in  1778,  he  changed  the  name  to  Sir  Martyn,  as  TUke  Concubine  conveyed  a  very  im- 
pmper  idea  both  of  the  subject  and  spirit  of  the  poem.  The  change  of  name  b 
not  of  much  consequence,  but  the  reason  here  assigned  b  by  no  means  satisfactory. 

In  the  b^inning  of  1768,  he  lost  an  amiable  and  ftivourite  brother,  whose  death  be 
lamented  m  a  pathetic  poem,  of  which  the  introduction  only  has  been  recovered,  and  is 
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nowsddtdtofoiiieodierfiragmeatsin  the  present  edhiOT  of  his  pdont.  Midde  sppcm 
to  hare  beeagrMtly  afiected  by  tins  event,  and  to  hai«  sought  consolatioif  where  ooly  it 
can  be  found. 

Ljvii^  now  in  a  society  from  which  sonw  of  the  aUett  defenders  of  Chriitiankj  Ime 
men,  be  was  induced  to  take  up  his  pen  in  its  defence  by  attack^  a  TranslatioB  of  the 
New  Testament  publisbed  by  the  bte  Dr.  Harwood.  MicUe's  pamphlet  was  entitled 
A  Letter  to  Dr.  Harwood,  wherem  some  of  his  evasive  gkMses,  febe  transiatioos,  and 
blundering  criticisms,  in  support  of  the  Atian  heresy,  contained  in  his  literal  traiwhtioB 
of  the  New  Tevtament,  are  pointed  out  and  confuted.  Hfuwood  had  laid  Imiiaelf  so 
open  U>  ridicule  as  well  a^  confutation  by  his  foolish  translation,  that  perhaps  there  vras  no 
great  merit  in  exposmg  what  it  was  scarcely  possible  to  read  with  gravity ;  but  our  uHior, 
while  he  employed  rather  more  severity  than  was  necessary  <m  this  part  of  his  ani^ect, 
engagedin  the  vindicatkmofth^  doctrineoftheTrinitywith  theacutenessof  a  nan  whs 
had  carefully  studied  the  controversy,  and  considered  the  established  opinion  as  a  matter 
of  esseotipd  importaoee.  This  was  followed  by  anpther  attenq[>t  to  vindicate  revealed 
religion  from  the  hostility  of  the  Deists,  oititled  Voltaire  in  the  Shades,  or  Dialogiies  oa 
the  Deistical  Controversy. 

In  1772,  he  formed  that  collection  of  fugitive  poetry,  which  was  published  m  fiior 
volumes  by  George  Pearch,  bookseller,  as  a  contiiuuition  of  Dodsley's  ocJlectkiii.  ht 
this  Mickle  inserted  his  Hengist  and  Mey,  and  the  Elegy  on  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.  He 
contribiited  about  the  same  time  other  occasional  pieces,  both  m  prose  and  verse,  to  the 
periodical  pqblications^  when  he  could  spare  kMuit  from  his  eng^ements  at  the 
Chuendon  press,  and  from  a  more  unportant  design  whkh  he  had  long  revobed  in  fah 
mind,  and  Ind  now  the  resolution  to  cany  into  execution  in  preference  to  every  other 
employment* 

Tbk  was  his  justly  celebrated  transkition  of  The  Lusiad  of  Camoens,  a  poem  which  be 
is  said  to  have  read  when  a  boy  in  Castera's  French  tnmdation,  and  which  at  no  graft 
distance  of  time  he  detemuned  to  femiliarijK  to  the  English  reader.  For  this  pmpoae  he 
studied  the  Portuguese  kmguage,  and  the  history  of  the  poem  ted  of  its  anthor,  and 
without  greatly  over-rating  the  genius  of  Camoens,  dwelt  on  the  beauties  of  the  Losaid, 
until  he  caught  the  author's  spirit,  and  became  confident  that  he  couki  transfuse  it  into 
English  with  equal  honour  to  his  original  and  to  hiauelf.  But  as  k  was  necessary  dnt 
the  attention  of  the  English  public  should  be  drawn  to  a  poem  %t  tUs  time  yety  little 
known,  he  first  published  proposals  for  his  translation  to  be  printed  by  subscriptioo,  and 
aflerwards  s^t  a  small  specimen  of  the  fifth  book  to.  be  inserted  in  the  Qentlemanf 
Magiiine,  which  was  then,  as  now,  the  comn^on  vehicle  of  literary  communicatiQos. 
Hiis  appnred  in  the  Magaame  for  March,  I771y  and  a  few  months  after  he  printed  ^ 
Oxfimi  the  first  book  of  The  Lusiad-  These  spedmens  were  received  with  inddgenoe 
sufficient  to  encourage  him  to  prosecute  his  undertaking  with  spirit,  «nd  that  he  migfat 
eiyoy  the  advantages  of  leisure  and  quiet,  he  reiinquiihed  his  situation  at  the  Ciarendon 
press,  and  retired  to  an  old  mansion  occupied  by  a  Mr.  Tomkins,  a  fSmner  at  Forest  H3I, 
about  five  miles  firom  Oxford.    Here  he  remained  until  the  end  of  1775,  at  which  time 

3  A  oorrespondeDt  in  Ibe  GeiitlenMii>i  Magasine  (vol.  Ixi.  p.  4QS)  aMerted  that  Bfiokle  was  emplosred 
by  Kvaof,  bookaeller  in  the  Strand,  to  iabticaXe  some  of  the  oU  ballads  pablithed  by  him.  Thif 
calnnmy,  bowerer,  was  fully  refuted  in  a  subseqaent  letter  in  p.  504,  written  as  I  suppoae  by  Mr.  Isaac 
Read,  who  knew  Mickle  well,  and  drew  up  the  first  account  published  of  his  life  in  the  European 
Magazine,  1789.     C.  . 
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he  ma  enabled  to  complete  his  eogagemeDt  with  haa  numeroos  subscribers,,  and  fHihlish 
the  work  complete  in  a  quarto  volume,  printed  at  Oxford. 

With  the  universal  approbation  bestowed  on  this  work  by  the  critical  world  he  had 
every  reason  to  be  satisfied,  and  the  profits  he  derived  from  the  sale  were  fiur  from  being 
inconsiderable  to  a  man  in  hb  circumstances;  yet  the  publication  was  attended  by  some 
unforeseen  drcomstances  of  a  less  pleasing  kind,  for  he  had  again  the  misfortune  to  be 
teaiied  by  the  pro^ct  of  h^h  patronage,  which  again  ended  in  disappointment.  It  had 
at  first  been  suggested  to  him  that  he  might  derive  advantage  from  dedkating  his 
transbtion  of  The  Lusiad  to  some  person  of  rank  in  the  East  India  department,  but 
before  he  had  made  a  choice,  his  firiend  the  late  commodore  Johnstone  persuaded  him  to 
inscribe  it  to  a  Scotch  nobleman  of  the  highest  rank.  This  nobleman,  however,  we  are 
told,  had  been  a  pupil,  of  Dr.  Adam  Smithy  some  of  whose  doctrines  respecting  the 
eastern  trade,  Mi<^e  had  controverted,  and  i^pon  this  account  the  nobleman  is  said  to 
have  treated  the  dedication  and  the  poem  with  neglect.  Mickle's  biographers  have 
expatiated  on  this  subject  at  great  length,  and  with  much  acrimony;  but  as  the  nobleman 
is  yet  ali^e,  and,  what  b  of  more  importance,  b  universally  esteemed  for  hb  public  and 
private  worth,  and  above  all  for  hb  liberality,  it  does  not  seem  respectful  to  perpetuate  a 
stoiy  of  which  probably  one  half  oidy  can  ever  be  knoivn.  Still  the  treatment  Mickle  met 
with,  according  to  Ireland  and  Sims,  was  such  that  we  must  regret  that  he  had  been 
advised  to  seek  any  other  patronage  than  that  of  the  public,  or  that  he  should  need  any 
other  than  what  he  might  reasonably  expect  from  the  exertion  of  talents  so  various  and 
original,  united  at  the  same  time  with  such  integrity  and  principle  as  are  rarely  found 
among  those  who  are  thrown  upon  the  world  in  circumstances  like  hb. 

Soon  after  the  publication  of  The  Lusiad,  he  returned  to  London,  and  was  advised  by 
some,  who  probably  in  thb  instance  consulted  hb  fiime  less  than  hb  immediate  interest,  to 
write  a  tragedy.  The  profits  of  a  play,  although  its  merit  may  not  be  very  high,  are 
generally  so  great  that  we  ought  not  to  be  surprised  at  hb  acquiescing  in  thb  scheme,  and 
that  when  he  began  to  execute  hb  task  he  became  fond  of  it,  and  conceived  very 
sanguine  expectations.  The  story  of  hb  tragedy,  which  was  entitled  The  Siege  of  Mar-* 
seilles,  was  taken  from  the  French  hbtory  in  the  reign  of  Francb  L  When  completed,  hb 
friends  recommended  it  to  Grarrick,  who  allowed  its  general  merit,  but  complained  o(  the 
want  of  stage  efiect,  and  reconunended  him  to  take  the  advice  of  Dr.  Warton.  Thi^  able 
critic  was  accordingly  called  in,  with  hb  brother  Thomas,  and  witli  Home  the  author  of 
Douglas.  In  compliance  with  their  opmiou,  Mickle  made  great  alterations,  and  Thomas 
Warton  earnestly  recommended  the  tragedy  to  Garrick,  but  in  vain%  and  MicUe,  h» 
biographers  inform  us,  was  so  incensed  at  thb,  that  he  resolved  to  appeal  to  the  judg- 
ment of  the  public  by  printing  it 

Hb  conduct  on  thb  occasion  must  be  ascribed  to  urritation  arising  firom  other  disa^' 

♦  Gamck's  obiections.  we  must  tuimoM.  were,  in  his  own  oninion.  unanswerable.    W>*eii  Thomas 
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poioteents. .  Tbe  mere  prindng  would  have  been  a  harmleas,  and  mi^f  hint  been  a 
profitable,  experiment.  Thepublicarenot  sorry  to  be  consHtnted  tbe  jodges  ma  matter 
where  their  jac^ment  can  iddom  be  of  much  use,  since  a  play  may  be  feiy  pkan^  in 
the  doset,  and  yet  very  unfit  for  the  stage.  But  Mi^le  threatened  t»  go  further.  Har- 
ing  been  told  by  some  officious  person  that  G;arfick  had  foBowed  his  refusal  by  senti- 
ments of  personal  disrespect,  he  was  so  enrageda^  to  threaten  to  write  a  new  Dondad, 
of  which  Garrick  should  be  the  hero ;  but  his  m^re  sensible  firiends  naturally  took  the 
alann  at  a  threat  so  impotent,  and  persuaded  him  to  lay  aside  his  design.  Let  us  hope 
that  it  was  but  a  threat,  and  that  a  man  of  so  many  virtues  would  not  have  delibe- 
rately stained  his  character  by  an  act  of  revenge.  Yet  he  chew  up  an  angry  prefiu:e, 
and  sent  a  c<^  of  it  to  Mr.  Oarrick.  It  is  unnecessary  to  say  more  of  tbb  play,  thad 
that  it  was  afterwards  rejected  by  Mr.  Harris  and  Mr.  Sheridan.  It  b  now  added  to  his 
works,  agreeably  to  his  own  intentions  and  as  it  contains  many  pathetic  passages  and 
interesting  situations,  every  reader  will  yet  wonder  that  when  the  author's  hme  became 
established,  and  when  a  tM  on  tbe  stage  might  have  been  made  with  no  great  risk, 
a  succession  of  managers  pernsled  in  rejecting  it 

The  first  edition  of  The  Lusiad,  consisting  of  a  thousand  copies,  had  so  rapid  a  sale,  tint 
a  second  edition,  with  improvements,  was  published  in  June,  1778.  About  the  same 
tinw,  as  he  had  yet  no  reguhur  provision,  some  means  were  employed,  but  inefifectoally, 
to  procure  him  a  pension  fimn  the  crown,  as  a  man  of  letters.  Dr.  Lowtfa,  then  bisiiop 
of  London,  had  more  than  once  intimated  that  he  was  ready  to  admit  him  into  holy 
orders,  and  provkfe  fmr  faim^  but  Mickle  refused  the  offer,  lest  his  hithctto  uniform  sup- 
port of  revealed  religion  should  be  imputed  to  interested  motives,  lids  oflfer  was  highly 
honourable  to  him,  as  it  must  have  proceeded  from  a  knowledge  of  the  excdlenoe  of 
his  character,  and  the  probable  advantages  which  the  church  must  have  derived  flom 
the  accession  of  such  a  member.  Nor  was  his  rejection  of  it  less  honourable,  for  he  was 
stUl  poor.  Although  he  had  received  neariy  a  thousand  pounds  from  the  sale  and  for 
the  copyright  of  The  Lusiad,  he  appropriated  all  of  that  sum  which  he  could  spare  from 
his  immediate  necessities  to  the  payment  of  his  debts,  and  the  maintenance  of  bis  sisters. 
He  now  issued  proposals  for  printing  an  edition  of  his  original  poems,  by  subscrip- 
tion, in  quarto,  at  one  guinea  each  copy.  For  this  he  had  the  encouragement  of  many 
friends,  and  probably  the  result  would  have  been  very  advantageous,  but  the  steady 
friendship  of  the  late  commodore  Johnstone  relieved  him  from  any  further  anxiety  on 
this  account. 

In  1779*  tUs  gentleman  being  appointed  commander  of  the  Romney  man  of  war,  and 

s  life  prefixed  to  tbe  quarto  edttiOD  of  his  poems.  Of  his  anger  agahut  Garrick  the  late  exceOeot 
Dr.  HofiM,  bishop  of  Norwich,  relates  the  foHofriag  anecdote.  »  Mlckie,  the  tnualator  of  The  Loaiad, 
inserted  m  his  poem  an  angry  note  against  Gairick,  who^  as  he  thought,  had  used  him  111,  by  rgecting 
a  tragedy  of  his.  Sometime  afterward,  the  poet,  who  had  never  seen  Garrick  play,  was  asked  by  a 
fHend  in  town  to  go  to  king  Lear.  He  went,  and  during  the  first  three  acts  said  not  a  word.  In  a  fine 
passage  of  tbe  fourth,  he  fetched  a  deep  sigh,  and,  turning  to  bis  friend,  **  I  wish,"  said  he,  "  the  note 
was  out  of  my  book."  Life  of  bishop  Home,  by  Jones»  p.  d70.  The  reader  may  perceive  impro- 
babilities in  this  story,  which,  however,  had  some  foundation.  Mickle  must  have  seen  Garrick 
play  long,  and  often,  before  he  published  The  Lusiad.    C 

*  In  this  year  he  published  a  pamphlet  in  quarto,  entitled  A  candid  JBaamioalioii  of  tiM  Beasoas  for 
depriving  the  East  India  Company  of  its  Charter.  This  was  written  in  defence  of  the  company,  and 
against  the  opinions  of  Dr.  Adam  Smith,  to  whose  hishniatians  Miokle's 'friends  bav»  tappoied  that  he 
owed  the  loss  of  the  noble  patron  to  whom  he  dedicated  The  Lusiad.    C 
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conmodore  of  a  sqaadnm,  imflKdiatelj  noauiMiled  Mickle  to  be  his  secretary,  by  which, 
tfaou^  ody  a  noD-oomiDissioiied  officer,  he  was  entitledl  to  a  coMiderable  share 
of  prise-money*  But  what  probably  afibrded  him  most  dehght,  in  the  commence* 
ment  of  this  new  life,  was  the  destination  of  the  squadron  to  the  nati?e  shores  of  his 
fiivourite  Camoeus,  which  the  fame  of  liis  tianshuion  had  ahready  reached^  On  his 
landing  at  Lisbon  in  November,  1773,  he  was  received  with  the  utmost  politeness  and 
respect  by  prince  don  John  of  Bragaosa,  duke  of  Lafbens,  and  was  introduced  to  the 
principal  nobility,  gentiy,  and  literati  of  Portugal  In  May,  1780,  the  Royal  Academy 
of  Lisbon  admitted  him  a  member,  and  the  duke  of  Braganasa,  who  presided  on  .that 
occasion,  presoitod  him  with  his  portrait  as  a  token  of  hu  particular  regard.  It  is  ahnost 
needless  to  add,  that  the  adnurers  of  Mickle  owe  his  beaulifttl,  though  n^ected,  poem 
of  Abnada  Hill  to  thb  visit  He  is  said  also  to  have  employed  some  of  his  leisure  hours 
in  collecting  materials  for  a  history  of  Portugal,  which  he  did  not  live  to  prepare  for  the 
press. 

On  hb  arrival  m  Englaad,  in  November,  1780,  be  was  appoinled  jomt  i^nt  for  the 
disposal  of.  the  valuable  priaes  taken  during  the  caaunodore's  cruiae,  and  by  the  profits 
of  thb  place,  and  his  share  of  the  priaennoney,  he  was  enabled  to  discharge  his  debts. 
This  had  long  been  the  ardent  wish  of  his  heart,  the  object  of  all  his  pursuits,  and  an 
olyect  which  he  at  length  accomplished  with  the  strictest  honour,  and  with  a  ^atisfiurtion 
to  his  own  mind  the  most  pure  and  delightful.  It  is,  indeed,  among  the  inezpUcable 
mysteries  m  human  conduct,  that  so  many  meaof  enhghtened  minds  can  bear  the  weight 
of  pecuniary  obligation  with  perfect  indifference,  and  can  openly  insuk  the  universal 
opinion  of  mankind,  by  deeming  the  reputation  of  a  few  showy  public  professions  an 
equivalent  for  the  principles  of  common  honesty.  Mickle  had  nothing  in  comuKm  with 
men  of  this  d^ription. 

In  178$,  our  poet  published  The  Prophecy  of  Queen  Emma,  a  ballad,  with  an  iro* 
nical  prefiMx,  cpntsining  an  account  of  its  pretended  author  and  discovery,  aad  hinti  for 
vindicatmg  the  aiithepticity  of  the  poems  of  Ossiau  and  Rowley.  This  irony,  however, 
lost  part  of  its  eftct  by  the  autfaor^s  pretendmg  that  a  poem,  which  is  modem  both  in 
language  and  versification,  was  the  production  of  a  prior  of  Durham  in  the  vdgn  of 
li¥illiam  Rufiis  although  he  endeavours  to  account  for  this  with  some  degree  of  humour, 
and  is  not  unsuccessful  in  imitating  the  mode  of  reasoning  adopted  by  dean  MiUes  and 
Mr.  Bryant,  in  the  case  of  Chatterton. 

In  the  same  year  he  married  Mary,  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Robert  Tomkins,  with  whom 
he  resided  in  Oxfordshire  while  employed  in  translating  The  Lusiad,  and  by  this  lady  he 
left  a  son,  now  a  deik  in  the  India-house.    The  fortune  which  he  obttuied  by  hb  mar- 
riage, and  what  he  acquired  under  commodore  Johnstone,  would  have  enabl^  \um  tov 
pass  the  renminder  of  hk  days  ha  eaee  and  independence,  and  wkh  diat  view  4ie  took 
a  house  at  Whcatly  near  Oxford;  but  the  failure  and  death  of  a  banker,  with  wViom be 
was  connected  as  aaeat  for  the  wiaes*  and  a  chancery  suit  m  which  he  eneafled  rather 
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and  Mr.  John  Irdand,  who  knew  hun  well,  may  be  adopted  with  safety.  **  He  was  m 
every  point  of  view  a  man  of  the  utmost  integrity,  warm  in  his  fneudship,  and  indigiMmg 
only  against  vice,  irreligion,  or  meanness.  The  compliment  paid  by  lord  Lyttelton  to 
Thomson,  might  be  applied  to  him  with  the  strictest  truth ;  not  a  line  is  to  be  fovnd  in 
his  works,  which,  dying,  he  would  wish  to  blot.  During  the  greatest  part  of  his  IHe, 
be  endured  th^  pressures  of  a  narrow  fortune  without  repining,  never  relaxing  in  his 
industry  to  acquire,  by  honest  exertions,  that  independence  which  at  length  he  enjoyed. 
He  did  not  shine  in  conversation,  nor  would  any  person^  from  his  appearance,  have  been 
able  to  form  a  favourable  judgment  of  bis  talents.  In  every  situation  in  which  fortune 
placed  him,  he  displayed  an  independent  spirit,  undebased  by  any  meanness;  and  wbea 
his  pecuniary  circumstances  made  him,  on  one  oocadon,  feel  a  disappointment  with  some 
force,  he  even  then  seemed  more  ashamed  at  his  want  of  discernment  of  character, 
than  concerned  for  his  loss.  He  seemed  to'  entertain  with  rductance  an  c^nion  tfaat 
high  burth  could  be  united  with  a  sordid  mind.  He  had,  however,  the  satisfiurtion  of 
reflecting,  that  no  extravagant  panegyric  had  disgraced  his  pen.  Contempt  certainly 
came  to  his  aid,  though  not  soon :  he  wished  to  forget  hb  credulity,  and  never  after 
conversed  on  the  subject  by  choice.  To  couclude^  Ins  foibles  were  but  few,  and  tfaoae 
inofiensive :  his  virtues  were  many :  and  his  genius  was  veiy  considerable.  He  lived 
without  reproach,  and  his  memory  will  always  be  cherished  by  those  who  were  acquainted 
with  him.*'  To  this  Mr.  Ireland  adds,  **  His  manners  were  not  of  tfaat  obtrusive  kind 
by  which  many  men  of  the  second  or  third  order  force  themselves  into  notke.  A  very 
close  observer  might  have  passed  many  hours  in  Mr.  Mickle'9  company,  without  sus- 
pecth^  that  he  had  ever  written  a  line  of  poetry.  A  common  physiognomist  would  havie 
said  that  he  had  an  unmasked  &ce.  Lavater  would  have  said  otherwise ;  but  neither 
his  countenance  nor  manners  were  such  as  attract  the  multitude.  When  his  nanw  was 
aniKMmced,  he  has  been  more  than  jonce  asked  if  the  translator  of  Camoens  was  any  re- 
latkm  to  him.  To  this  he  usually  answered,  with  a  good  natured  smile,  that  they  were 
f)f  the  same  fiunily.  Simplicity,  unafiected  amplicity,  was  the  leading  feature  in  his 
chanu^er.  The  philosophy  of  Voltaire  and  David  Hume  was  his  detestation.  He  could 
not  hear  theu'  names  with  temper.  For  the  Bible  he  had  the  highest  reverence,  and 
never  sat  silent  when  the  doctrines  or  precepts  of  the  gospel  were  either  ridiculed  or 
spokoi  of  with  contempt." 

In  1794,  an  edition  of  his  poems  was  published  by  snb8crq>tion,  with  an  account  of 
his  life  by  Mr.  Irehuid.  A  more  full  and  correct  collection  of  hb  poems  appeared  in 
1807>  with  a  life  by  the  rev.  John  Sim,  who  was  his  intimate  friend  when  at  Oxford,  and 
has  done  ample  justice  to  his  memory.  To  the  present  editbn  I  have  added  hb  tragedy, 
although  dramatic  pieces  form  no  part  of  thb  collection.  Those  who  still  consider  it 
as  unfit  £br  the  stage,  may  be  willing  to  allow  of  its  admisaion  as  a  dramatic  poem.  Of 
lib  poem  on  Providence,  I  have  ndt  been  able  to  procure  a  copy. 

Although  there  b  no  species  of  poetry  of  wlikji  he  had  not^laflforded  favounMe  spe- 
cimens, and  many  striking  images  and  animated  descriptions  are  discoverable  in  hb  oii- 
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an  English  poem  of  UDquestioiiable  beauty,  but  we  may  say  witli  Bentley,  it  is  not 
Homer.  Mickle  has  not  only  transfused  the  spirit,  but  has  raised  the  character  of  his 
original.  By  preserving  the  energy,  elegance,  and  fire  of  Camoens,  he  has  given  an 
English  L^isiad,  a  work  which,  although  confessedly  borrowed  from  the  Portuguese,  has 
all  the  appenrance  of  having  been  invented  in  the  language  m  which  we  find  it.  In  exe- 
cuting this,  indeed,  it  must  be  confessed  that  l^ickl^  has  taken  more  liberties  with  his 
original  than  the  hws  of  translation  will  allpw ;  but  they  are  of  a  kind  not  usually  taken 
by  translators^  for  he  has  often  mtroduced  beauties  of  his  own  equal  to  any  that  come 
from  the  pen  of  Camoens.  In  acknowledging  that  he  has  taken  such  freedoms,  how« 
ever,  he  has  not  specif  the  individual  passages,  a  neglect  for  wludi  some  have  prais^ 
Ins  humility,  and  others  have  blamed  his  mjustic^.  But  with  this  exception,  he  has 
successfully  execiited  what  he  purposfcd,  not  only  to  make  Camoeps  be  luiderstood  and 
relished,  bat  '<  to  give  a  ^)oem  that  might  live  in  the  English  language  \''  Nor  ought 
it  to  be  omitted  in  this  general  character  of  The  Xusiad,  that  m  his  prelimiiiwry  disserr 
tationsy  he  has  diftmgobhed  himself  as  a  scholar,  a  critic,  an4  a  bistqrian.^ 

^  See  vol.  xp,  Qf  Tr^milatioms. 
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ELEGIAC. 


A  NIGHT  PIECE.    ^ 


The  tcene  is  an  old  church-yard  (now  the  principal 
street  of  the  city  of  Edmburgh),  where  the  fa- 
moui  Buchanan,  and  some  of  th&most  celebrat- 
ed personages  of  his  age  and  nation,  lie  interred. 


QO  now,  the  doon  are  shnt;  the  bnsy  h«nd 
^  Of  Industry  suspends  her  toil  awhile, 
And  solemn  silence  reigua;  the  men  of  law 
Nor  throng  the  passage  to  the  wrangling  bar^ 
Kor  clients,  walking  o'er  the  pawment,  curse 
Thehr  cause's  long  delay.    The  labourer 
lies  wrapt  in  deep,  hit  brawny  nerves  imbme'd> 
Gathering  new  vigour  for  to  morrow's  toil. 
And  happy  be  who  sleep* !  Peiliaps,  just  now, 
The  modest  widow,  and  tbe  weak  old  man. 
Fainting  with  want,  recline  the  languid  head ; 
While  o'er  thehr  riotous  debouch,  the  rout 
Of  BacdMnalianB,  with  iwpctuons  lau^ 
Applaud  the  witless  but  envenom'd  jest 
At  yon  dim  taper,  poring  o'er  his  bonds. 
Or  coitions  rent-roll,  crooked  Av'rice  sits ; 


Now  smoking  with  unhallowHl  fires,  the  sons 
Of  brutal  riot  stroll  along  the  strecb. 
Scenting  the  prostitutes:  perhaps  the  son 
Of  some  well-meaning  countryman,  enticed 
By  lewd  companions,  midnight  orgies  holds. 
Kennels  with  some  abominable  wretch. 
Contracting  foul  disease ;  one  day  to  strike 
His  hopeless  parents'  hearts  with  biting  grie^ 
And  o'er  their  rev'rend  hoary  cheeks  to  pour 
The  sad  parental  tear. 

Behold  how  grand  the  lady  of  the  night,, 
The  silver  Moon,  with  majesty  diviue. 
Emerges  from  behind  yon  sable  cloud ; 
Around  her  all  the  spacious  Heavens  glow 
With  living  fires !  In  the  pale  air  sublime, 
St.  Giles's  column  rears  its  ancient  head« 
Whose  builders  many  a  oentnry  ago 
Were  moulder'd  into  dust.    Now,  O  my  soul. 
Be  fiird  with  sacred  awe !  I  tread  above 
The  chiefe  of  ancient  days,  great  in  the  works 
Of  peace,  and  dreadful  in  the  ranks  of  war, 
Whose  manly  hamess'd  breasts  and  nervous  arms 
Stood  as  the  brazen  bulwarks  of  the  land; 
But  now,  in  death's  blank  courts,  mix'd  with  the  sons 
Of  basest  deeds ;  and  now  unknown  as  they. 

Where  now,  ye  leam*d,  the  hope  of  all  your  rage 
And  bitter  spleen  ?  Ye  statesmen,  where  the  meed 
Of  all  your  toils,  and  victims  at  the  shrine^ 
Of  wild  ambition }  Active  Moray's  bones 
With  Errol's  dus(  in  dreary  silence  rest} 
The  sly  Buchanan  and  the  zealous  Knox 
Mingle  their  ashes  in  the  peaceful  grave 
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lies  miz'd,  and  known  no  more.     Ev'^n^  own  race 
Forget  bis  name ;  and  should  the  sound  remain. 
Ah,  let  ambition  sicken  at  the  thought ! 
Dull  as  a  twice-told  tale  it  meets  the  ear. 

Founders  of  states,  their  countries*  sanours,  tie 
In  dark  oblivion :  others  only  live 
In  fables  wild  and  vague.    Our  hoary  sires, 
Who  saw  the  wave  of  Marlborough's  sword  decide 
The  fate  of  Europe,  and  her  trembling  kings, 
Belate  his  actions  as  a  monkish  tale 
Without  concern :  and  soon  the  days  shall  opme. 
When  Prussia's  hinds  shall  wnd  adventures  tell 
Of  Fred*ric  and  his  brothers,  such  as  oft 
The  British  labourer,  by  winter's  fire. 
Tells  to  his  wondering  children  of  the  feats 
Of  Arthur  and  his  knights,  and  Celtic  wars. 

Say,  ye  immortal  sons  of  Heav*n,  who  rule 
This  nether  world,  who,  ftx>m  old  Nimrod's  days 
Down  to  the  present,  ^ave  beheld  the  fste 
Of  emperors  and  kings,  say,  which  the  life 
Tlie  ever-conscious  shade  will  like  to  own  ? 
Does  Cttsar  boast  of  his  immortal  name. 
How,  wading  through  the  blood  of  millions,  he 
EnslavM  his  country  ?  No :  he  drops  the  head, 
And  imprecates  obUvion  to  enwrap 
The  horrid  tale.    Not  so  poor  Socrates : 
With  everlasting  smiles  he  humbly  owns 
The  life  that  was  a  blessing  to  mankind. 

The  heroes  whose  unconquerable  souls 
Would  from  their  c6untxj*B  interest  never  fiinch. 
Look  down  with  sweet  complacence  on  the  realms 
Their  valour  sav'd.    O  Wallace,  patriot  chief  i 
Who  durst  alone  thy  country's  right  assert ; 
BetrayM  and  sworn  away  by  all  but  thee. 
And  thou,  great  Bruce,  who  many  a  doubtful  day. 
For  thy  enslav'd  and  groaning  country'  sake, 
Stray'd  o'er  the  solitary  hills  of  Lorn ; 
Say,  what  bold  ecstasies,  heroic  jo3rs. 
Your  mighty  souls  inspire,  when  you  behold 
A  nation  to  this  day  bless'd  by  your  arms ! 
And  such  the  recompensing  Heav'n  of  those. 
The  happy  few,  who  truly  great  of  soul 
Are  masters  of  themselves ;  who  patient  wait 
Till  virtue's  endless  sabbath  shall  arrive. 
When  vice  shall  reign  no  more,  and  virtue  Meed 
And  weep  no  more ;  when  every  honest  pang 
Their  hearts  have  felt,  and  mourn'd  their  efforts  vain, 
Shall  yield  high  joy,  when  God  himself  applauds. 
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mumv  iM  -ns  wood  nbab  mosun  castle/    1762. 

HsBC  Joyep}  sentire  deoeqne  cunctos 
Spem  boinam  certamque  domum  reporto. 

Uorat. 


Tbb  peaceful  evening  breathes  ber  balmy  store ; 

The  playful  school-boys  wanton  o'er  the  greea; 
Where  spreading  poplars  shade  the  cottage-door* 

Hie  villagers  in  rustic  joy  convene. 

Amid  the  secret  windings  of  the  wood, 
WHti  solemn  ooeditation  let  me  stray; 

This  is  the  hour  when,  to  the  wise  and  good. 
The  heavenly  maid  repays  the  toils  of  ^mjm 

The  river  murmurs,  and  the  breathing  gale 
Whispers  the  gently-waving  boughs  among; 

The  star  of  evening  glimmers  o'er  the  dale. 
And  leads  the  rilent  host  of  Heavoi  along. 

How  bright,  emerging  o'er  3ron  iT^rpom-dad  hdgW', 
The  silver  empress  of  the  night  appesurs  ! 

Yon  limpid  pool  reflects  a  stream  of  light, 
And  fkintly  in  its  breast  the  woodland  bears. 

The  waters,  tumbling  o'er  their  rocky  bed. 
Solemn  and  constant,  from  yon  dell  resoand  ; 

The  lonely  hearths  blaze  o'er  the  distant  glebe; 
The  bat»  low-wheeling,  skims  the  dusky  grwad, 

August  and  hoary,  o'er  the  sloping  dale. 
The  gothic  abbey  roars  its  scnlptnr'd  tov'rs ; 

Dull  through  the  roofs  re^oundf  the  whistling  gale  ; 
Dark  solitude  among  the  pillars  low'rs. 

Where  yon  old  trees  bend  o'er  a  place  of  graresy 
And,  solemn,  shade  a  chapd's  sad  remains  ; 

Where  yon  scath'd  poplar  through  the.  window 
waves, 
And,  twining  round,  the  hoary  arch  sustains: 

There  ofl,  at  dawn,  as  one  forgot  behind. 
Who  loDgs  to  follow,  yet  unknowing  wbei^ 

SomejKMiry  shepherd,  o'er  his  staff  rcclin'd. 
Pores  on  the  graves,  and  sighs  a  broken  pray  V. 

High  o^er  the  pines,  that  with  then-  dark'oing 
shade 

Surround  yon  craggy  bank,  the  castle  rears 
Its  crumbling  turrets:  still  its  towVy  bead 

A  wariike  mien,  a  sullen  grandeur  weaxsf 

So,  midst  the  snow  of  age,  a  boastful  air 

Still  on  the  war-worn  veteran's  brow  attends  ; 

Still  his  big  bones  his  youthful  prime  declare^ 
Though  trembling  o'er  the  feeble  erutcfa  he  bends. 

Wild  round  the  gates  the  dusky  wall-flow*rB  creep. 
Where  oft  the  knights  the  beauteous  dames  bave 
led; 

Gone  is  the  bower,  the  grot  a  rnin'd  heap. 
Where  basrs  and  ivy  o^er  the  fragments  ^>fead. 
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When  April's  sniilek  t&e  flow'ry  lawn  adorn. 
And  modest  cowslips  d«ck  the  streamlet's  side ; 

When  fragrant  orchards  to  the  roseate  mom 
Unfold  their  Uoom,  in  Heaven's  own  colours  dy'd : 

So  fttir  a  btossom  gentle  Pollio  wore,        . 

lliese  were  the  emblems  of  his  bealChful  ibiiMl; 
To  him  the  tetter'd  pagQ  displayed  its  lore,  ^ 

To  him  bright  &ncy  all  her  wealth  rcsign'd : 

Him  with  her  purest  flames  the  Muse  endow*d. 
Flames  never  to  th'  illiberal  thought  ally*d ; 

He  sacred  Sisters  led  where  virtue  glow'd 
In  all  her  charms;  he  saw,  he  felt,  and  dy*d. 

Oh,  partner  of  my  infbnt  griefs  and  jo]rs ! 

Big  with  the  scenes  now  past  my  heart  o'erflbi^s, 
Bids  each  endearment,  fair  as  once,  to  rise. 

And  dwells  luxurious  on  her  melting 


Oft  with  the  rishog  Sun  when  life  was  new, 

Along  the  woodland  have  I  roam'd  with  thee> . 

Oft  by  the  Moon  have  brush 'd  the  evening  dew. 
When  all  was  fearless  innocence  and  glee. 

The  sainted  well  where  yon  bleak  hill  declines. 
Has  oft  been  conscious  of  those  happy  hours; 

Bnt  now  the  hill,  the  river  crown'd  with  pines, 
And  sainted  well«  have  lost  their  cheering  pow'rs: 

For  thou  art  gone My  guide,   my  friend^,  oh 

where. 

Where  hast  thou  fled,  and  left  me  here  behind  ? 
My  teodere&t  wish,  my  heart  to  thee  was  bare, 

Ob,  now. cut  off  each  passage  to  thy  mind ! 

How  dreary  is  the  gulf,  how  dark,  how  void, 
The  trackless  shores  that  never  were  repassed  I 

Dread  separation !  on  the  depth  untry'd 
Hope  faulters,  and  the  soul  recoils  aghast 

Wide  round  the  spacious  Heav^  I  cast  my  eyes; 

And  shall  these  stars  glow  with  imraortsd  fire. 
Still  shine  the  t^eless  glories  of  the  skies, 

And  could  thy  bright,  thy  living  soul  expire  ? 

Far  be  the  thought ^tbe  pleasures  most  sublime. 

The  glow  of  friendship,  and  the  virtuous  tear. 

The  tow*ring  wish  that  sconis  the  bounds  of  time, 
ChilI'd  in  this  vale  of  death,  but  languish  here: 

So  plant  the  vine  on  Norway's  wintry  land, 
The  languid  stranger  feebly  buds  and  dies  > 

Yet  there  's  a  clime  where  virtue  shall  expand, 
With  godlike  strength,  beneath  her  native  skies. 

The  lonely  shepherd  on  the  mountain's  side, 
With  patience  waits  the  rosy  opening  day  ; 

The  mariner  at  midnight's  darksome  tide. 
With  cheerfid  hope  expects  the  morning  ray : 

Thus  I,  on  life's  storm-beaten  ocean  tost. 
In  mental  vision  view  the  happy  shore. 

Where  Pollio  beckons  to  the  peaceful  coirst. 
Where  fate  and  death  divide  the  frjends  no  more* 

Oh,  that  some  kind,  some  pitying  kindred  shade, 
Who  now,  perhaps,  frequents  this  solemn  grove, 

Would  tell  the  awful  secrets  of  the  dead. 
And  from  my  eyes  the  mortal  fiUn  remove  1 


Vain  is  te  wish— yet  surely  ndt  In  vain 
Man's  bosom  glows  with  that  celestial  fire. 

Which  scorns  Earth's  luxuries,  which  smiles  at  paio/ 
And  wings  his  spirit  with  sublime  desire. 

To  fiin  this  spark  of  Heaven,  this  ray  divine. 
Still,  oh,  my  soul !  still  be  thy  dear  employ; 

Still  thus  to  wander  through  the  shades  be  thine. 
And  swell  thy  brcMsst  with  visionitry  joy  : 

So,  to  the  dark-brow\r  wood,  or  sacred  mount, 
in  ancient  days,  the  holy  secrsi  retir'd. 

And,  led  in  vision,  drank  at  Siloe's  fount, 
While  rising  ecstaiies  their  bosoms  fir'd; 

Restor'd  creation  bright  before  tliem  rose; 

The  burning  deserts  smil'd  as  Eden's  plains. 
One  friendly  shade  the  wolf  and  lambkin  chose, 

The  flow*ry  mountains  sung,  **  Messiah  reigns  V* 

Though  fainter  raptures  my  cold  breast  inspire. 
Yet,  let  me  oft  frequent  this  solemn  scene. 

Oft  to  the  abbey's  sbatter'd  walls  retire. 
What  time  the  moonshine  dimly  gleams  between. 

There,  where  the  cross  in  hoary  ruin  nods. 

And  weeping  yews  o'ershade  the  lettered  stones. 

While  midnight  silence  wraps  these  drear  abodes^ 
And  soothes  me  waod'ring  o'er  my  kindred  bones,. 

Let  kindled  fancy  view  the  glorious  morn. 
When  from  the  bursting  graves  the  just  shall  rise/ 

All  nature  smiling,  and,  by  angels  borne, 
Meuiah's  cross  far  blazing  o'er  the  skies. 


MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 

AM  BLEOY. 

Quod  tibi  vitss  sors  detraxit, 
Pama  adjiciet  posthuma  laud!  i 
Nostris  longum  tu  dolor  et  honor. 

Buchanan. 

Th8  balmy  zepbjrrs  o'er  the  woodland  stray. 
And  gently  stir  the  bosom  of  the  lake : 

The  fawns,  that  panting  in  the  covert  lay. 
Now  through  the  gloomy  park  their  revels  taker 

Pale  rise  the  rugged  hills  that  skirt  the  north, 
Ihe  wood  glows  yellow'd  by  the  ev'ning  rays, 

Silent  and  b^uteous  flows  the  silver  Forth, 
And  Annan  murm'ring  through  the  willows  strays^ 

But,  ah!  what  means  this  silence  in  the  grove, 
AVhereoft  the  wild  notevsuoth'd  the  k>ve-eick  boy  ^ 

Why  cease  in  Mary's  bow^  the  songs  of  love? 
The  songs  of  love,  of  innocence,  and  joy ! 

When  bright  the  lake  reflects  the  setting  ray. 
The  sportive  virgins  tread  the  flow'ry  green; 

Here  by  the  Moon  full  oft  in  cheerful  May, 
The  merry  bride-maids  at  the  dance  are  seen* 

But  who  these  nymphs  that  through  the  copse  qn 
pear. 

In  robes  of  white  adom'd  with  violet  blue  \ 
Fondly  with  purple  flow'rs  they  deck  yon  bier,  t 

And  wave  in  solemn  fipo^  the  bows  of  yew.?lC 
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Supremd  in  j^vf,  bcr  eye  confusM  with  woe, 

Appears  the  lauly  of  tb'  aerial  train, 
Tall  as  the  sylvan  groddest  of  the  bow, 

And  fair  wi  bhe  who  wept  Adonii  slain. 

Such  was  the  pomp  when  Gil«ad*i  virgis-band, 
Wand'ring  by  Judah's  Bow'ry  momitains,  wqpt, 

And  wHb  fair  Ipbis,  by  the  hallowed  strand 
Of  Siloe's  brook,  a  moaraful  labbath  kept 

By  the  resplendent  cross  with  thistles  twin*d, 
T  is  Mary's  guardian  Genins  lost  in  woe : 

<*  Ah,  fay,  what  deepest  wrongs  have  thoi  com- 
bined 
To  heave  with  rertless  sighs  thy  breast  of  snow  ? 

«  Ob,  stay,  ye  Dryads,  nor  ^ofinish'd  fly 
Yoar  solemn  rites !  Here  comes  no  foot  profiuie: 

The  If  use's  son,  and  hallow'd  is  bis  aye, 

Implores  your  stay,  implores  to  join  the  strain. 

**  See,  from  her  cheek  the  glowing  life-blush  Aies ! 

Alas !  what  iait'rine  sounds  of  woe  be  these  ? 
Ye  vympbs,  who  fondly  watch  her  languid  eyes, 

Oh,  say  what  music  will  her  soul  aj^ase  ?" 

**  Reso\md  the  solemn  dirge,''  the  nymphs  reply, 
*'  And  let  the  turtles  moan  in  Mary's  bow'r  ^ 

Let  grief  indulge  her  grand  sublimity. 
And  melancholy  wake  her  melting  pow*r; 

"  For  a»t  hastriomph'd — A|t,  that  never  stood 
On  honour's  side,  or  gen*  rous  transport  knew. 

Has  dy*d  its  haggard  hands  in  Mary's  blood. 
And  o'er  her  fame  has  breath'd  its  blighting  dew. 

"  But  come,  ye  nymphs,  ye  woodland  spirits  come, 
And  with  funereal  flow'rs  your  tresses  braid, 

While  in  this  hallowed  bower  we  raise  the  tomb, 
And  consecrate  the  song  to  Mary's  shade. 

**  O  sing  what  smiles  her  3routhful  monAng  wore. 
Her  '8  evVy  charm,  9pd  ev'ry  loveliest  grace, 

When  nature^  happiest  touch  could  add  no  more, 
Heav'n  lent  an  angel*s  beauty  to  her  face. 

<*  Oh !  whether  by  the  moss-grown  btilhy  dell. 
Where  fimm  the  oak  depends  the  misletoe. 

Where  creeping  ivy  shades  the  Druids*  cell. 
Where  from  the  rock  the  gurgling  waters  flow : 

<<  Or,  whether  sportive  o'er  the  cowslip  beds. 
You,  through  the  ftiiry  dales  of  TeWot  glide. 

Or  brush  the  primrose  banks,  while  Cynthia  sheds 
Her  siiv'ry  light  o'er  Esk's  translucent  tide :     « 

<*  Hither,  ye  gentle  guardians  of  the  fair. 
By  virtue^  tears,  by  weeping  beauty,  come, 

Unbind  the  festive  robes,  unbind  the  hair. 
And  wave  the  cypress  bough  at  Mary's  tomb. 

**  Andxome,  ye  fleet  magicians  of  the  air," 
The  mouniful  lady  of  the  chorus  cry'd; 

**  Your  airy  tints  of  baleful  hue  prepare^  - 
And  through  this  grove  bid  Mary's  fortunes  glide : 

**  And  let  the  songs,  with  solemn  harpings  join'd, 
AmT  wailing  notes,  unfold  the  tale  of  woe !" 

Slie  »poke,  and,  wakingthrough  the  breathing  wind. 
From  lyres  nnsean  the  solemn  harpings  flow. 


The  song  began—''  How  bright  her  early  okvb! 

What  lasting  joys  her  smiling  fiste  porteoda  I 
To  widd  the  awlnl  British  soepljres  bora  t 

And  Qmal's  yooug  heir  her  bcidal-bed  ascesidtf. 

"  See,  round  her  bed,  light  floatmg  oo  the  air, 
'I1ie  little  Loves  thenr  purple  wings  display  ; 

When  sudden,  shrieking  at  the  dismal  glare 
Of  fuoeral  torches,  fiur  they  speed  awmy. 

**  Far  with  the  Lofves  each  bbssftil  omen  speeds. 
Her  eighteenth  Apiil  bears  her  widow'd  moao. 

The  bridal  bed  the  sable  hearse  succeeds. 

And  struggling  fMitionl  shake  her  native  tlmnr. 

<*  No  more  a  goddess  in  the  swimming  daaee, 
MajT^  thou,  O  ^oaeo !  thy  lovely  form  display; 

No  more  thy  beanty  reign  the  eharm  of  Fraaoe, 
Nor  in  Parisian  bowYsovtshiae  the  day. 

*<  For  the  cold  DOfth  the  trembUag  sails  are  spread ; 

Ah,  what  drear  borroars  glidii^  thioagfa  thy 
breastl 
While  from  thy  weeping  eyes  foir  Gallia  fed. 

Thy  future  woes  in  boding  sighs  confiess'd  ■  1 

<*  A  nation  stem,  and  stubborn  to  command. 
And  now  convuls'd  with  faction's  fiercest  rage. 

Commits  its  sceptre  to  thy  gentle  hand. 
And  asks  a  bridle  from  thy  tender  age." 


As  weeping  thus  they  sung,  the  < 

Her  native  shore  receives  the  moomfol  qaeen; 
November  wind  o'er  the  bare  landscape  bloara. 

In  haxy  gloom  the  sea-wave  skirts  the  scene. 

The  House  of  Holy-iood,  ia  saDen  state. 

Bleak  hi  the  shade  of  rade-pil'd  rooka  appears; 

Cold  on  the  mountain's  side,  type  of  her  late, 
lU  shatter'd  walls  a  Bomish  chapel  reais. 

No  nodding  grave  here  waves  the  sheH'riag  bongfa 
0*er  the  dark  vale,  prophetic  of  her  reign: 

Beneath  the  curving  mountain's  craggy  brow 
The  dreary  echoes  to  the  gales  complain. 

Beneath  the  gloomy  clouds  of  rollmg  smoke. 
The  high  pil'd  city  rears  her  Gothic  tow*rs; 

The  stem  brow'd  castle,  from  his  lofty  rock. 
Looks  sooraf nl  dowi^  and  fia'd  deftaare  low'n  >. 


■  The  unhappy  Mary»  in  her  iaftmcy,  was  sent 
to  France  to  the  care  of  her  mother's  ^mily,  the 
hoQse  of  Gttise.  The  Fkeach  oourt  was  at  thst 
time  the  gayest  and  most  gallant  of  Eorope.  Here 
the  princess  of  Scotland  was  educated  with  all  the 
distinction  doe  to  her  high  rank;  and  as  soon  ts 
years  would  allow,  she^ras  nutrried  to  the  daapbin, 
afterwards  Francis  IL  and  on  the  death  of  this  mo- 
narch, which  closed  a  short  reign,  the  politics  of 
the  boose  of  Guise  required  the  return  of  tlM  yoBBg 
queen  to  Scotland.  She  leli  Prance  with  tears, 
and  the  utmost  reluctance ;  and  on  her  landiag  in 
her  native  kingdom,  the  diflfarent  appearsnoc  of 
the  country  awakened  all  her  regret,  and  afliected 
her  with  a  melancholy  which  seemed  to  forebu^ 
her  future  misfortunes. 

'  These  circumstances,  descriptive  of  the  eavirosi 
of  Ho)3^rood  House,  are  local;  yet»  however  ditsrT 
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Domestk;  liliss,  that  dear,  that  lorVeign  joy, 
•  F^  from  her  heart  was  seen  to  speed  away; 
Straight  dark-brow'd  (actions  eutVing  in,  destroy 
The  seeds  of  peace,  and  mark  her  for  their 
prey. 

Ko  more  by  moonahiiie  to  the  nnptial  bow*r 
Her  Francis  comes,  by  tore's  soft  fetters  led ; 

Far  cAher  spouse  now  wakes  her  midnight  boat', 
Enrag'd,  and  reeking  from  the  harlot*^  bed. 

'«  Ah!  draw  the  veil!"  shrill  trembles  throogh  the 
air: 

The  veil  was  drawn— but  darker  scenes  arose^ 
Another  4  noptial  couch  the  Fates  prepare, 

The  baleful  teeming  source  of  deeper  woes« 

The  bridal  torch  her  evil  angel  wav*d. 

Far  from  the  couch  offended  prudence  tied} 

Of  deepest  crimes  deceitful  faction  rav*d. 
And  rous*d  her  trembling  from  the  faUl  bed. 

TheJiinds  are  seen  in  arms,  and  glitt'ring  spears. 
Instead  of  crooks,  the  Grampian  shepherds  wield  j 

Fanatic  rage  the  ploughman's  visage  wears, 
And  red  with  slaughter  lies  the  harvest  field. 

From  Bortbwick-field,  deserted  and  foriom, 
The  beauteous  queen,  all  tears,  is  seen  to  fly ; 

Now  through  the  streets  '  a  weeping  captive  bonie, 
Her  woe  the  triumph  of  the  vulgar  eye. 


Agahi,  the  vision  shifts  the  woeful  scene ; 

Again,  foriom,  from  rebel  arms  she  flies, 
And,  unsuspecting,  on  a  sister  queen 

The  lovely  injur*d  fugitive  relies. 

When  wisdom,  baffled,  owns  th'  attempt  in  vain, 
Heaven  oft  delights  to  set  the  virtuous  free; 

Some  friend  appears  and  breaks  affliction's  chain : 
But,  ah,  no  genYous  friend  appears  for  thee ! 

A  prison's  ghastly  walls  and  grated  cells 
Deform'd  the  airy  scenery  as  it  pass'd ; 

The  haunt  where  listless  melancholy  dwells. 
Where  ev'ry  genial  feeling  sinks  aghast 

No  female  eye  her  sickly  bed  to  tend  <! 

^  Ah,  cease  to  tell  it  in  the  female  ear ! 
A  woman's  stem  command !  a  profferM  friend  I 

Ob,  gen*rous  passion,  peace,  forbear,  forbear ! 


the  unhnproved  November  view  may  appear,  the 
oomioisseur  in  gardening  will  perceive  that  planta- 
tion, and  the  efforts  of  art,  could  easily  convert  the 
prospect  hito  an  agreeable  and  most  romantic  sum- 
mer landscape. 

3  Lord  Damley,the  handsomest  manof  his  age, 
b«t  a  worthless  debaocbee  of  no  abilitiea. 

^  Her  marriage  with  the  earl  of  Bothwell,  an  un- 


**  And  oouKl,  oh,  IHidor  f  eoidd  thy  heart  retain 
No  toft'nhig  thought  of  what  thy  woes  had  been^ 

When  thou,  the  heir  of  England's  crown,  in  vain 
Didst  sue  the  mercy  of  a  tjrrant  queen  } 

"  And  could  no  pang  from  tender  mem'ry  wake, 
And  feel  those  woes  that  once  had  been  thine  own  ; 

No  pleading  tear  to  drop  for  Mary's  s^e, 
For  Mary's  sake,  the  hdr  of  England's  throne  ? 

''  Alas !  no  {heading  touch  thy  mem'ry  knew; 

Dry'd  were  the  tears  which  fq^  thjrself  had  flowed  ; 
Dark  politics  alone  engag'd  thy  view ; 

With  female  jealousy  thy  bosom  g1ow*d ! 

**  And  say,  did  wisdom  own  thy  stem  command  ? 

Did  honour  wave  his  banner  o'er  the  deed } 
Ah ! — ^Mary's  fete  thy  name  shall  ever  brand. 

And  ever  o'ef  her  woes  shall  pity  bleed. 

**  The  babe  that  prattled  on  his  nurse's  knee, 
When  first  thy  woeful  captive  hours  began, 

Ere  Heav'n,  ah,  hapless  Mary !  set  thee  firee. 
That  babe  to  battle  march'd  in 


An  awful  pause  ensues"— With  speakmg  eyea^ 
And  hands  half-rais*d,  the  guardian  wood<*n3rmph§ 
wait; 

While,  slow  and  sad,  the  airy  scenes  «rise, 
Stain'd  with  the  last  deep  woes  of  Mary's  fetew 

With  dreary  black  hung  round  the  ball  appears, 
The  thirsty  saw-dust  strews  the  marble  floor. 

Blue  gleams  the  axe,  the  block  its  shoulders  restn, 
And  pikes  and  halberts  guard  the  iron  door. 

The  clouded  Moon  her  dreary  glimpses  shed. 
And  Mary's  maids,  a  mournful  train,  pass  bf  | 

Languid  they  walk,  and  pensivie  hang  the  head. 
And  silent  tears  pace  down  from  ev'ry  eye> 

Serene,  and  nobly  mild,  appears  the  queen; 

She  smiles  on  HeaVn,  and  bows  the  injured  head  t 
Hie  axe  is  lifted from  the  deathfiit  scene 

The  guardians  tura'd,  and  all  the  picture  fled— 

It  fled :  the  wood-nymphs  o'er  the  distant  lawn. 
As  rapt  in  vision,  dart  their  earnest  eyes ; 

So  when  the  huntsman  hears  the  rattling  fewn. 
He  stands  impatient  of  the  starting  pftse. 

The  sbv'retgn  dame  her  awful  eye-balls  roU*d/ 
As  Cuma's  maid  when  by  the  god  inspir'd ; 

"  The  depth  of  ages  to  my  sight  unfold," 
She  cries,  <'  and  Marsr'smeed'^my  breast  has  ffar*^ 

^  On  Tudor's  throne  her  sons  shall  ever  reign,   ^  . 

Age  after  age  shall  see  their  flag  unftirl'd, 
With  sovVeign  pride,  wherever  roars  the  wain. 

Stream  to  the  wind,  and  awe  the  trembling  world. 
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**  But,  bark!^loud  iKmling  through  the  midnight 
gloom, 

FMtion  is  rous*d,  and  sends  the  baleful  yell ! 
Ob,  save !  ye  gen*rous  few,  your  Mary's  tomb ; 

Oh,  save  her  ashes  from  the  baleful  spell ! 
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•*  And,  lo,  where  thne,with  brightened  face 
Points  to  yon  for,  but  glorious  op'ning  sky ; 

See  Truth  walk  forth,  mi^jestic  awfol  queen ! 
And  partsr's  black*ning  mists  before  her  fly. 

**  Falsehood,  unmaA'd,  withdraws  het  ugly  train ; 

And  Mary's  virtues  aU  illustrious  shine 

Yes,  thou  hast  friends,  the.  godlike  and  humane 

Of  latest  ages,  injured  queen,  are  thine 7.'* 

llie  milky  splendours  of  the  dawning  ra^ 

Now  through  the  grove  a  trembling  radiance  shed ; 

With  sprightly  note  the  wood-Iarh  baiPd  the  day. 
And  with  the  moonshine  all  the  vinon  fled. 


LIBERTY. 

AN  ELiBGY. 

TO  TBB  MIMOBV  OF  HIS  ROVAL  HI0HNBS8  TllEDERIC, 
LATE  PKINCfc  OP  WALBS. 

Cafmtna  tiim  melius  cum  venerit  ipse  canemus. 

Vifg. 

The  wood-lark  wake&  the  throstle  hails  the  dawn. 
The  lambkins  bleating  pour  along  the  green ; 

In  festive  pomp,  advancitig  o'er  the  lawn, 
The  nymphs  of  Liberty  surround  their  queen. 

Embosomed  in  a  grove  her  temple  rose. 

Where  oaks  and  laurels  forniM  a  grateful  shade  ; 

Her  walks  adorn 'd  with  ev'ry  flow'r  that  blowit, 
ller  walks  where  with  the  Lo^es  theMuses  play*d. 

In  awful  state,  on  Parian  columns  raised. 

With  silver  palms  entwined,  appeared  the  throne, 

In  Heav'n*8  own  colours,  where  the  altars  blaz'd. 
The  glories  of  her  reign  illustrious  shone. 


7  The  author  of  this  little  poem  to  the  ibemory 
of  an  unhappy  princess,  is  unwilling  to  enter  into 
the  controversy  respecting  her  guilt  or  her  inno- 
cence. Suffice  it  only  to  observe,  that  the  follow- 
ing facts  may  be  pcoved  to  demonstration : — The 
letters,  which  have  always  been  esteemed  the 
nrinrinal  nmofii  of  oueen  Marv's  ffuilt.  are  forced: 


The  first  of  timea  their  native  joyi  dis|i|gy ; 

Beneath  his  vine  the  rural  patriardi  sleeps; 
The  cattle  o'er  the  boundless  commoo  stray. 

And  nature  one  unblemish'd  sabbath  keepc. 

There  o'er  the  landscape  dark  ambition  low'rs; 

From  council  deep  the  swfid  patriots  rise. 
Their  sudden  vengeance  blasts  the  traitors  tow^ 

And  prostrate  in  the  dust  the  tyrant  lies. 

Here  shone  thy  heroes,  Greece,  thy  fotbers,  Rome, 
Ere  Persian  luxe  your  better  times  defoc'd  ; 

But  shone  not  all  whose  deeds  jrour.  pride  would 
plume. 
Here  Brutus  lower'd  in  shades  ambiguous  i 


A  gloomy  horrour  there  invests  the  skies : 
T  is  there  your  polish'd  ekie&theMr  tiuphies  raise; 

With  mingled  grief  and  rase  the  native  eyes 
Wide  o'er  his  ^Ids  tlie  hostile  siaodards  Uaae  $ 

His  wife,  his  altars,  babes,  and  hoary  sire. 
Rush  on  his  thoughts — the  battle  fires  bis  breast; 

Thus  glows,  Caractacus,  thy  noble  ire. 
With  all  the  goddess  in  thy  mien  ccmfessVL. 

With  holy  mitre  crown'd,  and  awful  eye. 
There  Mattatbias  frowns,  and  points  the  plaoa 

Where  low  on  earth  his  country's  altars  lie» 
And  bids  hjs  sons  revenge  the  foul  disgrace. 

The  barbed  spears  seem  trembling  in  then-  bands. 
While  ardour  kindling  in  their  qre>balb  glows; 

With  sworVl  half  drawn  tiie  godlike  Judas  stands. 
And  victory  fires  his  soul,  and  marks  the  fbesk 

Fair  o'er  the  rest  the  shrine  of  Alfred  shone. 
From  gothic  night  the  Muses  guard  bts  toils  ; 

There  juries  sit;  the  laws  support  his  throne. 
And  freedom  o'er  the  piece  triumphant  sodles- 

High  o'er  the  dome  the  festive  standard  flows. 
The  nymphs  obey  the  sign,  and  leave  the  ddl» 

Where  blooms  the  lilac,  where  the  wild  rose  bkyws, 
Wberd  hermit  peace  with  mild  conteiitinetft 

dwells. 

Sublime  as  fellas,  armM  with  helm  and  M>car, 
(Tlie  tyrant'^  dread)  the  godd^  march'd  along; 

Bare  was  one  knee,  one  snoi^y  breast  was  bare. 
The  bow  8Lnd  quiver  o*er  her  sh(>Qlder  badg. 

Her  woodland  train  in  solemn  pomp  she  led, 
(The  Muse  beheld  them  trip  the  sacred  grouDd) 

Fair  freedom  b'fer  their  mien  its  graces  shed. 
Their  brtiws  with  oak  and  pttalell 
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On^Tigri^  bmlci  «t|U  rise*  the  pelmy  groves. 
And  still  £uphr«tesboesu  his  fertile  plains ; 

Ah !  Tiin  the  boest — 't  is  there  the  murd'rer  roves, 
T  is  there  wild  ferrour  apKtary  reigns ! 

**  On  Tkdinore*s  site  the  lonely  shepherd  stands. 
And  as  he  views  the  solemn  waste  around. 

With  eager  watch  explores  the  Turkish  batid^ 
And  dreads  the  plond'rer's  r9tge  in  et'ry  soUnd. 

*'  Return,  O  queen,  O  patroness  of  joy ! 

With  ancient  splendour  to  thy  Greece  return : 
Ignoble  slaves  thy  once  lov*d  seats  destroy, 

On  Pindus,  thee,  the  silent  Muses  mourn ! 

<*  Nor  Po's  fiur  banks,  nor  Baia's  sands  invite ; 

Fall'n  Genius  there  her  broken  urns  deplores; 
Nor  Gallia's  fairest  landscapes  please  the  sight,— 

Thy  dictates  exil'd  from  her  hostile  shores. 

**  But  o'er  the  realms,  where  thy  mild  influence 
beams. 

O'er  Britain's  plains,  the  Muse  delighted  roves. 
Delighted  wanders  o*er  the  banks  of  Thames^ 

Or  rests  secure  in  Clifden>s  rural  groves. 

"  There  by  the  dawn,  elate  with  lightsome  glee. 
The  ^yous  shepherd  and  the  hind  are  seen. 

The  voice  of  mirth,  when  evening  shades  the  lea. 
Heard  loud  and  natural  o*er  the  village-green. 

'*  No  tyrant  there  the  peasant's  field  invades. 
Secure  the  fold,  his  labour's  all  his  own ; 

No  ravisher  profiwes  his  osier  shades. 

His  labours  wealth  and  independence  crown." 

T  was  thus  the  chorus  struck  the  Muse*S  eat* 
As  Chroagfa  Elysian  shades  she  sportive  rov'd-^ 

The  British  nymphs  in  mournful  pomp  appear, 
The  British  nymphs  to  freedom  best  belov'd. 

Loose  to  the  whid  their  snow-white  vestments  flow, 
The  cypress  binds  their  locks  with  darksome  green; 

Yet  grateful  raptures  mid  their  sorrows  flow,  [queen. 
While  thus  with  Fred'ric's  praise  they  bail  their 

**  'T  was  not  in  vain  thy  dictates  swell'd  his  breast, 
T  was  not  in  vain  he  vow'd  his  heart  to  thee ; 

Fair,  midst  thy  heroes,  stands  his  name  confess'd. 
The  friend  of  men,  the  patron  of  the  free. 

**  TTioagh  cypress  now  his  lowly  bed  adorns, 
Though  l^g  ere  eve  at  lifers  bright  noon  he  fell. 

Yet  shall  the  aong,  oft  as  this  day  returns. 
At  freedom's  shrine  his  happy  labours  tell. 

*'  Tbm  droopinf  spirit  of  a  downward  age. 


*<  Fair  to  his  name  your  votive  altars  raise ; 

Your  bow'rs  he  rearM,  to  him  3rour  strains  belong ; 
Ev'n  virtue « joins  to  gain  the  Muse's  praise, 

Him  loves  the  Muse  whose  deeds  demand  th^ 
song!" 


ON  THB  DEATH  OF 

THE  PRINCESS  DOWAGER  OF  WALESk 

Aspbss'd  by  malice  and  uumanly  rage. 
Disgraceful  stamp  on  this  flagitious  age, 
In  conscious  innocence  setur*d  from  blame, 
She  sigh'd — but  only  sigh'd  o'er  Britain's  shames 
She  saw  her  children  throng  their  early  tomh^ 
Disease  slow  wasting  fade  her  Glo'ster^s  bloom  t 
She  saw — but  Death  appcar'd  a  friendly  guest. 
His  arrow  pointing  to  the  realms  of  rest ! 
Calmly  she  riews  him,  dauntless  and  resigned. 
Yet  drops  one  tear  for  those  she  leaves  behind. 

Wtf  rra  from  the  heart  these  honest  numbers  flow» 
Which  honour,  trq^,  and  gratitude  bestow. 


EPITAPH 
ON  OBNERAL  WOLF. 

BarTON,  approach  with  awe  this  sacred  shrine. 

And  if  the  father *8  sacred  name  be  thine. 

If  thou  bast  mark'd  thy  stripling's  cheeks  to  glow 

When  war  was  mention'd,  or  the  Gallic  foe. 

If  sbinuig  arms  his  infant  sports  employ. 

And  warm  his  rage— here  bring  the  warlike  boy. 

Mere  let  him  stand,  whilst  thou  enrapt  shalt  tell 

How  fought  the  glorious  Wolf,  how  glorious  fell : 

Then,  when  thou  mark'st  his  bursting  ardours  rise^ 

And  all  the  warrior  flashing  in  his  eyes, 

Catch  his  young  hand,  and  while  he  lifts  it  here. 

By  Wolfs  great  soul  the  future  Wolf  shall  swear 

Eternal  hate  against  the  faithlejv  Gaul, 

Like  Wolf  to  conquer,  or  like  Wolf  to  fall. 

What  future  Hannibal's  shall  England  see 
Raib'd  and  inspired,  0  gallant  Wotf,  by  thee ! 


EPITAPH 

ON  MR.  MORTIMEB* 


O'er  Angelo's  proud  tomb  no  tear  was  shed ; 
Pleas'd  was  each  Muse,  for  full  his  honours  spread  s 
To  bear  his  genius  to  its  utmost  shore, 
The  length  of  human  days  could  give  no  ipore. 
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What  visiooB  rose  Impair  England*!  patriots  old, 
Mooarchs  of  proudest  (ame,  and  barons  bold. 
In  the  fir*d  moments  of  their  bravest  strife, 
Bnrating  beneath  thy  hand  again  to  life ! 
So  shone  thy  noon — when  one  dim  void  profonnd 
Rush'd  on,  and  shapelea  darkneM  closM  around. 
Alas !  while  ghosts  of  heroes  round  thy  tomb, 
Robb*d  of  their  hope,  bewail  the  artists'  doom. 
Thy  friend,  O  Mortimer,  in  grief  sincere, 
Pours  o*er  the  man  sad  memory's  silent  tiear^ 
And  in  the  ibnd  remembrance  of  thy  heart, 
Forgets  the  honoon  of  thy  wondh)us  art. 


TO  THl 

MEMORY  OF  COMMODORE  JOUNTTOKE. 


George  Johnstone  was  one  of  ib»  younger  sons  of 
sir  William  Johnstone,  bart  Duinfriesshire,  and 
early  devoted  himself  to  the  sea  service.  After 
passing  through  the  subordin^  stations,  be  was, 
on  the  6th  of  February,  1760,  appointed  master 
and  commander  I  and  on  the  11th  of  August, 
1768,  wds  advanced 'to  be  a  captain  in  his  ma- 
jesty's service.  On  the  peace,  which  soon  after 
auoceeded,  he  was  nominated  governor  of  West 
Florida,  wher^  he  resided  for  some  time.  Re* 
turning  to  England,  he  took  a  very  active  part 
in  the  affairs  of  the  East-India  Company,  parti- 
cularly in  opposition  to  lord  Clive.  in  1766  he 
iras  supposed  to  have  contributed  very  materi- 
ally to  a  pamphlet,  entitled,  A  Letter  to  the 
Proprietors  of  East^ India  Stock,  from  John  John- 
stone, esq.  late  one  of  the  Council  at  Calcutta, 
Bengal,  8vo.;  and  in  1771  he  is  known  to  have 
written  Thoughts  on  our  Acquisitions  in  the 
East  Indies,  particularly  respecting  Bengal, 
Svo.  In  1773  he  was  a  candidate  for  the  direc- 
torship, in  which  he  did  not  succeed.  He  was 
chosen  into  parliament,  through  the  interest  of 
fir  James  Lowther,  fbr  CockermOuth,  and  in  1774 
for  Appleby.  In  the  course  of  his  parliamentary 
duty,  he  threw  out  some  reflectioas  on  lord 
George  Germaine,  which  occasioned  a  duel  be- 
tween them  on  the  17th  of  December,  1770.  He 
afterwards  was  named  one  of  the  commissioners 
to  treat  with  America,  and  went  there,  but  with- 
out success.  In  1779  he  resumed  his  naval 
employment,  and  distinguished  himself  by  his 
bravery  and  conduct     He  died  May  24,  1787. 

When  Mr.  Mickle  had  composed  the  fbllowing 
poem,  he  sent  a  copy  of  it  to  lord  Rodney,  beg- 
ging his  lordship's  opinion  and  correction  of  the 
first  note,  to  which  he  received  the  fbllowing 
answer: 

"Mydearsir,     Albemarle-street,  May  16, 1788. 
«  Nothing  can  give  me  more  real  pleasure  than  the 


<  Your  note  rehtfv^  tb  tbe  intelligaice  Mbt  tte  m 
1761,  I  think  is  not  fUl  enougb.  Tbe  intrili- 
gence  was  of  that  cooseqnenoe,  that  wkhnot  it 
every  Spanish  province  in  t6e  West  ladiCi  had 
been  prepared,  as  I  did  not  receive  orders  fhm 
England  till  Martinique  was  taken,  and  I  bad 
sailed  to  attack  St  Domingo;  in  whicfa  ^umtrnj 
cruizen  had  Uken  every  Spanish  packet  that 
had  sailM  from  Spam  with  their  dedaration  of 
war.  And  the  very  day  I  received  Mr.  John- 
stone's di^Mtches,  f  sent  them  to  Jamaica,  de- 
siring the  governor  to  lay  an  embaign^  and  the 
admiral  to  seize  all  Spanish  ships ;  whicfa  was 
done  accordingly,  and  the  Spanish  gcn^nMun  to- 
tally ignorant  of  war,  till  sir  George  POcocke  and 
the  British  fleet  came  in  sight  some  months  alter 
off  the  Havannah.  Mr.  Johnstone,  therefore, 
may  be  properly  said  to  have  taken  the  Ha- 
vannah. 

'  With  infinite  pleasure  I  beg  yon  will  pot  ne 
down  as  a  snbscriber  to  yonr  works,  and  beg  yon 
will. do  me  the  honour  of  calling  upon  me  when 
yon  come  to  town.  I  am,  with  roU  tmth  and 
sincerity^ 

yonn,  Ju% 

ROOHBY.'* 


TrntoOGH  life's  tempestuous  ste  to  thee  *t  was  giv*n 
Thy  couDC  to  steer,  yet  still  preserved  by  Heav^i; 
As  childhood  clos'd  thy  ceaseless  toils  b^an. 
And  toils  and  dangers  ripen'd  thee  to  man : 
Tliy  country's  cause  thy  ardent  youth  inspired. 
Thy  ripen'd  years  thy  country's  dangers  firM; 
All  life  to  trace  the  councils  of  the  foe. 
All  zealous  life  to  ward  the  lifted  blow  ■• 

When  dubious  peace,  in  gilded  clouds  array^ 
Fair  o'er  Britannia  throw  her  painted  shade. 
Thy  active  mind  illiberal  ease  disdain'd  ; 
Forth  burst  the  senator  unaw'd,  unstain'd ! 
By  private  aim  unwarp'd  as  gen'rous  youth. 
Thy  ear  still  listening  to  the  voice  of  truth. 
That  sacred  pow'r  thy  bursting  warmth  controITdt 
And  bade  thee  at  her  side  be  only  bold. 
Nor  toiU  of  state  alone  thy  cares  employed ; 
The  Muses  in  thy  sunshine  glow'd  ai^  joy'd. 

When  filial  strife  unsheath'd  the  ruthless  brand. 
And  discord  rioted  on  Salem's  strand. 
Thy  hands  to  Salem's  strand  the  olive  bore, 

Alas !  deny*d and  lib*ral  peace  no  more 

Smil'd  on  the  crest  of  hopej  thy  country's  weal 
Again  to  action  wak'd  thy  patriot  zeal ; 
Old  Tagus  saw  the  British  red  cross  stream 
O'er  Gj^lia's  lilies  and  the  tawny  gleam 

■  The  commodore  was  remaikably  happy  in  pro- 
curing intelligence.  He  sent  the  flnt  notice  of  tbe 
Spanish  declaration  of  war  In  1761  to  admiral 
Rodney,  then  commanding  in  the  West  Indies,  in 
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Of  proud  Iberians  castles;  ^Igia  mouni'd 
Her  broken  faith»  and  AfHc*B  shores  returned  * 
Her  lisboan  groaos  for  British  friendship  spum'd. 

Again  life's  tempest  beaten  ocean  roar'd, 
And  round  thy  head  the  mists  of  faction  pour*d ; 
Dark  lower'd  the  storm;  but  ^ea▼en's  own  light 

rose  mild,  ' 

And  rescu'd  honour  on  thy  death-bed  smiPd  ^ 
Soft  shedding  peaceful  joy ;  the  blissful  sign. 
That  Heaven's  forgiveness  and  its  balm  were  thine. 
All  hail,  sooth'd  shade !  The  Muse  that  ownM 

thy  earc 
Hails  thee,  and  blesses  Heay'n  thatheard  her  pray^. 
For  ever  green  the  laurel  o'er  thy  tomb 
Shall  flourish,  ever  white  its  flow'ry  bloom ; 
And  gratitude,  oh  Johnstone,  round  thy  shrine. 
And  friendship,  heave  the  sigh,  and  thy  fair  wreath 

entwine ! 


AN  INSCRIPTION 
OM  AN  OBELISK  AT  LAJfCrORD,  IN  WILTS, 

tHB  SEAT  OF  TRS  BAIL  O?  aADHOR,  COMMIMORATIMO  THE 
UVFORTVNATB  FATB  OF  MK.  SBRVINTON,  WHO  WAS  FOR- 
MEaLY  IM  FaSSBSSION  OF  THAT  BSTATB. 

While  o'er  these  lawns  thine  eye  delighted  strays, 
Allow  a  pause  to  hear  the  tale  of  woe ; 
Here  stood  the  parent  helm  in  elder  days. 
Here  o'er  its  lord  slow  wav'd  the  wither*d  bough. 
While  pale  and  cold  his  famish*d  cheek  full  low, 
On  the  rude  turf  in  death's  last  swooning  lay. 

£v^  now  methinks  his  anguith'd  look  I  see, 

As  by  the  menials  taunted  from  the  door ; 
Fainting  he  wander'd — ^then  beneath  the  tree  [tore, 

Sunk  down — sweet  Heav'n,  what  pangs  his  bosom 
When  o'er  yon  lordly  dome,  bis  own  no  more. 

He  loU'd  his  djring  eyes. — ^Ah !  what  compare 
To  this  the  lessons  taught  of  sages  hoar } 

By  his^ad  revels,  by  the  gilded  snare. 
By  all  thy  hopes  of  joy,  oA,  fortuneU  childf  beware ! 


SACRESTO 

THE  HEIRS  OF  RADNOR  CASTLE. 

O  THOO,  whose  hopes  these  fair  domains  inspire, 
The  awfiil  lesson  here  bestow'd  attend, 

With  pensive  eve  here  let  thy  steps  retire. 
What  time  rapt  fiuicjr's  shadowy  forms  descend. 

Hark!  from  yon  hall  as  headlong  waste  purveys. 

What  Bacchanalian  revels  loud  resound. 
With  festive  fires  the  midnight  windows  blaze, 

*_j  ^ «J  t. ii i_  u: :.«j 3 


By  the  base  menials  taunted  from  the  door. 
With  anguith'd  heart  resistless  of  his  woe, 

Forlorn  he  ttmys  those  lawns,  his  own  no  more^ 
Unknowing  where, on  trembling  knees  and  slows 

Till  here,  beneath  an  aged  elm's  bleak  sha4e. 
Faulting  he  sinks — Ah !  let  thy  mind  descry. 

On  the  cold  turf,  htm  low  his  humbled  head. 
On  yon  fair  dome  how  fix'd  his  ghakly  eye. 

By  his  mad  revels,  by  his  last  heart-sigh, 
Oh,  thou,  of  these  proud  tow'rs  the  promis'd  heir. 

By  ev'ry  manly  virtue's  holy  tie,  [sBWAai  I 

By  honour's  fairest  bloom,  oh,  forhau't  cktld. 


ODES. 

ODE  L 
^    KNOWLE0GB. 
S.  ANN.  JBt.  AVCTOa  18« 

Ducit  in  enrorem  variorum  ambage  viarum. 

Ovid. 

High  on  a  hill's  green  bosom  laid. 
At  ease,  my  careless  fency  stray'd, 

And  o'er  the  landscape  ran: 
Reviv'd,  what  scenes  the  seasons  show ; 
And  weigh'd,  what  share  of  joy  or  woe 

Is  doom'd  to  toiling  man. 

The  nibbling  flocks  around  me  bleat ; 
The  oxen  low  beneath  my  feet, 

Along  the  clover'd  dale ; 
The  golden  sheaves  the  reapers  bind. 
The  ploughman  whiles  near  behind. 

And  breaks  the  new-mown  vale. 

"  Hail,  Knowledge,  gift  of  Heaven !"  I  cried^ 
'*  Ev'n  all  the  gifts  of  Heaven  beside, 

Compar'd  to  th^  how  low ! 
The  blessings  of  the  Earth  and  air 
The  beasts  of  fold  and  forest  share. 

But  godlike  beings  know, 

**  How  mean  the  short-liv'd  joys  of  sense  ; 
But  how  sublime  the  excellence 

Of  wisdom's  sacred  lore ! 
In  Death's  deep  shades  whfit  nations  lie. 
Yet  still  can  wisdom's  piercing  eye 

Their  mijchty  deeds  explore. 
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*'  How  iQAttte  takes  ihn  thousand  fomm 
Of  metals,  plants,  of  men  and  worms. 

She  joys  to  trace  with  BoyJe. 
This  life  she  deems  an  infant  state, 
A  gleam,  that  bodes  a  life  complete, 

Beyeod  this  mortal  toil* 

«  What  numerous  ills  in  life  befall ! 
Yet  wisdom  learns  to  scorn  them  all, 

And  arms  the  breast  with  steel : 
Er'n  Death's  pale  face  no  horrour  weani 
Bui  ah !  what  horrid  pangs  and  fears 

Unknowing  wretches  feel ! 

**  That  breast  excels  proud  Ophir's  mines^ 
And  fairer  than  the  morning  shines, 

Where  wisdom's  treasures  glow : 
But  ah  !  how  Toid  yon  pei^sant*s  mind, 
IliH  thoughts  how  darkenM  and  O0Dfin*d^ 

Nor  cares  he  more  to  know. 

^  The  last  two  tenants  of  the' ground. 
Of  ancient  times  his  history  hwuad  ; 

Alas !  it  scarce  goes  higher : 
In  vzxn  to  him  is  idaro's  strain. 
And  Shakspeare's  magic  powers  in  vain  > 

In  Tain  is  Milton*^  fire. 

**  Nor  San  by  day,  nor  stars  by  night. 
Can  give  his  tool  the  grand  delight 

To  trace  Almighty  pow'r: 
His  team  thinks  just  at  much  as  he 
Of  nature's  yast  Tariety, 

In  animal  and  flower." 

As  thus  T  sung,  a  solemn  sound 
Accosts  mine  ear ;  I  kx>k'd  aibond. 

And,  lo  1  an  ancient  sage 
Hard  by  an  ivy'd  oak  st^  near. 
That  fencM  the  canre,  where  many  a  year 

Had  been  hit  hermitage. 

His  mantle  grey  flowM  loose  behind, 
Hb  snowy  beanl  waT*d  to  the  wind. 

And  added  solemn  grace ; 
His  broad  bald  fhwt  gave  dignity. 
Attention  mark'd  his  lively  eye. 

And  peace  smifd  in  his  fisce. 

He  beckonM  with  his  wrinkl'd  hand  ; 
My  ear  was  all  at  his  command. 

And  thus  the  sage  began : 
*'  Godlike  it  b  to  know,  I  own ; 
But,  oh  !  how  little  can  be  known 

By  poor  short-sighted  man. 

**  Go,  mark  the  schook  where  letter'd  pride. 
And  star-crown'd  science  boastful  guide, 
Display  their  fairest  light ; 


**  Hark !  Bolingbroke  hb  Go^  arraigns ; 
Hobbes  smiles  on  vice;  Descartes  maintaint 

A  godless  passive  canse : 
Sec  Bayle,  oft  slily  shifting  round. 
Would  fondly  fix  on  sceptic  ground. 

And  change,  O  Truth,  thy  laws. 

*'  And  what  the  joy  tbb  lore  bestows  ? 
Alas !  no*  joy,  no  bop^  it  knows 

Above  what  bestials  claim : 
To  quench  our  noblest  native  fire^ 
That  bids  to  nobler  worlds  aspire. 

Is  all  its  hope,  its  aim. 

'*  Not  Afric's  wilds,  nor  Babel's  waste. 
Where  ignorance  her  tents  hath  plac'd,- 

More  dismal  scenes  display : 
A  scene  where  virtue  sickening  dies. 
Where  vice  to  dark  extinction  flies. 

And  spurns  the  fature  day. 

"  Wisdam,  you  boast,  to  3rou  b  git'n ; 
At  night  then  mark  the  flres  of  Heav*n, 

And  let  thy  mind  explore ; 
Swift  as  the  lightning  let  it  fly 
From  star  to  star,  from  sky  to  sky. 

Still,  still  are  miUioas  more. 

**  Th'  immense  ideas  strike  the  soul 
With  pleasiiljg  borrouf,  and  control 

Thy  wisdom's  empty  boast: 
What  are  they  ? — ^Thou  canst  never  say  i 
Then  silent  adoration  |Miy, 

And  be  in  wonder  kist. 

**  Say  how  the  self-same  roots  produce 
The  wholesome  food  and  pois'noat  juiee; 

And  adders,  balsams  yield  ? 
How  fierce  the  lurking  tiger  glares. 
How  mild  the  heifer  with  tliee  sharet 

The  labours  of  the  field  ?  ^ 

"  Why,  growling  to  hb  den,  retires 
The  sullen  pard,  while  joy  inspires 

Yon  happy  sportive  lambs  ? 
Now  scattered  o*er  the  h)ll  they  stray; 
Now  weiary  of  their  gamblmg  play. 

All  single  out  their  dams. 

**  Instinct  directs— But  what  b  jthat  ? 
Fond  man,  thou  never  canst  say  what: 

Oh,  short  thy  searches  fall  1 
By  stumblmg  chance,  and  slow  degrees. 
The  useful  arts  of  men  increase^ 

But  thb  at  once  b  alt 

"  A  trunk  first  floats  along  the  deep. 
Long  ages  still  improve  the  ship. 
Till  she  commands  tbajdnoi^  .    -^ 
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**  For  Btin  the  more  them  knowest,  the  more 
Shalt  thou  the  vmnity  deplore 

Of  all  thy  sonl  cau  find. 
Thii  life  a  lickly  woeful  dream* 
A  burial  of  the  tool  will  seem, 

*<  A  palsy  of  the  mind. 

^  Though  knofwledge  icoms  the  peasant's  fear, 
Alas!  it  points  the  secret  spear 

Of  many  a  nameless  woe. 
Thy  delicacy  dips  the  dart 
In  rpnkling  gall,  and  gives  a  smart 

Beyond  what  he  can  know. 

'*  How  happy  then  the  simple  mind 
Of  yon  undcnown  and  labouring  hind. 

Where  all  i*  smiling  peace ! 
.  No  thoughts  of  more  eaulted  joy 
Hu  present  bliss  one  hour  destroy. 

Nor  rob  one  moment's  ease. 

"  The  stmgs  neglected  merit  feels. 
The  pangs  the  virtuous  man  conceals, 

When  crushed  by  wayward  fote; 
These  are  not  fbun^  beneath  his  roof. 
Against  them  all  securely  proof, 

Heav*n  guards  his  humble  state. 

"  Knowledge  or  wealth  to  lew  are  giren, 
But  mark  how  just  the  ways  of  Heaven  ^ 

True  joy  to  all  i^  free : 
Nor  weaJtb,  nor  knowledge,  grant  the  boon  \ 
T  is  thine,  O  conscience,  Uune  alone. 

It  «U  belongs  to  thee. 

"  Bless'd  in  thy  smiles  the  shepherd  lives ; 
Gay  is  his  mom ;  his  evening  gives 

Content  and  sweet  repose : 
Without  them — ever,  ever  cloy'd, 
To  sage  or  chief,  one  weary  void 

Is  all  that  life  bestows. 

''  Then  wonld'st  thou,  mortal,  rise  divine. 
Let  innocence  of  soul  be  thine. 

With  active  goodness  joih'd : 
My  heart  shall  then  confess  thee  blessed. 
And,  eyer  lively,  joyful  taste 

The  pleasures  of  the  mind, " 

So  spake  the  sage my  heart  reply'dy 

"  How  pool*,  how  blind,  is  human  pride ; 

All  joy  how  false  and  vain; 
But  that  from  conscious  worth  which  flow^ 
Which  gives  the  death-bed  sweet  repose, 

And  hopes  an  after  rdgn  !*' 


T  was  thus  the  hoary  Cadwell  raised  the  strain  ; 
Cadwell,  the  master  of  the  lyric  band, 
The  sacred  bards,  who  join'd  the  druid's  ti^n. 
When  solemn  fepjts  their  hallowed  rites  demand. 

*'  Awake,  my  sons  !*'  he  cried,  and  struck  hjs  lyre : 
Wh^,  swellmg  down  old  Snowdon's  dde, 
A  thoTisand  harps«the  note  reply'd : 
And  soon  a  thousand  whit6-rob*d  bards 

Bfarch'd  round  their  hoary  sire. 
The  birds  of  song  in^very  grove 
Awoke,  and  rais'd  the  strain  of  love  ; 
The  lark  sprung  joyous  from  his  grassy  nest. 
And,  fluttering  round,  their  pow'n  coofess'dy 
And  join'd  the  tuneful  choir. 

And  now  the  mutterM  spell 
Groan'd  solemn  to  the  sky  : 
And  soon  the  dark  dispersing  shades 
And  night's  foul  demons  with  the  twilight  fly : 
And  soon  the  bleating  race  the  fold  forsook. 
And  o'er  the  thyme-clad  mountain  hoar  with  ^pw. 
And  o'er  the  willow-shaded  brook. 
The  floating  mists  withdrew. 

When  hastening  to  the  sacred  grove, 
With  white  and  purple  blossoms  crown'd. 
Their  mystic  staves  with  wreaths  of  oak  enwove. 
The  choral  bands  their  sovereign  chief  surroond. 

T  vfttt  thus  while  yet  Mooasses  liv'd. 

While  hoary  Cadwell  yet  surviv*d. 
Their  solemn  feasts  the  blamdeas  drulds  held  t 

Ere  human  blood  their  shrines-distain'd. 

Ere  Hell-taught  rites  their  lore  profiuu'd, 
T'was  thus  o*er  Snowdon's  brow  their  sacred  a»> 
thems  swell'd. 

Their  chief^  Monaeses,  marchM  before  f 
Monaeses,  sprung  from  Heber's  line. 
Who,  le^ng  Vidian's  fertile  shore. 

When  scepter^d  Bel  us  chajleng'd  rites  divine. 

When  tyranny  his  native  fields  defsc'd. 
Far  to  the  peaceful  west 

His  kindred  led Phoenicia  spread  the  sail. 

Till  where  the  groves  of  Albion  rise. 
Where  Snowdon's  front  ascends  the  skies. 

He  bade  his  mates  their  happy  i 


ODE  XL 

MAY-DAY  ;  OR,  THB  DRUIOICAL  FESTIVAL. 

**  AwATi,  my  sons,  the  milky  dawn 
Steals  SOftlV  Kleaminflr  o'er  the  t^ifk£tm  lawn  • 


And  now  the  sacred  mom  appears. 
That  through  the  depth  of  rolling  years 

To  celebrate  creation  claims  the  lay  ; 

The  mom  that  gave  the  Heavens  their  birth. 
That  saw  the  green,  the  beauteous  Earth, 

All  bloomnig  rise  beneath  the  smiled  of  Ma)r* 

'<  Then  loud  the  halloWd  anthem  raise. 

And  bid  the  mountain-summits  blaze" 

The  hallowed  song  the  bards  and  dniids  raised. 
Glad  Echo  caught  the  sound. 
And  .on  the  mountain-tope  far  roond. 
The  sacred  altars  hlaz'd '. 
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,  **  And  liaily  oofpiciout  morn } 
Still  mfLj  the  lively  puUe  of  joy 

Confess  tby  glad  return ; 
Still  may  the  barp  aad  song  eaxjplhf 
The  sacred  hoar  when  first  thy  trembling  be^mf 
The  nodding  groves  and  purling  st^eaois, 
And  sliady  grots  adorns" 

T  was  thus  the  hoary  druids  rais'd  the  song^ 
While  by  tlie  sacred  hill  and  grove, 
Where  misletoe  the  oaks  enwove. 

All  clad  in  snowy  white,  august,  they  march*d  along. 

The  fawns  eame  trooping  o'er  the  furrow'd  land. 
On  Snowdon's  cltflb  the  kids  attentive  stand. 
While  to  Creation's  mom,  the  opening  May, 
The  master  druid  thus  resumed  the  hiy : 

"  Awake,  ye  gales,  your  fragrance  shed| 

Ye  mountain  cedars,  bend  the  headj 
Ye  clouds  of  incense,  from  Arabia-rise  | 

Balmy,  as  after  vernal  rains, 
Display,  fair  East,  tby  beauteous  plains, 
As  one  great  altar  fuming  to  the  skies ! 

"T  is  Nature's  birth  demands  the  lay. 
Ye  wtetem  isles,  the  grateful  tribute  pay ; 

Ye  flocks,  that  clothe  with  fli>ecy  white 

The  steep  ascending  mountain's  height. 
Or  round  the  hamlet  bleat  along  the  lei^ 

Your  voices  raise ; — ye  heifers,  low> 

And  firom  the  forzy  dells  below. 
Ye  fidHng  ri^lets,  swell  the  harmony ! 

*'  Retain,  ye  faiUs,  the  solemn  sound. 

Till  Echo  tbrougfa  her  fiiiry  round 
Repeat  iC  te  the  sileat  listening  vale ; 

Rais^  raise,  ye  bards,  the  melody, 
,  Wide  spread  the  haods,  low  bend  the  knee. 
And  on  Oreaitioii's  morn  the  great  Creator  hail !" 

^  Attend,**  they  sung,  "  ye  aerial  bands^ 
O  from  the  blood-polluted  East, 
Hitheri  ye  guardian  spirits,  haste ! 
Here  each  flow'r  of  fhtgrant  smell. 
Each  plant  that  aids  the  druid's  spell 
Your  fostering  care  demands. 

"  For  yon  the  blonom'd  boughs  embow'r 

The  cr^gy  glittering  steep. 

Along  whose  rifts  the  cowslips  creeps 

And  dashing  fbontains  pour : 
For  you  the  sweet-briar  clothes  the  bank. 
For  3^0,  along  the  bordering  mead,   . 
The  white  and  yellow  flow'rs  that  love  the  da^k. 

Their  wat'ry  carpets  spread. 
O  come,  propitious,  and  our  rites  befriend. 
Till  o'er  the  nodding  tow'rs  the  silent  night  descend ! 


«  Wave,  my  tons,  the  nOsletoe; 

Wave  the  sacred  bnmch  on  high : 
Round  our  steps  the  spring-flow*rs  strew. 
Flowers  of  bright  a|id  cheerful  dyie, 

Symbols  of  untainted  youth, 

0£  glowing  love  and  holy  tmtb, 

**  Strew,  my  sons,  the  mystic  grove." 
He  spake — and  instant  round  they  spread 

Chaplets,  where  the  yellow  hue 
Was  mixM  with  flow'rs  of  lively  blue. 
Where  snow-white  lilies  with  the  blossoms  red. 
The  apple  boughs  enwove. 

"  All  bail,'  ye  venerable  shades !" 
Thus  rose  the  hallowM  strain. 
Ye  cloudy  steeps,  and  winding  glades^ 
All  hail  !  and  by  your  silver  rilb. 
Your  rosy  dells,  and  thjrmy  hiUs, 
Shall  last^no  feibdom  ibion." 


ODE  m. 

TICISSITUIMI^ 

—Rapt  in  thought,  that  bids  thee  rise 

In  all  thy  forms  before  mine  eyes, 

I  glow  with  joy  to  see  thee  come 

In  rosy  liealth  and  youthful  bloom : 
And  now,  cold  horrour  trembles  o*cr  my  sool. 

When  thou  in  blank  uncertainty  array'd. 

With  iron-hearted  deaf  control 
Throw'M  all  around  thy  awful,  dubions  shade. 

Oh,  give  my  song,  mrsterious  powY, 
The  joys  and  terrours  of  thy  sway  to  tell. 
Thy  sway  o'er  universal  nature  spread. 
The  sweetest  hope  of  man,  and  darkest  dread  ! 
Behold,  where  shivering  in  the  rattling  hail. 

While  drizzling  black  clouds  o'er  him  lower^ 
Bent  o'er  his  staff,  with  livid  visage  fell. 
Dull  Winter  sta3rs  his  creeping  step  to  pause. 

And  wishful  turns  his  icy  eyes 
On  April's  meads.    Beckoning  on  flow'ry  May, 
With  gentle  shadowy  hand  thou  mov'st  away 
The  lingering  churi.    Swift  o'er  the  primrose  dstle 
The  new-wak*d  bee  his  homing  labour  pUes  ^ 

And  sudden  from  each  budding  grare. 

Incense  to  Heav'n,  the  songs  of  love 
Attest  rfgoicing  Nature's  glad  applause. 

Glistening  with  dew  the  green^iaiVd  %yring 
Walks  through  the  woods,  and  smiling  in  her  tniB, 
Youth  flutters  gay  on  cherub  whig. 
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With  hoary-bearded  cheek  and  front  severe. 
Of  angry  fretful  scowl,  from  forest  wild. 
Now  rbenm-ey'd  Winter  hastens  to  the  plain ; 
The  hollow  blast  low  groaning  in  his  ear : 
Hound  his  bald  head  the  brown  leaves  drift  amain; 
And  sooQ  his  sqowy  mantle  wide  he  throws  , 
Cer  vale  and  hill,  and  isicles  he  weeps. 
The  Sun  withdraws  his  golden  rays, 
And  short  his  cold  diurnal  visit  pays 
With  faint  and  silvery  beam. 
As  listless  to  disturb  the  deep  repose. 
While  languid  nature  sleeps. 
Anon  to  social  mirth  begniFd, 

Safe  from  the  tempest  breme 
That  howls  without,  and  beating  Tain> 
The  tsnrant  bids  the  Ariendly  hearth  to  blaze  5 
And  with  the  feats  of  fbrmer  days, 
Of  battles  dread,  and  heroes  slain. 
And  valiant  deeds  of  many  a  knight. 
And  loves  of  ladies  passing  bright. 
The  long-contented  evening  sweet  he  cheers  ; 
While  fit>m  his  day-sport  on  the  ice-bound  stream, 
Weary  retaru'd,  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Unrazor'd  yootk  the  various  legend  hears.  * 

These  are  thy  grateful  changes,  mighty  power. 
Vicissitude !  But  far  more  grateful  still 
When  now  from  nature's  frozen  sleep  profound, 
Invigour'd  vegetation  wakes, 
And  Spring  with  primrose  garland  crown'd. 
The  seeds  of  plenty  o'er  the  Aiming  ground^ 
From  her  green  mantle  shakes. 
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HSJIGI8T  AMD  MBT. 

HsM  wiaus  e«e  nilii]. 

Ik  ancient  dvyn  when  Arthur  ragn'd, 

Sir  Elmer  had  no  peer ; 
And  no  young  knight  in  all  the  laqd 

The  ladies  lov'd  so  dear. 

His  sister  Mey,  ^e  fkirest  maid 

Of  all  the  virgin  tia«. 
Won  every  heart  at  Arthpr's  court; 

But  all  their  love  was  vain. 

In  vain  they  lov'd,  m  vaia  they  vow'd. 
Her  heart  they  could  not  move ; 

Yet  at  the  ev'ning  hour  of  prayer 
Her  mind  was  lost  in  love. 


'*  But  once,  alas  1  and  never  mor^ 

His  lovely  form  I  spied ; 
One  evening  by  the  sounding  shore. 

All  by  the  green  wood  side. 

"  His  eyes  to  mine  the  love  confessed. 

That  glow'd  with  mildest  grace; 
His  courtly  mien  and  purple  vest 

Bespoke  his  princely  race. 

"  But  when  he  heard  my  brother's  hor% 

Fast  to  his  ships  he  fled ; 
Yet  while  T  sleep,  his  graceful  form 

Still  hovers  it>und  my  bed. 

*'  Sometimes,  all  chid  in  armour  bri[|h|^ 

He  shakes  a  warlike  lance; 
And  now,  in  oourtly  garments  dight. 

He  l^ds  the  sprightly  danc^ 

**  His  hair,  as  Uack  as  raven's  wing; 

*'  His  skin~as  Qiristmas  snow  ; 
His  cheeks  putvie  the  blush  of  mon^ 

'*  His  lips  like  rose-buds  glow. 

"  His  limbs,  his  arms,  his  st«tuie,  «hap*d 

By  Nature's  finest  hand ; 
His  sparkling  eyes  declare  him  bom 

To  love,  and  tq  command." 

The  live-long  year  fair  Mey  bemoan'4 

Her  hopeless  pining  love : 
But  when  the  balmy  spring  retiini*d» 

And  summer  dothM  the  grove; 

All  round  by  pleasant  Humbert  aid* 

The  Saxon  banners  flew. 
And  to  sir  Elmer's  castle  gates 

The  spear-men  came  in  view. 

Fair  blush'd  tba  mom,  when  Ifey  looked  ^Iflr 

The  castle  walls  so  sheen ; 
And  lo !  the  warlike  Savoo  yo«th  / ' 

Were  sporting  on  the  green. 

There  Hengist,  Offa'li  eldest  soiv 

Lean'd  00  his  bumish'd  lanee^ 
And  all  the  armed  youth  around 

Obejr'd  his  manly  gla 


His  locks,  as  black  as  raven%  wing^ 
Adown  his  shouldefs  iaw'd; 

His  cheeks  ootvy'd  the  blush  of  mon^ 
His  lips  like  rose-buds  glow^ 

And  soon  the  lovely  fom  of  lley 
Has  caught  his  pieraing  ey«s : 

He  gives  the  sign,  tha  baads  v 
While  big  with  love  ba  sigh 
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Bene^tb  the  timorous  virgip  blush, 
With  love's  soft  ^amith  she  glows; 

So  bbubiug  through  the  dews  or  mom, 
j^>p^an  the  opening  rose. 


T  was  n^w  the  h<|Dr  of  morning  pray'r, 
s  When  men  their  sins  bewail, 

>    And  Elmer  heard  king  Arthur's  horn, 
Shrill  sounding  through  the  dale* 

The  pearly  tears,  from  Mejr's  bright  eyes^ 

Like  April  dew-drops  fell. 
When  with  a  parting  dear  embrace 

Her  brother  bade  farewelL 

The  cross  witb  sparkling  diamonds  bright. 
That  veil'd  her  snowy  breast. 

With  prayers  to  Heay*n,  her  lily  bands 
Have  fix'd  on  Elmer's  vest 

Now,  with  five  hundred  bowmen  tma^ 
He  's  march'd  across  thje- plain  ^ 

Till  with  his  gallant  yeomandrie 
He  joiu'd  king  Arthur's  train. 

Full  forty  thousand  Saxon  spears 
Came  glitt'ring  down  the  bill. 

And  with  their  shouts,  and  clang  of  arms, 
Tbe  distant  ynWejt  fiU. 

Old  Ofia,  dress'd  in  Odin's  gaii>, 

Assnm'd  the  hoary  god ; 
And  Hengist,  like  tiie  wariike  Thpr, 

Before  the  horsemen  rode. 

With  dreadful  rage  tiie  combat  bums. 

The  captains  shout  amain  $ 
And  Elmer's  tall  victorious  q>ear 

Far  glances  o*er  the  plain. 

To  stop  its  ooune  3roung  Hengist  flew 
like  lightning  o'er  the  field; 

And  soon  his  eyes  the  well-known  cross 
On  Elmer's  vest  beheld. 

I       The  sligbted  lover  swell'd  his  breast. 
His  eyes  shot  living  fire ; 
And  all  his  martial  heat  bcdfore, 
To  this,  was  mild  desire. 

On  his  imagin'd  rival^s  front 

With  whiriwind  speed  he  press'd. 

And  glancing  to  the  Sun,  his  swor4 
Besounds  on  Elmer's  crest 

Th«  fine  sravA  wnv.  thA  nrtncelv  imoth 
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Brave  Hengist's  fall  the  Saxow  taw. 

And  all  in  terrour  fled ; 
The  bowmen  to  his  castle  gates        _ 

The  brave  sir  Elmer  led. 

"  O  wash  my  wounds,  my  sister  dear;  - 

O  pull  this  Saxon  dart. 
That  whizzing  from  young  Hengist's  aroi 

Has  almost  pierc'd  my  heart  ^ 

*'  Yet  in  my  hall  his  vest  shall  hang. 

And  Britons  yet  unbom 
Shall  with  the  trophies  of  to  day 

Their  solemn  feasts  adom.^* 

All  trembling,  Mey  beheld  the  vest, 

«*  Oh,  Merlin  I"  loud  she  cried, 
"  Thy  words  sure  trae-7>my  slaugbf^rM  love 

Shall  have  a  breathless  bride ! 


"  Oh,  Elmer,  Elmer,  boast  no 
Thai  low  my  Hengist  lies ! 

0  Hengist,  crael  was  thine  arm ! 
My  brother  bleeds  and  <iies!*' 

She  spake — ^the  roses  left  her  chedc)^ 
And  l^fe*s  warm  spirits  fled : 

So^  nipt  by  winter's  withering  blasts^ 
The  snowdrop  bows  the  head. 

Yet  parting  life  one  struggle  gave. 

She  lifts  her  languid  eyes ; 
^  Retum,  my  Hengist !  oh,  return. 

My  slaugfater'd  love!*'  she  cries. 

**  Oh — still  he  Gves — be  smiles  again. 
With  all  his  grace  he  moves ; 

1  come— I  come  where  bow  iior  spear 

Shall  more  disturb  our  loves.'' 

She  spake— she  died.    The  Saxoo  dart 
Was  drawn  from  Elm«r%  side. 

And  thrice  he  call'd  his  sister  Mey, 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  died. 

Where  in  the  dale,  a  mots-grown  cross 

O^ershades  an  aged  thorn. 
Sir  Elmer's  and  young  Hengisfis  corse 

Were  by  the  spear-meii  home. 

And  there,  all  clad  in  robes  of  white. 
With  many  a  sigh  and  tear. 

The  village  maids  to  Hengist%  grava 
Did  Mey's  ^  body  b^. 
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Edvin's  waHike  bora  resoanded 

Through  the  winding  dal€S  below. 
And  the  echoing  hills  rebounded 

Tlie  defiance  of  the  foe; 
•  f 
0*er  the  downs  like  torrents  pouring 

Edwin's  horsemen  nish'd  along, 
From  the  hills  like  tempests  low*ring 

Slowly  march*d  stem  Edgar^  throng. 

Spear  to  spear  was  now  portended. 
And  the  yew  bows  half  were  drawn. 

When  the  female  scream  ascended, 
SbrilUng  o*er  the  crowded  lawn. 

While  her  virgins  round  her  weeping 
WaT'd  aloft  their  snowy  hands. 

From  the  wood  queen  Emma,  shrieking. 
Ran  between  the  dreadful  baiid& 

**  Oh,  my  sons,  what  rage  infernal 
Bids  you  grasp  th'  unhallow'd  sfiear  ? 

^Heaven  detests  the  war  fraternal ; 
Oh,  the  impious  strife  forbear ! 

*<  Ah,  how  mild  and  sweetly  tender 
Flow*d  your  peaceful  early  days ! 

Each  was  then  of  each  defSender, 
Each  of  each  the  pride  and  praise* 

**  O  my  first-born  Edwin,  soften. 
Nor  invade  thy  brother's  right ; 

O  my  Edgar,  think  how  often 
Edwin  dar'd  for  thee  the  fight 

'*  Edgar,  shall  th^  impious  fury 
Dare  thy  guardian  to  the  field  ? 

Oh,  my  sons,  let  peace  allure  ye; 
T^  stern  claims,  O  Edwin,  yield. 

**  Ha  I  what  sight  of  horrour  waTing, 
Sullen  Edgar,  clouds  thy  rear  ? 

Bring'st  thou  Denmark's  banners  braving 
Thy  insulted  brother's  qpear? 

**  Ah !  bethink  how  through  thy  regions 
Midnight  horrour  fearful  howl*d. 

When,  like  wolves,  the  Danish  legions 
Through  thy  trembling  forest  prowPd; 

*'  When,  unable  of  resistance, 

Denmark's  lance  thy  bosom  gor'd^— • 
And  shall  Edwin's  brave  assistance 

Be  repaid  with  Denmark's  sword  ? 

«<  With  that  swofd  sbalt  thou  assaU  him 
From  whose  point  he  set  thee  free. 

While  his  warlike  sinews  fkil  him. 
Weak  with  loss  of  blood  for  thee? 

**  Oh,  my  Edwin,  timely  hearken,   *" 
And  thy  stern  resolves  forbear  1 

Shall  revenge  thy  councils  darken. 
Oh,  my  Edgar,  drop  the  spear ! 

"  Wisdom  tells  and  Justice  offers 
How  each  wound  may  yet  be  balm'di 

O,  revere  these  holy  profilers; 
Le^  the  storms  of  Hell  be  oalm'd* 
VOL.  XVIL 


"  Oh,  my  sons!"— But  all  her  sorrows 

Fir*d  their  impious  rage  the  more: 
From  the  bow-strings  sprung  the  arrows; 

Soon  the  valleys  reek'd  with  gore. 

Shrieking  wild,  with  horrour  shiv'ring. 
Fled  the  queen,  all  stain'd  with  blood. 

In  her  purple  bosom  quiv'ring. 
Deep  a  feather'd  arrow  stood. 

Up  the  mountain,  she  ascended. 

Fierce  as  mounts  the  flame  in  air; 
And  her  hands,  to  Heav*n  extended, 
N  Scattered  her  uprooted  hair : 

'<  Ah,  my  sons !  how  impious  cover'd 
With  each  other's  blood,"  she  cried : 

While  the  eagles  round  her  hover'd. 
And  wild  scre4m  for  scream  replied— 

'<  From  that  blood  around  you  steaming, 
Turn,  my  sons,  your  vengeful  e^^es ; 

See  what  honours  o'er  you  streaming. 
Muster  round  th'  oficrnded  skies. 

**  See  what  buraing  spears  portended, 
Couch'd  by  fire-ey'd  spectres  glare. 

Circling  round  you  both,  suspended 
On  the  trembling  threads  of  air ! 

"  O'er  you  both  Heav'n's  lightning  vollies. 
Withered  is  your  strength,  ev'n  now; 

Idly  weeping  o'er  your  follies. 
Soon  your  heads  shall  lowly  bow. 

*'  Soon  the  Dane,  the  Scot,  and  Norman, 

0*er  your  dales  shall  havoc  pour, 
Ev'ry  hold  and  city  storming, 

Ev'ry  herd  and  field  devour. 

**  Ha  !  what  signal  new  arising 

Through  the  dreadfiil  group  prevails  ? 
>T  is  the  hand  of  Justice  poising 
*  High  aloft  th'  eternal  scales. 

*<  Loaded  with  thy  base  alliance. 

Rage  and  rancour  all  extreme. 
Faith  and  honour's  foul  defiance. 

Thine,  O  Edgar,  kicks  the  beam ! 

**  Opening  mild  and  blue,  reversmg 

O'er  thy  brother's  wasted  hills. 
See  the  murky  clouds  dispersing, 

And  the  fertile  shower  distils. 

"  But  o'er  thy  devoted  valleys 

Blacker  spreads  the  angry  sky ; 
Through  the  gloom  pale  lightning  sallies^ 

Distant  thunders  groan  and  die. 

"  O'er  thy  proudesi  castles  waving. 

Fed  by  Hell  and  magic  power, 
Denmark  towers  oo  high  her  raven, 

Hatch'd  in  freedom's  mortal  hoar. 

«  '  Cursed  be  the  day  detttted. 
Cursed  be  thefrsiud  profound. 
When  oo  Denmark's  spear  we  rested,' 
Through  thy  streets  thall  load  lesouod. 
M  m  T 
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^  To  thy  brother  sad  implorio^, 
Now  I  see  thee  turn  thme  eyet — 

Ha,  in  settled  darkness  low'rmg. 
Now  no  more  the  visions  rise ! 

"  But  thy  rancorous  soul  descending 
To  thy  suns  from  age  to  age, 

Province  then  from  province  rending. 
War  on  war  shall  bleed  and  rage. 

"  This  thy  freedom  proudly  boasted, 
Hapless  Edgar,"  loud  she  cried — 

With  her  wounds  and  woes  exhausted, 
Down  on  earth  she  sunk  and  died. 


MICKI^^  POEMS. 

Aghast  she  staod!  atliwmit  tlie  aar 
The  dumal  sc«aeoh-«wl  flew  ; 

The  fillet  round  her  aoburn  hair 
Asunder  burst  in  two. 

Her  robe,  of  soflcst  y«li«r,  gViw'd 
Beneath  the  Moo^s  pala  bean  ; 

And  o'er  the  groand,  with  y««-bon^  itnw^ 
£ffus*d  a  goldca  gkasu 


'       BALLAD  HL 

THE  SORCERESS; 
OR,   WOLPWOLD  AND  VLLA  '• 

•    Prisca  fides.— Virg. 

'*  Oh,  low  he  lies  !  his  cold  pale  cheek 

Lies  lifeless  on  the  clay ; 
Yet  struggling  hope — O  day-spring  break. 

And  lead  me  on  my  way. 

**  On  Denmark's  cruel  bands,  O  Heav'nl 
Thy  red-wing'd  vengeance  pour ; 

Before  my  Wolfwold's  spear  be  driven — 
O  rise,  bright  morning  hour  !** 

Thus  Ulla  wail'd,  the  fairest  maid 
Of  all  the  Saxon  race ; 
/    Thus  Ulla  waird,  in  nightly  shade, 
While  tears  bedew^d  her  fhce. 

When  sudden,  o*er  the  fir«cio«n'd  hill. 

The  full  orWd  A|oou  arose; 
And  oVr  the  winding  dale  so  s|ill. 

Her  silver  radiance  flows. 


d. 


No  more  could  UUa's  finucfak 
Her  anxious  care  delay ; 

But  deep  with  hope  and  fear  i 
She  holds  th6  moonskina  isaf  1 


She  left  the  bower,  and  att  alone 

She  trac'd  the  dale  so  still ; 
And  sought  the  cave  with  rue  o'ergrown. 

Beneath  the  fir-crown*d  hilL 

Black  knares  of  blasted  oak,  embound 
With  hemloc,  fenced  the  cell : 

The  dreary  mouth,  half  under  gcoundj 
Yawn'd  like  the  gate  of  HeH. 

Soon  as  the  gloomy  den  she  apy'd. 

Cold  horrour  shook  her  knee^ 
**  And  hear.  O -DroDhetesg.**  she  ont*A, 


The  golden  gleaa  tka  soiccfms  wpf^d. 

As  in  her  deepest  oeB, 
At  midnight's  magic  hoar  sba  try'd 

A  tomb-o*erpow'rin§  wptAL 

When,  from  the  cavern**  dnary  wwnK 

Her  groaning  voice  arose, 
**  O  come,  my  daughter,  feariess,  corne^ 

And  feariess  tell  thy  woes." 

As  shakes  the  boogfa  of  trembling  las^ 
When  whirhrieds  sudden  rise ; 

As  stands  aghast  the  warrior  chief. 
When  his  base  army  flief ; 

So  shook,  so  stood,  the  baantcona  maid^ 

When  from  the  dreary  den 
A  wrinkled  hag  came  forth,  array>A 

In  matted  rags  ohecene. 

Around  her  brows,  with  beasktc  bowMl, 
Loose  hung  her  ash-grey  hair; 

As  from  two  dreary  caves  profound 
Her  blue-flam'd  eye-balls  ghurew 

Her  skin,  of  earthy  red,  appeared- 
Clung  round  her  shoulder  bones ; 

Like  withered  bark,  by  lightning  seared. 
When  loud  the  tempest  groans. 

A  robe  of  squaNii  green  and  blae 

Her  ghostly  length  array'd, 
A  gaping  rent,  ^11  to  the  view. 

Her  furrowM  ribs  belnQr'd. 

**  And  tell,  my  daughter,  feariess  tell. 
What  sorrow  brought  thee  here } 

So  may  my  power  thy  cares  exp^ 
And  gi«e  tnca  iweatoit  cheer." 

**  O  mistress  of  the  powerfelipeU, 

King  Edrie'a  daii^fh«er  tea, 
Northumbria  to  my  fhlher  M, 

Bat  sonrow'f^tl  u>  me. 

\ 
"  My  virgin  heait  lord  Wolfirold  won  ; 

My  father  on  him  smiFd; 
Soon  as  he  gained*  Northnmbria's  throat. 

Hit  pride  the  youth  exiPd. 

*'  Stem  Denmait's  ravena  o^er  the  aeaa 

Their  gloomy  black  wings  spread. 
And  o'er  Northumhria*!  hiHs  mmI  lea* 
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**  The  banishM  youth,  in  Scotland's  court. 

Had  paM*d  the  weary  year; 
And  soon  h"  heard  the  glad  report,  ^ 

And  soon  be  grasp'd  hit  spear.       \     ^' 

"  He  left  the  Scottish  damei  to  weep; 

And,  wing'd  with  tnie  tote  ipeeiA, 
Nor  day,  nor  night,  he  stopp'd  to  sleep, 

And  soon  he  crois'd  the  Tweed. 

**  With  joyful  voice,  luid  raptured  eyes. 

He  pressM  my  wiHing  hand  ; 
*  I  go,  my  fair,  my  lofe,*  be  cries, 

*  To  guard  thy  father's  hmd. 

'*  *  By  £don*8  sfcoiv,  in  deatbftil  firay. 

The  daring  foe  we  meet. 
Ere  three  short  days  I  trust  to  lay 

My  trophies  at  thy  feet* 

**  Alasi  alas^   tbait  time  is  o'er, 

And  three  long  days  beside. 
Yet  not  a  word  from  Eden's  shore 

Has  cheer*d  his  fearfttl  bride. 

**  O  mistress  of  the  peweifal  spell. 

His  doubtful  fete  decide;**— 
**  And  cease,  my  child,  for  all  is  well," 

The  grizzly  witch  replied. 

"  Approach  my  care,  and  where  I  place 

The  magic  circle,  stand ; 
And  fear  not  attght  of  ghastly  fietce. 

That  glides  beneath  my  wand.*' 

The  grizzly  witch's  powerAil  charms 
Then  reach'd  the  laboring  Moon, 

And  cloudless  |it  the  dire  alarms. 
She  shed  her  brightest  noon. 


The  pale  beam  struggled  tbroagfa  the  shade, 
That  black'd  the  carem's  womb, 

AxhI  in  the  deepest  nook  betray'd 
An  altar  and  a  tomb. 

Around  the  tomb,  in  mystie  lore. 

Were  forms  of  Tarioos  mien. 
And  efts,  and  foul-wing'd  serpents,  bore 

The  aitar^f  base  obscene. 

Eyeless  a  huge  and  stanr'd  toad  sat 

In  cemer  murk  aloof, 
And  many  a  snake  and  ftimish'd  bat 

Clung  to  the  crevic'd  roof. 

A  fox  and  vulture's  skeletons 

A  yawning  rift  betray'd ; 
And  grappling  still  each  other's  bones. 

The  strife  of  death  display*d. 


«*  And  now,  my  child,"  tba  soreerass 
**  Lord  WolfwoM's  father^  gn^ 

To  me  shall  render  up  the  desNl, 
And  send  him  to  my  6ava; 

**  Rb  skeleton  rimll  hear  my  spell. 

And  to  the  figur*d  walls 
Hit  hand  of  bone  shaH  point  and  tell 

What  fiite  kU  son  befoUs.** 


O  cold,  down  Ulla's  snow-like  face, 

The  tremblmg  sweat-drops  fell. 
And  home  by  sprites  of  gliding  pace. 

The  corpse  approach'd  the  Cell. 

And  thrice  the  witch  her  magic  wand 

Wav'd  o*er  the  skeleton ; 
And  slowly,  at  the  dread  command. 

Up  rose  the  arm  of  bone. 

A  cloven  shield,  and  broken  spear, 
•   The  finger  wander'd  o*er, 
Then  rested  on  a  sable  bier, 
Distain'd  with  drops  of  gore. 

In  ghastly  writhes,  her  month  so  wide 

And  bla<5k  the  sorceress  throws, 
"  And  be  those  signs,  my  child,"  she  erie^ 

««  FulfiU'dou  Wolfwold'sfoes. 

**  A  happier  spell  f  now  shall  try ; 

Attend,  my  child,  attend. 
And  mark  what  dames  from  altar  high 

And  lowly  floor  ascend. 

*Mf  of  the  roaes  softest  red 

The  blaze  shines  forth  to  view, 
Then  Wolfirold  lives— but  Hell  fori>id 

The  glinun*ring  flame  of  blue  1" 

The  witch  then  rais*d  her  haggasd  aim. 

And  wav'd  her  wand  on  high ; 
And,  while  she  spoke  t^e  mutter^  cbana. 

Dark  lightning  flll'd  her  eye. 

Fair  Ulla's  knee  swift  smote  the  groanAf 

Her  hands  aloft  were  spread. 
And  ev*ry  joint,  as  marble  bound. 

Felt  horrours  darkest  dread. 

Her  lips,  erewbile  so  like  the  rose. 

Were  now  as  vilet  pale, 
And,  trembnng  in  convulsive  throes, 

&press'd  o'erwhelming  ail. 

Her  eyes,  erewhtte  so  starry  bright. 

Where  living  lustre  shone. 
Were  now  transfisrm'd  to  sightlesa  wfaita^ 

Like  eyes  of  lifeless  stone. 

And  soon  the  dreadful  spall  waa  o'er. 

And  glimm'ring  to  the  view. 
The  quiv'ring  flame  rose  through  the  floor, 

A  flame  of  ghastly  blue. 

Behind  the  altai's  livid  fire. 

Low  from  the  inmost  cave. 
Young  WolArold  rose  in  pale  attue. 

The  vestments  of  tha  gmva. 

His  eye  to  Ulla's  eye  he  rear'd, 

Hia  cheek  was  wan^u  olay. 
And  half  cut  through,  his  hand  appeaf'd. 

That  beckon'd  her  away. 

Fair  Ulla  saw  tha  woefol  rimde; 

Her  heart  struck  at  her  side. 
And  burst— low  bow'd  her  listtesa  head. 

And  down  she  sunk  and  died.      *     ^^^T^ 
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SONG  L 

THE  SBCPHEBD  IK  LOVE. 

Wcti  NaDcy  bat  a  rural  ouud. 

And  I  her  only  swain. 
To  teiid  our  flocks  m  rural  mead. 

And  on  the  verdant  plain  ; 
Oh,  bow  I  'd  pipe  upon  my  reed 

To  please  my  only  maid. 
While  from  all  seuse  of  fear  we  're  friecd 

Beneath  an  oaken  shade. 

When  lambkins  under  hedges  bleat. 

And  clouds  do  black  the  sky. 
Then  to  our  oaken  safe  retreat 

We  'd  both  together  hie : 
There  I  'd  repeat  my  tows  of  lore 

Unto  the  charming  fair, 
Whilst  her  dear  fluttVing  heart  thoold  prove 

Her  love  like  mine  sincere. 

When  Phcebus  bright  sinks  in  the  west. 

And  flocks  are  pent  in  fold. 
Beneath  an  oaken  tree  we  'd  rest 

In  joys  not  to  be  told. 
And  when  Aurora's  beams  set  free 

The  next  enliv'ning  day. 
We  'd  turn  our  flocks  at  liberty. 

And  dovn  we  *d  sit  and  play. 


dONG  IL 

THE  UNHBT9. 

As  bringing  home  the  «*her  day 

Two  linnets  I  had  ta'en, 
The  pretty  warblers  seernM  toTpray 

For  liberty  again. 
Unheedful  of  their  plaintive  notes 

I  sprung  across  the  mead, 
la  vain  they  tun'd  their  downy  throats, 

And  warbled  to  be  freed. 

As  passing  through  the  tufted  grove 

In  which  my  cottage  stood, 
I  thought  I  saw  the  queen  of  love 

When  Chlora's  charms  I  view*d. 
I  gaz'd,  I  lov'd,  I  press'd  her  sUy 

To  hear  my  tender  tale, 
But  all  in  vain,  she  fled  away. 

Nor  could  my  sighs  prevail 

Soon  through  the  wounds  that  love  had  made 

Came  pity  to  my  breast. 
And  thus  I,  as  coropaswon  bade. 

The  feathered  pair  addressed : 
«*  Ye  little  warblers,  cheerful  be. 

Remember  not  ye  flew ; 
Por  I,  who  thought  myself  so  free, 

Am  caught  as  well  as   ou.*' 


SONG  m. 


THBftE  'S  MAE  LOGS  ABOOT  THE  HfMJSE. 

AMD  are  yon  sore  the  news  is  true  ? 

And  are  ye  sore  he  's  weel? 
Is  this  a  time  to  think  of  wark ! 

Mak  haste,  lay  by  yow  wheel  j 
Is  thb  the  time  to  spin  a  thread, 

Whep  CoUn's  at  the  door! 
Reach  me  my  ^loak,  1 11  to  the  quay 

And  see  him  come  ashore. 
For  tbeie  's  nae  hick  about  the  booae. 

There  is  nae  lock  at  aw ; 
There  's  little  pleawre  m  the  hooae 

When  our  gndeman  's  awa. 

And  gie  to  me  my  bigonet. 

My  bishop's  satin  gown; 
For  I  maun  tdl  the  bailie's  wifSe       • 

That  Colin  's  come  to  town. 
My  Turkey  slippers  maun  gae  oo. 

My  stockings  pearly  blue ; 
T  is  aw  to  pleasure  my  gndeman. 

For  he 's  baith  leel  and  true. 

For  there  's  oae,  fcc 

Rise,  lass,  and  mak  a  dean  fire  side. 

Put  on  the  muckle  pot, 
Gie  little  Kate  her  button  gown. 

And  Jock  his  Sunday  ooat ; 
And  mak  their  thooa  as  black  as  daes. 

Their  hose  as  white  as  snaw. 
It 's  aw  to  please  my  ain  gudeman. 

For  he  's  been  lang  mwa. 

For  there  'a  oaie,  Ite. 

There  *s  twa  fat  hens  upo*  the  bank 

Been  fed  this  month  and  mair, 
Mak  haste  and  thraw  their  necks  aboat. 

That  Colin  weel  may  fne ; 
And  mak  the  Ubie  neat  and  clean. 

Let  ev'ry  thing  look  braw, 
For  wha  can  tell  how  CoI'm  iar>d 

When  he  was  hr  awa  ? 

Ah,  there's  nae,  ^c 

Sae  true  his  heart,  sae  smooth  his  qpeech. 

His  breath  like  cauler  air. 
His  very  fbot  has  music  in  *t 

As  he  comes  up  the  stair ! 
And  shall  I  see  his  face  again, 

And  shall  I  hear  him  speak  ? 
I  'm  downright  diszy  wi  the  thought. 

In  troth  I  'm  like  to  greet. 

For  there  's  ime,  Stc 

«  The  caul  blasts  of  the  winter  wind. 

That  thrilled  through  my  heart. 
They  're  aw  blawn  by,  I  hae  him  safe. 

Till  death  we  Ml  never  part : 
But  why  should  I  of  parting  tauk,  ~ 

It  may  be  ftur  awa ; 
The  present  moment  is  our  aiq, 

The  neist  we  never  saw  '.*» 

For  there  *s  oae,  Jtc 

■  The  lines  hidoaed  in  inverted  oomiDas  wov 
insoted  by  Dr.  James  Beattie. 
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If  Colia  *M  weel,  and  weel  conftcnt, 

I  ihae  nae  mair  to  crave— 
And  gin  I  live  to  keep  him  aaet, 

I  'm  blest  aboon  the  lave. 
And  shall  I  see  his  face  again. 

And  shall  I  hear  him  speak  ? 
I  'm  downright  dizzy  wi  the  thought. 

In  troth  I  'm  Uketo  greet 

For  there  's  nae,  5cc. 


SONG  IV. 


BSKVALB  BRAES  ' 


Br  the  banks  of  the  crystal-stream'd  Esk, 
Where  the  Wauchopeher  yellow  wave  joins, 

Where  the  lambkins  on  sunny  brae^  bask, 
And  wild  woodbine  the  shepherd's  bower  twines^ 

Maria,  disconsolate  maid. 

Oft  sighed  the  still  noon-tide  away. 
Or  by  moonlight  all  desolate  siray'd, 

While  woeful  she  tun*d  her  lov^-lay: 

Ah !  no  more  from  the  banks  of  the  Ewer 
My  shepherd  comes  cheeriy  along, 

Broomholm  *  and  the  Deansbanks  ntfvao 
To  echo  the  plaints  of  his  song : 

No  more  from  the  echoes  of  Ewes, 

His  dog  fondly  barking  I  hear; 
No  more  the  tir^d  lark  be  pursues. 

And  tells  me  his  nuister  dlraws  near. 

Ah !    woe  to  the  wars  and  the  pride. 

Thy  heroes,  O  Esk,  could  display, 
When  with  laurels  they  planted  thy  side, 

From  France  and  from  Spain  borne  away. 

Oh  I   why  did  their  honours  decoy 

My  poor  shepherd  lad  from  the  shore  ? 

Ambition  bewitch'd  the  vain  boy, 
And  oceans  between  us  now  roar. 

Ah  !   methlnks  his  pale  corse  floating  by, 
I  behold  on  the  rude  billows  toss'd ; 

Unbury'd  his  scatter'd  bones  lie, 
Xie  bleaching  on  some  desert  coast ! 

By  this -stream  aud  the  May-blossom'd  thorn. 
That  Brst  beard  his  love-Ule  and  his  vows, 

My  pale  ghost  shall  wander  forlorn, 

And  the  willow  shall  weep  o*er  my  brows. 

>  The  scene  is  laid  on  the  banks  where  the  two 
rivers  of  the  Wauchope  and  Ewes  join  the  Esk ; 
on  the  banks  of  the  former  was  anciently  a  castle 


With  the  ghosts  of  the  Waas  will  I  wail, 
In  Warblaw^  woods  join  the  sad  throng, 

To  Ualiow  E'en**  blast  tell  my  Ule, 
As  the  spectres,  ungrav*d,  glide  along. 

Stilf  the  Ewes  rolls  her  paly  blue  stream. 

Old  Esk  still  his  oystal  tide  pours. 
Still  golden  the  Wauchope  waves  g^lc&n^t 

And  still  green,  oh  Broomholm,  are  thy  bowers! 

No :  blasted  they  seem  to  my  view, 

The  rivers  in  red  floods  combine ! 
The  turtles  their  widowM  notes  coo. 

And  mU  their  sad  ditties  with  mine ! 

DiscolourM  in  8orrow*s  dim  shade. 
All  nature  seems  with  me  to  mourn, —       • 

Straight  the  village-bells  merrily  play'd. 
And  announc'd  her  dear  Jamie's  return. 

Tlie  woodlands  all  May-blown  appear, 
The  silver  streams  murmur  new  charms. 

As,  smiling,  her  Jamie  drev^  near. 
And  all  eager  sprung  into  her  arms. 


FRAGMENTS. 

Tell  me,  gentle  Echo,  tell. 

Where  and  how  my  lover  felf  ? 

On  the  cold  *  rass  did  he  lie, 

Crown'd  with  laurels  did  he  die  ? 

Echo  twice  gave  swift  reply,  [did  die.*> 

"  Crown'd  with  laurels,  crown'd  with  laurels,  lie 

His  snow-white  breast  was  stainM  with  gore,         , 
A  cruel  sword  his  bosom  tore. 
Say,  with  his  parting  vital  flame. 
Did  he  sigh  Ophelia's  name  ? 
Was  he  consUnt,  still  the  same  ? 
Echo  sigh'd  **  Ophelia's  name.'* 

When  in  honour's  bed  he  lay, 
Aud  breath'd  his  gallant  soul  away. 
Ye  gentler  spirits  of  the  air. 
Why  was  not  Ophelia  there  ? 
Echo  answered  her  despair, 
«*  Why  was  not  Ophelia  there  }** 

While  the  full  Moon's  paly  ray 
Slcepiug  on  the  hill-side  lay. 
Thus  to  Echo  through  the  glade 
The  lovely  maniac  talk'd  and  stray 'd: 
Straight  on  fancy's  wild  wing  borne. 
By  the  glimpse  of  op'ning  mom 
She  saw— or  thought  she  saw,  her  love« 
Lie  bleeding 


Come,  gentle  peace,  on  ev'ry  breathing  gmle, 
O  come,  and  guard  the  slumbers  of  the  vale  ; 
Awake,  fray  mirth  and  glee,  with  playful  wile. 
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**  ButfrienAy  totliyielfivo6iir« 

The  boQBtMS  I  iatend  ;^ 
A  knight  amoof  my  knights  to  life. 

And  befliy  tftMe  frimd.** 
**  Yestreen,  at  inidnight*8  solemn  hour. 

When  deep  the  darkness  lay, 
I  rose  my  orisons  to  pour 

Before  the  op'ning  day : 
When  horrid  yells  my  ears  astound. 

And  screams  of  dismal  ory 
Echo*d  from  ev*ry  hill  fiir  round. 

Howl  on  the  winds  and  die. 
And  wake  again : — And  fiir  and  widc^ 

With  yellow  glimm'ring  light. 
The  scattered  flames  on  eT*ry  side 

Strike  horronr  on  the  sight 
Ah !  what  a  scene  the  Bvn  swrrey'd, 

When  o'er  yon  lake  he  rose ! 
Oor  Tillages  in  ashes  laid. 

And  prone  in  dust  our  brows; 
Our  manly  brows,  forra'd  to  command. 

Low  bend  beneath  thy  rage : 
Insult  me  not— from  thy  dire  hand 

No  oflTrmg  can  assuage  f 
**  Unbar,  proud  Cadwal,"  Edward  cried, 

"  Unbar  thy  gates  of  steel " 

Black  rose  the  smoke  with  dust  inflate. 

And  red  sparks  darted  through ; 
With  brain  benumb*d,  and  faltering  nit. 

King  Edwanl  slow  withdrew. 
The  gilded  roofs  and  towers  of  stone 

Now  instant  all  around, 
With  sudden  crash  and  dreadful  groan 

Rush  thundering  to  the  ground. 
Sir  Cadwal's  harp  his  hand  obey'd. 

He  felt  a  prophet's  fire; 
And  mid  the  flames,  all  undismayed. 

He  struck  the  sacred  lyre. 


on  Hit  BR0THB&*8  DBATfl. 

Hkhci,  ye  vain  nymphs,  that  in  th*  Aonian  shade 

Boast  to  inspire  the  fancy's  raptur'd  dream. 
Far  other  powers  my  wounded  soul  inrade^ 

And  lead  me  by  the  banks  of  other  stream. 
Ye,  that  beheld  when  Salem's  bard  divine 

On  Chebar's  willows  hung  his  silent  lyre. 
While  Judah*s  yoke,  and  Zion*s  ruin'd  shrine, 

Did  ev'ry  thought  with  bleeding  woe  inspire. 
From  Siloe*s  banks  or  CarmePs  lonely  dells, 

O  come,  ye  angels  of  the  melting  heart;- 
Ocome,  with  ev'ry  gen'rous  pang  thaf  dwells 

In  friendship's  bitterest  tender  bleeding  smart ! 
Still  to  my  eyes  the  dear  lov'd  form  appears. 

But  ah!  how  changed;  the  prey  of  fell  disease ! 
Cold  gleams  the  eye,  the  cheek  pale  languor  wears, 

And  weakness  trembles  in  the  wasted  knees. 
Ah  !  what  dear  plans  with  future  action  franght. 

With  beauteous  prospect  rose  in  friendship's  eye : 
And  must,  oh  Heaven,  can  nature  bear  the  thought } 

Must  these  dear  views  like  raomingshadows  fly  ? 
Yes,  nature  weeps,  and  virtue  joins  her  flame, 

And,  mourning  o'er  the  woes  herself  ln8pir*d. 
Repeats  the  friend's,  the  brother's,  sacred  name, 

And  fondly  views  each  scene  herself  detnr'd. 


Yes,  friendship  rwmt  qtriC  htr  Avfiflg  IhM, 
Still  bids  each  hope  display  Its  fisirest  Mtsai, 

Then  sickening  sees  «Mh  prooris'd  joy  withhtii, 
And  sink  with  Casno  t^the  dreafy  toafc. 


ALMADA  HILL. 


AM  gPimi  faOM  LISBOIC. 


AnTBKnSEMBMT. 


Tnoooa  no  subjeds  nre  mare  proper  for  poetijr 
than  those  which  are  founded  npon  hiMorial 
retrospect,  the  author  of  such  a  poem  licf  ssdcr 
very  particular  disadvantages :  ev«ry  one  csose- 
derstand  and  relish  a  work  m«f«ly  fktitioas,  ^ 
aoriptive,  or  sentitteatal:  bttt  a  preriov  k- 
quaintaoce,  and  even  intimacy,  with  the  histoj 
and  characters  upon  which  the  other  poos  '• 
founded,  is  absolutely  necessary  tod*  jostieetoitf 
author.  Withontsoch  previous  knowledge,  the  ito 
which  he  wonid  ooovey  pass  oaobaerved,  ai  ia  a 
unknown  tongue ;  and  the  happier  allosioo,  if  be 
is  fbrtunala  enough  to  attain  a«iy  thing  wvtlT 
of  that  name,  is  anfelt  and  unseen.  Under  thoe 
disadvantages,  the  following  epistle  is  piwesld  ti 
the  public,  whose  indulgence  and  eaadonr  the  m- 
thor  has  already  amply  experienced. 

In  the  twelfth  centnry,  Usbob,  and  gnat  pMtif 
Portugal  and  Spain,  wei-e  in  possessioa  of  the 
Moors.  AlphonsOk  the  first  lung  of  Pdrtu|:al,  br- 
ing gained  several  victories  over  that  people,  «> 
laying  siege  to  Lisbon,  when  Kobert,  duke  d 
Gloucester,  on  his  way  to  the  Holy  Land,  wppatti 
upon  the  coast  of  that  kingdosn.  As  the  came 
was  the  same,  Robert  was  easily  pefwadedls  SMfce 


his  first  crusade  m  Fortugal.  He  demaadsd  thit 
the  storming  of  the  castle  of  Lisbon,  sttoafed  csi 
considerable  h^l,  and  whoii^rui«i  show  iCtshatt 
been  of  great  strength,  shonid  be  aHotftd  to  his, 
while  Alphonso  was  to  assail  the  walls  awl  tl> 
city.  Both  leaden  were  soeeessful ;  and  Alph»> 
so,  annong  the  rewards  which  be  bestowed  up* 
the  English,  granted  to  those  who  were  vonsM 
or  unable  to  proceed  to  Palestine,  the  esstleof 
Almada,  and  the  adjoining  lands. 

The  river  Tagos,  below  and  opposite  to  li«^ 
is  edgiM)  by  steep  grotesque  rocks,  particularly  ce 
the  south  side.  Those  on  the  sooth  are  fcnenlir 
higher  and  much  more  magnillceBt  and  pitortfqoe 
than  the  cli6b  of  Dover.  Upon  one  of  the  bi^ 
of  these,  and  directly  opposite  to  ^Lisbon,  resuie 
the  stately  ruins  of  the  castle  of  Almada. 

In  December,  1779,  as  the  author  was  wn^ 
ing  amongthese  ruins,  he  was  stmck  with  the  ido. 
and  formed  the  plan  of  the  following  poem;  tf 
idea  which,  it  may  be  allowed,  was  natural  to  tbe 
translator  of  the  Luaiad ;  and  the  plan  tony,  « 
some  degree,  be  ended  a  supplement  to  that  «ffi 

The  following  poem,  except  the  correctictt  sarf 
a  few  lines,  was  written  in  PortugaL  The  descrip- 
tive parts  are  strictly  local.  The  finest  ptosperf 
of  Lisbon  and  the  Tagus  (wbieh  is  there  about  (eat 
miles  broad)  is  from  Almada.  which  alsocommaB!^ 
the  adjacent  country  fktMn  the  rock  of  CSntri  to 
the  castle  and  city  of  P^lmela,  an  extent  of  sbtet 
fifty  miles.  This  fliagiufic««t.vic«.is  firmmlfted  bf 
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the  extensive  op«te$  at  tlie  mooili  of  the  Tagus, 
ibout  ten  mUet  beiow»  which  discovers  the  Atkn- 


^RiLB  yon,  my  friend,  firom  low'riog  wintry  plains, 
^ow  pfile  with  snows,  now  black  with  drizzling  rains, 
7rom  leaBess  woodlands,  and  dishonoured  bowers 
Mantled  by  gloomy  mists,  or  lashed  by  showers 
)f  hollow  moan,  while  not  a  struggling  beam 
{teals  from  the  Sun  to  play  on  Isis*  stream ; 
^hile  from  these  scenes  by  England*s  winter  spread, 
>wift  to  the  cheerful  hearth  your  steps  are  led, 
^Inas'd  from  the  threafning  tempest  to  retire, 
Ind  join  the  circle  round  the  social  fire ; 
n  other  climes  through  sim-bask'd  scenes  I  stray, 
Is  the  'foir  landscape  leads  my  thoughtful  way, 
is  upland  path,  oft  winding,  bids  me  rove 
Vhere  orange  bowers  invite,  or  olive  grove, 
«fo  sullen  phantoms  brooding  o*er  my  breast, 
die  genial  influence  of  the  clime  I  taste; 
f et  still  regaxdful  of  my  native  shore, 
n  ev'ry  scene  my  roaming  eyes  exjplore, 
Vbate'er  its  aspect,  still,  by  mem'ry  brought, 
\ily  fading  country  rushes  on  my  thought. 

While  now  perhaps  the  classic  page  you  turn, 
ind  warm'd  with  honest  indignatioo  bum, 
rill  hopeless,  sicklied  by  the  climate's  gloom, 
i^onr  geji'rous  fears  call  forth  Britannia's  doom, 
Vhat  hostile  spears  her  sacred  lawns  invade, 
)y  friends  deserted^  by  her  chiefs  betray'd, 
x>w  fall'n  and  vanquish'd  !— I,  with  mind  serene 
is  Lisboa's  sky,  yet  pensive  as  the  scene 
Ground,  and  pensive  seems  the  scene  to  me, 
'rom  other  ills  my  coimtry's  fate  foresee. 

Not  from  the  bands  that  wield  Iberia's  spear, 
'fot  from  the  hands  that  GauPs  proud  thunders  bear, 
*7or  those  that  ^um  on  Albion's  breast  the  sword, 
teat  down  of  late  by  Albion,  when  it  gor'd 
^heir  own,  who  impious  doom  their  parent's  fall 
teneath  the  world's  great  fee,  th'  insidious  Gaul ; 
Tes,  not  from  these  the  immedicable  wound 
)f  Albion — other  is  the  banc  profound 
)estin'd  alooe  to  touch  her  mortal  part  $ 
lerself  is  sick  and  poison'd  at  the  heart. 

O'er  Togo's  banks  where'er  I  roll  mine  eyes, 
rhe  gallant  deeds  of  ancient  days  arise ; 
'he  scenes  the  Lusian  Muses  food  display'd 
Jefore  me  oft,  a^  oft  at  eve  I  stray 'd ; 
(y  Isis'  hallow'd  stream.     Oft  now  the  strand 
Vhere  Gaiaa  march'd  his  death-devoted  ■  band. 


'  The  expedition  of  Vasco  de  Gama,  the  disco- 
erer  of  the  East  Indies,  was  extremely  unpopular, 
s  it  was  esteemed  impracticable.  His  embarka- 
ion  is  strongly  marked  by  Osorius  the  historian. 
>ama,  before  he  went  on  board,  spent  the  night 
long  with  the  crews  of  his  squadron,  in  the  chapel 
f  our  Lady  at  Belem,  oo  the  spot  where  the  noble 
lothic  church  now  stands,  adjoining  the  convent 
f  St  Jerome. 

In  the  chapel  they  bound  themselves  to  obedi- 
nee  to  Gama,  and  devoted  themselves  to  death. 
'  On  the  next  day,  when  the  adventurers  marched 
9  their  ships,  the  shore  of  £elem  presented  one 
f  the  most  solemn  and  affecting  scenes  perhaps 
ecorded  in  history.  The  beach  was  covered  with 
be  inhabitants  of  Lisbon*  A  numerous  procession 
f  priests^  in  their  robe%  song  anthems,  and  offer- 


While  Lisbon,  aw*d  with  horrour,  saw  him  spread . 

The  daring  sails  that  first  to  India  led  ; 

And  oft  Almada's  castled  steep  inspires 

The  pensive  Muse's  visionary  fires; 

Almada  Hill  to  English  mem'ry  dear, 

While  shades  of  Euglish  heroes  wander  here. 

To  ancient  English  valour  sacred  still 
Remains,  and  ever  shall,  Almada  Hill; 
The  hill  and  lawns  to  English  valour  given. 
What  time  the  Arab  Moors  from  Spain  w^re  driven. 
Before  the  banners  of  the  cross  subdu'd. 
When  Lisboa's  towers  were  bathed  in  Moorish  blood 
By  Cloister's  lance.— Romantic  davs  that  yield 
Of  gallant  deeds  a  wide  luxuriant  field. 
Dear  to  tbe  Muse  that  loves  the  fairy  plains. 
Where  ancient  honour  wild  and  ardent  reigns. 

Where  high  o'er  Tago's  flootl  Almada  lowers, 
Amid  the  solemn  pomp  of  mouldering  towers 
Snpinely  seated,  wide  and  far  around 
My  eye  delighted  wanders.     Here  tbe  bound 
Of  fair  Earopa  o'er  the  ocean  rears 
Its  western  edge;  where  dimly  disappears 
The  Atlantic  wave,  the  slow  descending  day 
Mild  beaming  pours  serene  the  gentle  ray 
Of  Lusitania's  winter,  silvering  o'er 
l*he  tower-like  summits  of  the  mountain  shore; 
Dappling  the  lofty  cliffs,  that  coldly  throw 
ITieir  sable  horrours  o'er  the  vales  below. 
Far  round  the  stately-^oulder'd  river  bends 
Its  giant  arms,  and  sca-Iike  wide  extends 
Its  midland  bay?,  with  fertile  islands  crown'd. 
And  lawns  for  English  valour  still  renown 'd; 
Given  to  Comwallia's  gallant  sons  of  yore, 
Comwallia*s  name  the  smiling  pastures  bore ; 
And  still  their  k>nl  his  English  lineage  boasU 
From  Holland,  fomous  m  the  croisade  hosts. 
Where  sea-ward  narrower  rolls  the  shining  tide 
Through  hills  by  hills  embosom'd  on  each  side. 
Monastic  wails  in  eVry  gleu  arise 
In  coldest  white  fair  glist'ning  to  the  skies 
Amid  the  brown-brow'd  rocks ;  and,  far  as  sight, 
Proud  domes  and  villages  array'd  in  white ' 
Climb  o'er  the  steeps,  and  through  the  dusky  green 
Of  olive  groves,  and  orange  bowers  between. 
Speckled  with  glowing  red,  unnumber'd  gleam-* 
And  Lisboa,  tow'ring  o'er  the  lordly  stream. 
Her  marble  palaces  and  temples  spreads 
Wildly  magnific  o'ei-  the  loaded  heads 
Of  bending  hills,  along  whose  high-pil'd  base 
The  port  capacious,  in  a  moon'd  embrace. 
Throws  her  mast-lbrest,  waving  on  the  gale 
The  vanes  of  ev'ry  shore  that  hoists  the  sail. 

Here,  while  the  Sunfrom  Europe's  breast  retires, 
Let  fancy,  roaming  as  the  scene  inspires. 
Pursue  the  present  and  the  past  restore. 
And  Nature's  pu.-posc  in  her  steps  deplore. 

Nor  you,  my  friend,  admiring  Rome,  disdain 
Th'  Iberian  fields  and  Lusitanian  Spain. 
While  Italy,  obscur'd  in  tawdry  blaze, 
A  motley  modem  character  display's, 
And  languid  trims  her  long  exbaused  store, 
Iberia's  fields,  with  rich  and  genuine  ore 

ed  up  invocations  to  Heaven.  Every  one  beheld 
the  adventurers  as  brave  innocent  men  going  to  a 
dreadful  execution,  as  rushing  upon  certain  death." 
Introduction  to  the  Lusiad. 

»  The  houses  in  Portugal  are  generally  whitened 
on  the  outside,  white  being  esteemed  as  repulsive 
of  the  rays  of  the  l^un.  t 
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Of  ancient  maimers  woo  the  traveller's  eye ; 
And  scenes  untrac'd  in  ev>ry  landscape  lie. 
Here  ev'ry  varions  dale  with  lessons  fraught 
Calls  to  the  wanderer*8  visionary  thought 
What  mighty  deeds  the  lofty  hills  of  Spain 
Of  old  have  witnessed— From  the  ev'ning  mam 
Her  mountain  tops  the  Tjrrian  pilots  saw 
In  lightnings  wrappM,  and  thrillM  with  sacred  awe, 
Through  Greece  the  tales  of  gorgons,  hydrasspread. 
And  Geryon  dreadful  with  the  triple  head ; 
The  stream  of  Lethe  ^,  and  the  dread  abodes 
Of  forms  fcigantic,  and  infernal  gods. 
But  soon,  by  fearless  lust  of  gold  impetrd, 
They  min'd  the  mountain,  and  explored  the  field  ; 
Till  Rome  and  Carthage,  fierce  for  empire,  strove, 
As  for  their  prey  two  famishM  birds  of  Jove. 
The  rapid  Durius  then  and  Boetis*  flood 
Were  dy*d  with  Roman  and  with  Punic  blood, 
While  oft  the  lengthening  plams  and  mountain  sides 
SeemM  moving^  on,  slow  rolling  tides  on  tides, 
When  from  Pyrene's  summits  Afiic  pour*d 
Her  armies,  and  o'er  Rome  destruction  lower'd. 

Here  while  the  youth  revolves  some  heroes  fame, 
If  patriot  zeal  his  British  breast  inflame. 
Here  let  him  trace  the  fields  to  fireedom  dear. 
Where  low  in  dust  lay  Rome's  invading  spear ; 
Where  Viriatus 4  proudly  trampled  o*er 
Fasces  and  Roman  eagles  steepM  in  gore; 
Or  where  he  fell,  with  honest  laurels  crown'd, 
The  awful  victim  of  a  treacherous  wound ; 
A  wound  still  bath'd  in  honour's  gen'rous  tear, 
While  freedom's  wounds  the  brave  and  good  revere ; 
Still  pouring  fresh  th*  iuexpiable  stain 
O'er  Rome*s  patrician  honour,  false  and  vain  ! 

Or  should  the  pride  of  bold  revolt  inspire. 
And  touch  lils  b(^m  with  unhallow'dfire; 
If  merit  spum'd  demand  stem  sacrifice. 
O'er  Ev'ra's  *  fields  let  dread  Sertorius  rise, 
Dy'd  in  his  country's  blood,  in  all  the  pride 
Of  wrongs  reveng'd,  illustrious  let  him  ride 
Enshrin'd,  o'er  Spain,  in  victory's  dazzling  rays. 
Till  R-ime  looks  pale  beneath  the  mounting  blaze. 
But  let  the  British  wandYer  through  the  dales 
Of  Ev'ra  stray,  while  midnight  tempest  wailS: 
Tnere,  as  the  hoary  villagers  relate, 
Sertorius,  Sylla,  Marius,  weep  tUfeir  fate. 
Their  spectres  gliding  on  the  lightning  blue, 
Oft  doom'd  their  ancient  stations  to  renew; 
Sertorius  bleeding  on  Perpenna's  knife. 
And  Marius  sinking  in  ambition's  strife: 


3  The  river  of  Lima,  in  the  north  of  Portu^nl, 
said  to  be  the  Lethe  of  the  ancients,  is  thus  men- 
tioned by  Cellarius  in  his  Geog^phia  Antiqua. 

«   Fahnlnsiifi  OhlivirmiiQ  finvitm  [.irnta.    iiltm   I.ii«'.. 


As  forest  boan  entangled  in  a  cbain, 

Dragg'd  on,  as  stings  each  leader's  ra^  or  p«ni ; 

And  each  the  furious  leader  in  his  turn. 

Till  low  they  lie,  a  ghastly  wreck  foriora. 

And  say,  yetramplerson  your  country's  «ioands» 
Say,  who  shall  fix  the  swelling  torrent's  bounds  ? 
Or  who  shall  sail  the  pilot  of  the  flood  ? 
Alas,  full  oft,_9ome  worthless  trunk  of  wood 
Is  whirl'd  hito  the  port,  blind  fortune's  boast. 
While  noblest  vessels,  foonder'd,  strew  the  coast ! 

If  wars  of  fairer  fame  and  old  applause. 
That  bear  the  title  of  our  country's  cause 
To  humanise  barbarians,  and  to  raise" 
<  >ur  country's  prowess,  their  asserted  praise  ; 
If  these  delight,  Hispania's  dales  display 
The  various  arts  and  toils  of  Roman  sway. 
Here  jealous  Cato*  laid  tbe  cities  waste. 
And  Julius^  here  in  fairer  pride  replac'd. 
Till  ages  saw  the  labours  of  the  plough 
By  ev'ry  river,  and  the  barren  bough 
Of  laurel  shaded  by  the  olive's  bloom. 
And  grateful  Spain  the  strength  of  lordly  Rooie; 
Her's  mighty  bards  ?,  and  her's  the  sacred  earth 
That  gave  the  world  a  friend  in  Trajan's  btrtfa. 

When  Rome's  wide  empire,  a  luxurious  prey, 
Debas'd  in  fiilse  refinement  nerveless  lay. 
The  northern  hordes  on  Europe's  various  c^^mes 
Planted  their  ruling  virtues  and  their  crimes. 
Cloister'd  by  Tyber's  stream  the  slothful  stay'd. 
To  Seine  and  Loire  the  gay  and  frivMons  strayVJ^ 
A  sordid  group  the  Bdgian  marshes  pleas'd. 
And  Saxony^s  wild  forests  freedom  seiz*d. 
There  held  her  juries,  pois*d  the  l^al  scales: — 
And  Spain's  romantic  hills  and  lonely  dales 
The  ptmsive  lover  sought ;  and  Spain  became 
The  land  uf  gallantry  and  am'rons  flam^ 
Hail,  favour'd  c:ime !  whose  lone  retreals  insptre 
The  softest  dreams  of  languishing  desire. 
Affections  trembling  with  a  glow  all  holy. 
Wildly  sublime,  and  sweetly  melancholy  ; 
Till  rapt  devotion  to  the  fair,  refine 
And  bend  each  passion  low  at  honour's  shrine. 
So  felt  the  iron  Goth  when  here  be  brought 
His  worship  of  the  fair  with  valour  fraught. 
Soon  as  Iberia's  mountains  fix'd  his  booie 
He  rose  a  character  unknown  to  Rome  ; 
His  manners  wildly  colour'd  as  the  flowers 
And  flaunting  plumage  of  Brazilian  bowers : 
New  to  the  world  as  these;  yet  polish'd  more 
Than  e'er  the  pupil  of  the  attic  lore 
Might  proudly  boast     On  man's  bold  arm  Tolbiist 
The  tender  fair  reclines  with  fondest  trust: 
With  Nature's  finest  touch  exulting  glows 
The  manly  breast  which  that  fond  aid  bestoars: 
That  first  of  generous  joys  on  man  bestov*d. 

In  Gnt.hir  Snnm  in  nil  its  fmrvrMir  orlnwM 
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All  wM  anil  ferer'd ;  and  each  peaioefal  shade. 
With  batter'd  armour  deck'd,  its  knight  displayed, 
In  southing  transport  list'ning  to  the  strain 
Of  dwaHs  and  giants,  and  of  monsters  slain  | 
Of  spells  all  horrour,  and  enchanters  dire^ 
And  the  sweet  banquet  of  the  amorous  fire. 
When  knights  and  ladies  chaste,  relievM  from  thrall, 
Hold  love's  hijgh  holiday  in  bower  and  hall. 

T  was  thus,  all  pleasing  to  the  languid  thought. 
With  magic  power  the  iali»  of  magic  wrought; 
Till  by  the  Muses  arm*d,  in  all  the  ire 
Of  wit,  resistless  as  electric  fire, 
Forth  rode  La  Mancha^s  knight ;  and  sudden  fied 
Goblins  and  beauteous  nymphs,  and  pagans  dread, 
As  the  delirious  dream  of  sickness  flies. 
When  health  returning  smiles  from  vernal  skies. 

But  turn  we  now  from  chivalry  deceas'd, 
To  chivalry  when  honour's  wreath  she  seized 
From  wisdom's  hand.  From  Taurus' rugged  steep, 
Ajid  Caucasus,  fisr  round  with  headlong  sweep. 
As  wolves  wild  howling  from  their  famish'd  den, 
Rosh'd  the  devouring  ba^ds  of  Stfracen : 
Their  savage  genius,  giant- like  and  blind, 
.  Tirampiing  with  sullen  joy  on  human  kindf 
Assyria  lay  its  own  uncovered  grave. 
And  Qallia  trembled  to  the  Atlantic  wave : 
In  awful  waste  the  fairest  cities  moan'd, 
And  human  liberty  expiring  groan'd 
When  chivalry  arose: — her  ardent  eye 
Sublime,  that  fondly  mingl'd  with  the  sky. 
Where  patience  watchM,   and    stedfsst  purpose 

frown'd, 
Miz*d  with  devotion's  fire,  she  darted  round, 
Stem  and  indignabt  i  on  her  glitt'ring  shield 
The  cross  she  bore,  and  proudly  to  the  field 
High  piom'd  she  rush'd  ^  by  honour's  dazzling  fir*d, 
Conscious  of  Heaven's  own  cause,  and  all  inspir'd 
By  holy  vows,  as  on  the  frowning  tower  . 
The  lightning  vollies,  on  the  created  power 
*  Of  Saracen  she  winged  her  javelin'9  way, 
And  the  wide-wasdug  giant  prostrate^ay. 
Let  supercilious  wisdom*s  smiling  pride 
The  passion  wild  of  these  bold  days  dende  $ 
But  let  the  humbler  sage  with  reverence  own 
That  something  sacred  glows,  of  name  unknown. 
Glows  in  the  deeds  that  Heav  n  delights  to  crown ; 
Something  that  boasts  an  impulse  uncontrollM 
By  school-taught  p^ence,  and  its  maxims  cold. 
Fir^d  at  the  thought,  methinks  on  sacred  ground 
I  tread,  where'er  I  cast  mine  eyes  around, 
Palmela's'^  hill  and^Cintra^s  summits  tell 
How  the  grim  Saracen*s  dread  legions  fell ; 
Turbans  and  scimitars  iu  carnage  roifd. 
And  their  moon'd  ensigns  torn  from  every  hold: 
Yea,  let  the  youth  whose  gen'rous  search  expkn-es 
The  various  lessons  of  iber  a's  shores, 
Let  him  as  wandVing  at  the  Muse's  hour 
Of  eve  or  morn,  where  low  the  Moorish  tower, 
F^lea  from  its  rocky  height  and  tyrant  sway, 
Lies  scattered  o'er  the  dale  in  fragmentu  grey. 
Let  him  with  joy  behold  the  hilis  around. 
With  olive  forests  and  with  vineyards  crofm'd, 
All  g^teful  pouring  on  the  bands  that  rear 
Their  fruit,  the  fruitage  of  the  bounteous  year. 

a  Palmela's  hill  and  Cintra's  summits  are  both 
seen  from  Armada,  and  were  principal  forts  of  the 
Moors.  They  were  stormed  by  Alphonso  I.  about 
the  time  of  ihe  conquast  of  Lisbon. 


Then  let  his  mmd  to  fair  Ionia  torn,—     ' 
Alas!  how  waste  Ionia's  landscapes  mourn; 
And  thine,  O  beauteous  Greece,  amid  the  towers 
Where  dreadful  still  the  Turkish  banner  lowers ; 
Beneath  whose  gloom,  uncouscious  of  the  stain 
That  dims  his  soul,  the  pea<«ant  hugs  his  chain. 
And  whence  these  woes  debasing  human  kind  ? 
Eunuchs  in  heart,  in  polish'd  sloth  reclin'd, 
Thy  sons,  degenerate  Greece,  ignobly  bled, 
And  fair  Byzantium  bow'd  th'  imperial  head ; 
While  Tago's  iron  race,  in  dangers  steel'd. 
All  ardour,  dar'd  the  honPOur»  of  the  field. 
The  towers  of  Venice  trembld  o'er  her  flood. 
And  Paris'  gates  aghast  and  open  stood; 
Low  lay  her  peers  on  Fontarabia's  9  plains; 
And  lisboa  groan'd  beneath  ste^n  Mah'met's  chams : 
Vain  was  the  hope  the  north  might  rest  unspoil'd  ; 
Whon  stem  Iberia's  spirit  fierce  recoil'd. 
As  finom  the  toils  the  wounded  lion  bounds. 
And  tears  the  hunters  and  the  sated  hounds; 
So  smarting  with  his  wounds  th'  Iberian  tore, 
And  to  hissuU'Scoroh'd  regions  drove  the  Moor: 
The  vengeful  Moors,  as  mastifis  on  their  prey, 
Retum'd ;  as  heavy  clouds  their  deep  array 
Blacken 'd  o'er  Tago*s  banks.    As  Sagrez  "  braves 
And  stems  the  furious  ragt  of  Afric's  waves. 
So  brav'd,  so  stood  the  Lusitanian  bands. 
The  southern  bulwark  of  Europa's  lands. 
Such  were  the  foes  by  chivalry  repell*d, 
And  such  the  honours  that  adomM  her  shield. 
And  ask  what  Christian  Europe  owes  the  high 
And  ardent  soul  of  gallant  chivalry, 
Ask,  and  let  Turkish  Euro's  groans  reply ! 

As  through  the  pictur'd  abbey  window  gjeams 
The  evening  Sun  with  bold  though  fading  beams. 
So  through  the  reverend  shade  of  ancient  days 
Oleam  these  bold  deeds  with  dim  yet  golden  rays. 
But  let  not  glowing  fancy  as  it  warms 
O'er  these,  high  honour's  youthful  pride  in  arms, 
Forget  the  stem  ambition  and  the  Worth 
Of  minds  mature,  by  (>atrtot  kings  caird  forth; 
That  worth  which  rous'd  the  nation  to  explore 
Old  Ocean's  wildest  waves  and  furthest  shore. 

By  human  eye  untempted,  unexplor'd. 
An  auful  solitude,  old  Ocean  n>er*d : 
As  to  the  fearful  dove's  impatient  eye 
Appears  the  height  untry'd  of  upper  sky ; 
So  seem'd  the  ast  dim  wave,  in  boundless  space 
Involv'd  and  lost,  when  Tago's  gallant  race, 
As  eagles  fixing  on  the  Sun  their  eyea. 
Through  gulfs  unknown  explor'd  the  mommgskies. 
And  taught  the  wond  ring  world  the  grand  design' 
Of  parent  Heav's,  that  shore  to  shore  should  join 
In  bands  of  muttial  aid,  from  sky  to  sky. 
And  ocean's  wildest  waves  the  chain  supply. 

And  here,  my  friend,  how  many  a  trophy  woos 
Tlie  Briton's  earnest  eye,  and  British  Muse! 


9  The  irruption  of  the  Mohammedans  into  Eu- 
rope gave  rise  to  that  spectes  of  poetry  called  ro- 
mance. The  Orlando  Furioao  is  fomided  upon  the 
invasion  of  France, 

When  Charlemagne  with  all  his  peerage  fell 
By  Fontarabia Milton. . 

*°  The  promontory  of  Sagrez,  where  Henry, 
duke  of  Visco,  residled  and  established  hb  naval 
school,  is  on  the  southern  part  of  Portugal,  oppo- 
site to  Afirica. 
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Here  bidt  tlM  yewKifcJ  trav«U«r't  tmn  Ibngo 
The  tXm  of  cil^^anoi  Mid  poliili*4  fbov| 
Bids  gtiMT  aiti  hit  wUer  thovfte  cBgmgv^ 
And  vsfce  to  hifheit  aoB  bif  pstriot  m^e; 
Tbooeaito  vbicli  nue'd  ttet  net  of  mm,  who 
The  beroet  of  tbeir  agooB  LMmw's  tkroat. 
What  mighty  deedt  io  iUml  order  iow'd. 
While  each  ttiU  brighter  thaa  its  pawnt  gtov^ 
Till  Henry's  naval  tchaol  its  horoei  powr'd 
From  pole  to  pole  whertVr  ocean  roar^ ! 
Colambos,  Gam,  and  MagellaalB  naMO, 
lU  deathless  boast ;  and  aU  of  latar  iMne 
Its  oflspnag—kindling  o*or  the  tm«v  the  Moae 
The  noTal  pridf  of  those  bright  days  rerievs ; 
SeesGaaia's  sails»  that  irst  to  India  bore, 
laawfal  hope»  evanish  from  tbeshere; 
Sees  froai  the  silken  regtons  of  the  ttom 
What  fleelB  of  gay  trianophant  vanes  retain! 
What  heroes*  plumed  wHh  oooqnest,  proodly  bring 
The  eastern  soepties  to  the  Lnrian  luag ! 
When  sadden,  rising  <m  the  evening  gale, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  ooeen's  aMmnnrs  vsil. 
And  every  brcexe  repeat  the  woeAil  tale. 
How  bovM,  how  fall  prood  Lisboa's  naval  throne — 
Ah  Heaven,  how  cold  the  bodti^  thooghte  rwh  on ! 
Methinks  I  hear  the  shades  that  hover  roond 
Of  English  heroes  heave  the  sigh  profoand. 
Prophetic  of  the  kindred  fiue  that  lowers 
O'er  Albiofi^s  ieets  and  London^s  ptondest  towers. 

Broad  was  the  firm  bas'd  structars,  and  sublime, 
That  Gana  fondly  rearM  on  India's  clime: 
On  justice  and  beoevolenoe  be  plac*d 
lu  pond'rons  weight,  a»d  warlike  trophies  grac'd 
Its  mountain  turrets ;  and  o'er  Asia  wide 
Great  Albuquerk  "  lenown'd,  its  gen'roos  pride. 
The  injur'd  native  sought  its  friendly  shade, 
And  India's  princes  bless'd  its  powerftal  aid; 
Till  from  cofTupled  passion's  basest  hour 
Kose  the  drsad  demon  of  tyfaonio  power. 
Sampayo*s  heart,  where  dauntless  valour  reign'd. 
And  counsel,  deep,  she  seiz'd  and  tbul  profiui'd. 
Then  the  straight  road  where  sacred  justice  leads. 
Where  for  its  Righted  compact  honour  bleeds, 
Was  left,  and  holy  patriot  zeal  gave  place 
To  lust  of  gold  and  self-devotion  base : 
Deceitful  art  the  chieTs  sole  guide  beoame. 
And  breach  of  faith  was  wisdom ;  slaughter,  fame. 
Yet  though  from  far  his  hawk-eye  mark'd  its  prey. 
Soon  tbrongh  the  rocks  that  cross'd  his  crooked  way. 
As  a  toil'd  bull  fierody  be  stumbled  on. 
Till  low  he  lay,  disbooonr'd  and  o'erthrown. 

Others,  without  his  valour  or  his  art. 
With  all  his  interested  rays  of  heait, 
FoUow'd,  as  blighting  masts  on  Gama's  toil. 
And  uodermitt'd  and  rent  the  mighty  pile ; 
Convulsions  dread  its  deep  foundations  tore ; 
Its  beuding  head  the  scath  of  lightniag  bore : 
Its  fallen  turrets  desolation  spread ; 
And  from  its  foithless  shade  in  horrour  fled 
The  native  tribes— yet  not  at  onoe  subdued ; 
lu  pristine  strength  long  stormson  storms  withstood  i 
A  Nonio*8  justice^  and  a  Castro's  sword. 
Oft  rais'd  its  turrets,  and  its  dread  restored. 
Yet,  like  the  sunshine  of  a  winter's  day 
On  Norway's  coast,  soon  died  the  transient  ray. 


"  Atboqnerk,  Sampayo,  Nunio,  Castro,  are  dis- 
tinguished characters  in  the  Liviad,  and  in  the 
history  of  Portuguese  Asia. 


A  tfMMt  rMS^  who  #«rB^  an  oomtoy '\  oaM, 
Dm  la  iatrsacfa  themselves  tiMir  only  aiaa  ; 
With  lust  ci  rafioe  fover'd  and  athint. 
With  the  nahalWw'd  rageef  gain  acenn'd; 
Agahwteach  spring  of  actiea,  en  the  Ixiaai, 
For  wisest  ends,  by  Natare's  hawl  imfwii^d. 
Stem  war  they  ireg'd;  and  Mindly  #ccb'<  i 
On  brutal  dinad,  Io  Ax  their  ct«el  throna. 
The  wise  a»d  «Bo4  with  iodignatieo  irM, 
Silent  horn  their  nnhaUQar*d  beasd  retires 
The  base  and  cnoning  etay'd,  and,  slavas  a!Pe«*d, 
Subm'iss  to  ev'ry  insult  sailing  bow'd. 
YK  while  they  smii'd  and  bawM  t^  al^eet  head. 
In  chaiM  uafiBlt  their  tyrant  lords  they  led  ^ 
Their  avarioe,  watching  as  a  bird  of  pcvy. 
O'er  every  weakness,  o'er  ea^  viee  bcM avaj; 
Till  secret  art  assum'd  the  thwartiag  Cace, 
And  dictaU  boldi  and  mtn  a»d  diq|mce 
Closed  the  unworthy  scene.    Now  trasBpied  low 
Beneath  the  iqjur'd  native,  and  the  foe 
Fixjm  Belgia  kir'd  by  India's  costly  prey. 
Thy  glorious  stmclure.  Game,  praeMa  lay  j 
And  lies  in  desolated  awfal  gloom. 
Dread  and  instructive  as  a  rain'd  tomb. 

Nor  less  on  TagoNi  thaa  on  India*s  oom^ 
Was  ancient  Lusian  virtue  stain'd  and  loat : 
On  rage's  banks,  heroic  ardour's  foes, 
A  soft,  luxurious,  tinacl'd  race,  arose; 
Of  lofty  boaslful  look  and  pompaos  shov. 
Triumphant tyimnU  o*cr  the  wenk  end  low: 
Yet  wildly  starting  from  the  gamiag  board 
At  ev'ry  distant  brandish  of  the  sword  ; 
Already  conqiier'd  by  anoertain  dread. 
Imploring  peace  with  foeble  hands  out-spread ; — 
Such  peace  as  trembling  suppliants  still  obtain. 
Such  peace  they  found  beneath  the  yoke  of  Spain; 
And  the  wide  empires  of  the  eeet  no  aioro 
PourM  their  redundant  boms  on  Iieboa*sshote. 

Alas,  my  friend,  how  vain  the  foirest  boaai 
Of  human  pride !  hew  soon  b  empire  loot! 
The  pile  by  ages  rear'd  to  awe  the  world. 
By  one  degenerate  race  to  rain  hurl*d ! 
And  shall  the  Briton  view  that  downward  race 
With  eye  unoiov'd,  and  no  sad  likenem  trace ! 
Ah,  Heaven!  in  ev'ry  scene,  by  mem'ry  brao^it, 
Mv  fading  country  rushes  on  my  thought. 

From  lisboa  now  the  frequent  vesper  bdl 
Vibrates  o*erTago's  stream  with  soiemn  knelL 
Tum'd  by  the  call  ray  pensive  eye  surveys 
That  mighty  scene  of  hist'ry's  shame  and  pmiae. 
Methinks  I  hear  the  yells  of  b<)rrour  rise 
From  slaughter'd  thousands  shriekmg  *i  tothe  akiei. 


*'  Before  the  total  declension  of  the  Portngwse 
in  Asia,  and  while  they  were  aakject  to  Spain,  the 
principal  people,  says  the  histnrtan  Faria,  who 
were  nsostly  a  mixed  race  bom  in  India,  loei  all 
afl'tKTtion  for  the  mother  country,  nor  had  any  re- 
gard  for  any  of  the  provmces,  where  they  were 
only  sons  of  strangers:  and  present  emoluaieDt 
became  tbeir  sole  object. 

>3  Besides  the  total  slaughtcrofthe  Moon  at  the 
taking  of  Lbbon,  other  massacres  have  tfeibed  the 
streets  of  that  city  in  blood.  King  Fernando^  sur- 
named  the  Careless,  was  driven  from  Lisbon  by  a 
bloody  insurrection,  headed  by  one  Velaaqaex,  a 
tailor.  Some  time  after,  on  the  death  of  Feraan* 
do,  Adeyro,  the  queen's  fovourite,  was  stobhed  it 
her  presence,  the  bishop  of  iiihen  was  throwmftali 
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U  factions  rage«P  WiaJedl  fd  ^yow        [gore 
iolIM  ibeir  dire  chariot  wbeeb  tkroai;^  ttreams  of 
^ow  throbs  of  other  gl^v  mj  mmI  enploj; 
[  hear  the  triamph  dt  a  tatioi**  jof  "^t 
Prom  bondage  rescu'd  and  the  foreign  sword, 
\nd  indepemlesoe  mad  the  throne  re8tor*d  ! 

Hark,  what  low  somid  froM  Cintra's  rock !  the  air 
rrembles  with  barront;  hunting  lighUiings  glare  $ 
Shrill  crows  the  cock,  the  dog|i  give  dismal  jt\i; 
^nd  with  the  whirlwind's  roar  full  comes  the  swell ; 
Cuovolsive  staggers  rock  th*  eternal  gronnd, 
Aiid  heave  the  Tagus  fro«i  bis  b*^  ^irofovad  ; 
A  dark  red  cloud  the  towers  of  Lieboa  veils ; 
Ah  Heaven,  what  dreadfiil  groan  !  the  rising  gfllet 
Bring  light ;  and  Lisboa  smoking  in  the  dost 
Lies  faH'n^^The  wide-spread  nikis,  stili  MgHi; 
Still  show  the  footeteps  where  the  drcadM  God 
Of  earthquake,  cloth 'd  in  howUng  darkaess,  trod ; 
Where  mid  fool  weeds  the  heaps  of  marble  tell 
From  what  proud  height  the  spacions  temples  fell; 
And  penury  and  skith  of  sr|aalid  mied 
Beneath  the  roofless  palace  walls  >s  are  aeea 
In  savage  hovels,  Where  tbe  tapst^ried  iodr 
Was  trod  by  nobles  and  by  Ungs  belbre : 
How  like,  alas !  her  Indian  empire's  state! 
How  like  the  city's  and  the  natkMi's  fate  f 
Yet  time  points  forward  to  a  brighter  day ; 
Points  to  tbe  domes  that  stretch  their  fair  amy 
Through  the  brown  rains,  lifting  to  the  sky 
A  loftier  brow  and  mien  of  promise  high ; 
Points  to  the  river-sbore,  where  wide  and  grand 
The  courts  of  commerce  and  her  walks  expand, 
As  an  imperial  palace  *^  to  retain 
The  universal  queen,  and  fix  her  reign ; 
Where  pleased  she  bears  the  groaning  oar 
By  magazines  and  arsenals  mounded  round. 


the  tower  of  his  own  eatiiedral,  and  the  massacre 
of  all  the  queen's  adherents  became  general ;  and 
many  wera  murdered  under  that  pretence,  by  those 
who  had  an  emnity  against  them.  In  1 505  be- 
tween two  and  three  thousand  Jews  were  massacred 
in  Lisbon  in  the  space  of  three  da3^  and  many 
Christians  were  also  murdered  by  their  private  ene* 
mies  under  a  similar  pretence  that  they  were  of  the 
Hebrew  race.  Thousands  flocked  in  from  tbe 
country  to  assist  in  their  destruction,  and  the  crews 
of  some  French  and  Dutch  ships  then  in  the  river, 
says  Osorioos,  were  particulariy  active  in  mnrder- 
hig  and  plundering. 

■4  When  the  Spanish  yoke  was  thrown  ofl^  and 
the  .duke  of  Braganta  ascended  the  throne  under 
the  title  of  John  IV.  This  is  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable events  in  history,  and  does  tbe  Poitu- 
guess  nation  infinite  honour. 

*'  This  description  js  literally  just  Wliole  fa- 
milies, of  all  ages,  are  every  where  seen  among  the 
ruins,  the  only  covering  of  their  habitations  being 
ragged  fragments  of  sail  cloth ;  and  their  common 
bed  dirty  straw.  The  magnificent  and  extensive 
ruins  of  tbe  palace  of  Braganza  contain  several 
hundreds  of  these  idle  people,  much  more  wretched 
in  their  appearance  than  the  gipsies  of  England. 

'•  The  Praza  de  Commeroio,  or  Forum  of  Com- 
merce, is  one  of  the  largest  and  most  magnificent 
squares  m  Europe.  Three  sides  consist  of  the  Ex- 
change and  the  public  offices ;  tbe  fourth  is  formed 
by  tbe  Tagus,  which  is  here  edged  by  an  extensive 
and  noble  wharf,  built  of  coarse  marble. 


Whose  yet  mifinished  granJpnr  piMdIy  I 
The  fairest  bope^  either  India's  ooasta. 
And  bids  tbe  Muse's  eye  in  vision  roam 
Through  mighty  scenes  in  afis  king  la  oome. 

Forove,€iiir  Thames,  tbe  song  of  truth,  tbatpny» 
To  Tago**  emprosB  stranm  superior  pctise  f 
O'er  every  vanatfol  river  bt  it  thine 
To  boast  the  guardian  thicM  of  laws  divine^ 
But  yield  to  Tmgm  aU  the  sovereign  state 
By  Nature's  ftfl  besltfw'd  and  partial  fata» 
The  sea-Ulw  port  tmd  central  sway  to  pour 
Her  fleets,  by  happiest  course,  on  ev'ry  shore. 

When  ftom  the  sleep  of  ages  dark  and  dread^ 
Thy  gonins.  Commerce,  rear'd  her  infant  bead. 
Her  cradle  Mand  oo  Tago's  lap  she  chose,    , 
And  soon  to  wond'riag  childhood  sprightly  roae  ) 
And  when  to  green  and  youthful  rigour  grown. 
On  Tago's  breait  she  fix'd  her  central  throne; 
Vme  fironi  the  hnrricaae's  nsistlen  sweep 
That  tears  with  thundering  rage  the  Carib  deepi 
Far  from  the  foul-wiafc'd  winter  that  deforms 
And  rolls  the  northern  main  wHh  storms  oo  storms; 
Beneath  salubrious  skies,  to  sumoMr  gales 
She  gives  the  vent'rous  and  retoraing  sails : 
llie  smiling  isles,  named  Fortunate  ^old. 
First  on  her  Ocean's  bosom  fiur  unfold : 
Thy  world,  Cohtmbus,  spreads  its  various  brcMt, 
Proud  to  be  first  by  I^sboa's  waves  caress*d  ; 
And  Afric  woes  and  leads  her  easy  way 
To  tbe  fahr  regions  of  the  rising  day. 
If  Turkey's  drugs  invite  or  silken  pride, 
Thy  straits,  Alcidaa,  give  the  ready  tide ; 
And  torn  the  prow,  and  soon  each  shore  expands 
From  Gallia's  coast  to  Europe's  northern  lands. 

When  Heav'n  decreed  low  to  the  dust  to  bring 
That  lofty  oak  '7,  Assyria's  boastful  king. 
Deep,  said  the  angel-voice,  the  rgots  secure 
With  bands  of  hnm,  and  let  tbe  lifo  endnre; 
For  yet  his  head  shall  ri.^e. — And  deep  remain 
The  living  roots  of  Lisboa^s  ancient  reign ; 
Deep  in  the  castled  i^Ies  on  Asia's  strand. 
And  firm  in  foir  Brazilia's  wealthy  land. 
And  say,  while  ages  roll  their  length*brag  train. 
Shall  Nature's  gifts  to  Tagus  still  prove  vain, 
An  idle  waste  1— A  dawn  of  brightest  ray 
Has  boldly  promis'd  the  returning  day 
Of  Lisboa*s  honours,  fairer  than  her  prime 
Lost  by  a  rude  unletter'd  age's  crime- 
Now  Heaven-taught  science  and  her  lihtml  band 
IDf  arts,  and  dictates  by  experienea  pi%nn*d. 
Beneath  the  smiles  of  a  benignant  queen 
Boast  the  foir  opening  of  a  reign  senne^. 
Of  omen  high.-*  And  C^moens*  ghost  no  mane 
Wails  the  neglected  Muse  on  Typo's  shore; 
No  more  his  tears  the  barb'rous  age  upbraid  t  • 
His  griefs  and  wrongs  ail  aooth'd,  his  happy  sbadr 


'7  See  Daniel,  c  iv. 

*'  Alludes  to  the  ettaM'nliaieiit  of  the  BoyaP 
Academy  of  Lisboa  in  May  1780,  under  the  presi- 
dency of  the  most  iHnatrious  prince  don  John  of 
Braganza,  duke  of  Lafoens,  kc  See,  he  Theao* 
tbor  was  present  at  theoeremonyof  ilscomnnnee^ 
ment,  and  had  the  honour  to  be  admitted  a  mem* 
her. 

'9  Camoens,  the  flnt  poet  of  Portugal,  published 
bis  Lusiad  at  a  time  of  the  deepest  declension  of 
public  virtue,  when  the  Portuguese  empire  in  India 
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BebeM  th'  Ulysses  *<>  of  his  age  retnrn 

To  Tag&%  banks ;  and  earnest  to  Morn 

The  hero's  brows,  he  weaves  the  Elysian  crown. 

What  time  the  lettered  chiefs  of  old  renown. 

And  patriot  heroes,  in  the  Elysian  bowers 

Shall  hail  Braganza !  Of  the  fairest  flowers 

Of  Helicon,  entwinM  with  laurel  leaves 

From  Maxen  field,  the  deathless  wreath  he  weaves; 

Anxious  alone,  nor  be  his  vows  in  vain. 

That  long  his  toil  unflnish'd  may  remain  \ 

The  view  hon  (fateful  to  the  liberal  mind. 
Whose  glow  of  heart  embraces  human  kind, 
To  see  a  nation  rise  !  But  ah,  my  friend. 
How  dire  the  pangs  to  mark  our  own  descend ! 
With  ample  pow'rs  from  ruin  still  to  save. 
Yet  as  a  vessel  on  the  furious  wave,  • 
Through  sunken  rocks  and  rav'iious  whirlpools  tost. 
Each  powV  to  save  in  counter-action  lost. 
Where,  whilecombiningstorms  the  decks  overwhelm. 
Timidity  slow  faulters  at  the  helm. 
The  crew,  in  mutiny,  from  ev'ry  mast 
Tearing  its  strength,  and  yielding  to  the  blast ; 
By  factiob*s  steni  and  gloomy  lust  of  change. 
And  selfish  rage  inspired  and  dark  revenge — 
Nor  ween,  my  friend,  that  feivouring  fate  forebodes 
,  That  Albion's  sUte,  the  toil  of  demi-gods, 
Fpom  ancient  manners  pure,  through  ages  long,* 
And  from  unnumberM  friendly  aspects  sprung, 
When  poison'd  at  the  heart  its  soul  expires. 
Shall  e'er  again  resume  its  gen'rous  fires : 
No  future  day  may  such  fair  frame  restore : 
When  Albion  falls,  she  falls  to  rise  no  more ! 


STANZAS, 

ADDaXSSBD  Ta  A  TOOMG  LAST  milMOlIS  OP  BOTANY. 

Sav,  gentle  lady  of  the  bower. 
For  thou,  though  young,  art  wise, 

And  known  to  tliee  is  ev'ry  flower 
Beneath  our  milder  skies : 

totaHy  n^l«cted,  and  all  was  luxury  and  imbe- 
cility at  home.  At  the  eod  of  books  v.  and  vii. 
of  bis  Luaiad,  he  severely  upbraids  the  nobility  fr>r 
their  barbarous  ignorance.  He  died  neglected  in 
aworkbooK,  a  few  months  before  his  country  fell 
under  ^e  ypke  of  Philip  II.  of  Spain,  whose  policy^ 
in  Portugal  was  of  the  same  kind  with  that  which 
he  exercised  in  the  Netherlands,  endeavouring  to 
secure  submission  by  aeverity,  with  the  view  of  re- 
ducing them  beneath  the  poesibility  of  a  success- 
ful revolt 

2<*  This  title  is  given  by  the  Portuguese  historians 
to  don  John,  one  of  the  younger  sons  of  John  I.  of 
Portugal,  who  had  visited  every  court  of  Europe 
The  same  title  is  no  less  due  to  the  present  illus- 
trious descendant  of  bis  family,  the  dyke  of  La- 
foens.     His  crace.  wlio  has  within  these  few  vears 


Say,  which  the  plant  of 
And  lovely  mien  combined, 

That  fittest  to  the  pensive  eye 
Displays  the  vnrtnoos  mini  ? 


dye. 


I  sought  the  groves  where  innocence 
Methoogbt  might  long  reside ; 

But  April's  blossoms  banishM  thence. 
Gave  summer.  Flora's  pride. 

I  sought  the  garden's  bbatted  haunt. 

But  on  the  gay  parterre 
Carnations  glow,  and  tolipt  flatmt. 

No  humble  flow*ret  there. 

"  The  flow'r  you  seek,"  the  nymph  r^ies, 
"  Has  bow'd  the  languid  head ; 

For  on  Its  bloom  the  blazing  skies 
Their  sultry  rage  have  shod. 

<*  'T  is  now  the  downward  withering  day 

Of  winter's  doll  presage^ 
That  seeks  not  where  the  dog-star's  ray 

Has  shed  his  fiercest  rage. 

'«  Yet  search  yon  shade,  obscure,  fbrlom. 
Where  rude  the  bramble  grows ; 

There,  shaded  by  the  humble  thorn. 
The  lingering  primrose  blows." 


PASSING  THE  BRIDGE  OF  ALCANTRA, 

NEAR  LISBON, 

WHttB  CAMOKNS  IS  aEPOrTO)  TO  HAVE  CHOSKN  HIS  STA- 
TION, WRKN  AGS  AMD  NaCESSlTT  COMrEU.BD  HUt  IV 
lEO  BUI  DAICY  SUSTEMANCB. 

Oft  as  at  pensive  eve  I  pass  the  brook 
Where  lisboa's  Maro,  old  and  suppliant,  stood. 
Fancy  his  injur'd  eld  and  sorrows  rode 
Brought  to  my' view.    T  was  night :  with  cheer- 
less look 
Metbought  he  t>ow'd  the  head  in  languid  mood. 
As  pale  wilk  penury  in  darkling  nook 
Fori6m  be  watch'd.    Sudden  the  skies  partook 
A  mantling  blaze,  and  wariike  forms  intrude. 
Here  Gama*s  semblance  braves  the  boiling  maia. 
And  Luaitania^s  warrioip  hori  the  spear ; 
But  whence  that  flood  of  light  that  bids  them  rear 
Their  lofty  brows  ?  From  thy  neglected  stratii, 
Camoens,  unseen  by  vulgar  eye  it  flows ;       [^owes. 
That  glorious  blaze,  to  thee,  thy  thankless  country 
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ik>  Sbakspewre't  page,  tbe  flow*r  of  poesy, 
Bre  Garrick  rote,  had  charms  for  ev*ry  eye : 
T  was  Nature's  geouioe  image  wild  and  grand, 
rhe  stnmg  mark*d  picture  of  a  master's  hand. 

But  when  his  Qarrick,  Nature's  Pallas,  came, 
rhe  bard's  bold  painting  burst  into  a  flame  : 
Each  part  new  force  and  vital  warmth  receiv'd, 
Ss  touchM  by  Heay'n^and  all  the  picture  liv'd. 


SYR  MARTYN: 

A  FOIM,  IK  THE  MANVEB  OP  8PBN8UU 

ADTERTIBBMBNT. 

This  attempt  in  the  manner  of  Spenser  was  first 
published  in  1767,  since  which  time  it  has  passed 
through  some  editioos  under  the  title  of  The  Con- 
cubine; a  title  which,  it  must  be  confessed,  con- 
veyed a  very  improper  idea  both  of  the  subject 
and  spirit  of  the  poem.  It  is  now  mofe  properly 
entitled  Syr  Martyn,  and  the  author  is  happy  to 
find  that  the  public  i^probation  of  the  work  has 
given  him  an  opportunity  to  alter  its  name  so 
much  to  advantage. 

Tlie  first  publication  was  not  accompanied  with 
any  prefatory  address,  by  which  either  the  inten- 
tion of  the  writer  might  be  explained,  or  the  can- 
dour of  the  reader  solicited.  To  solicit  candour 
for  the  poetical  execution  he-  still  declines,  for 
taste  is  not  to  be  bribed  ;  but  perhaps  justice  to 
himself  may  require  some  explanation  of  his  de- 
sign, and  some  apology  for  his  use  of  the  manner 
of  Spenser. 

It  is  an  established  maxim  in  criticism,  that  an 
interesting  moral  is  essential  to  a  good  poem.  The 
character  of  the  man  of  fortune  is  of  the  utmost 
importance  both  in  the  political  and  moral  world : 
to  throw,  therefore,  a  just  ridicule  on  the  pursuits 
and  pleasures  which  citen  prove  fatal  to  the  im- 
portant virtues  of  the  gentleman,  must  afibrd  an 
interesting  moral,  but  it  is  the  management  of  the 
writer  which  alone  must  .render  it  striking.  Yet 
however  he  may  have  failed  in  attaining  this,  the 
author  may  decently  assert,  that  to  paint  false 
pleasure  as  it  is,  ridiculous  and  contemptible,  alike 
destructive  to  virtue  and  to  happiness,  was,  at 
least,  the  purpose  of  his  poem. 

It  is  also  an  established  maxim  in  criticism,  tliat 
the  subject  of  a  poem  should  be  one ;  that  every 
part  should  contribute  to  the  completion  of  one 
design,  which,  properly  pursued,  will  naturally, 
diffuse  itself  into  a  regular  beginning,  middle,  and 
end.  Yet  in  attaining  this  unity  of  the  whole,  the 
necessary  regularity  must  still  be  poetical,  for  the 
spirit  of  poetry  cannot  exist  under  the  shackles  of 
logical  or  mathematical  arrangement.  Or,  to  use 
the  words  of  a  very  eminent  critic,  "  As  there 
roost  needs  be  a  connection,  so  that  connection  will 
best  answer  its  end ;  and  the  purpose  of  the  writer, 
which,  whilst  it  leads  by  a  sure  train  of  thinking  to 
the  conclusion  in  view,  conceals  itself  all  the  while, 
and  leaves  to  the  reader  the  satisfiaction  of  supply- 
ing the  intermediate  Imks,  and  joining  togeUier, 
in  his  own  mind,  what  is  left  in  a  seeming  posture 
of  neglect  and  inconnection. ' ' 


If  therefore  the  delineation  of  the  character  of 
the  man  of  birth,  who,  with  every  advantage  of 
tiatural  abilities  and  amiable  disposition,  is  at  once 
lost  to  the  public  and  himself;  if  this  character 
has  its  begiuning,  n^iddle,  and  end,  the  poem  has 
all  the  unity  that  propriety  requires :  how  far  such 
unity  is  attained,  may  perhaps  t>e  seen  at  one 
view'  in  the  following  argument : 

After  an  invocation  to  th4  genius  of  Spenser,  and 
proposition  of  the  subject,  the  knight's  first  attach- 
ment to  his  concubine,  his  levity,  love  of  pleasure, 
and  dissipation,  with  the  influence  over  him  which 
on  this  she  assumes,  are  parts  which  undoubtedly 
constitute  a  just  beginning. 

The  effects  of  this  influence,  exemplified  in  the 
different  parts  of  a  gentleman's  relative  character 
— in  his  domestic  elegance  of  park,  gardens,  and 
house— in  his  unhappinedl  as  a  lover,  a  parent,  and 
a  man  of  letters — behaviour  as  a  master  to  his  te- 
nants, as  a  friend,  and  a  brother— and  in  his  fSsel- 
ings  in  his  hours  of  retirement  as  a  man  of  birth, 
ana  a  patriot,  naturally  complete  the  middle,  to 
which  an  allegorical  catastrophe  famishes  the  pro- 
per and  regular  end. 

Some  reasons,  perhapa;  may  be  expected  for 
having  adopted  the  manner  of  Spenser.    To  pro- 
pose a  general  use  of  it  were  indeed  highly  absurd ;   < 
yet  it  may  be  presumed  there  are  some  subjects 
on'which  it  may  be  used  with  advantage.   But  not 
to  enter  upon  any  formal  defence,  the  author  wiR 
only  say,  that  the  fulness  and  wantonness  of  dci- 
scription,  the  quaint  simplicity,  and  above  all,  the 
ludicrous,  of  which  the  antique  phraseology  and , 
manner  of  Spenser  are  so  happily  and  peculiariy  j 
susceptible,  inclined  him  to  esteem  it  not  solely  as  t 
the  best,  but  the  only  mode  of  composition  adapted 
to  his  subject.  _ 

CANTO  I. 

The  mirthful  bowres  and  flowry  dales 

Of  pleasures  faerie  land. 
Where  virtues  budds  are  blighted  as 

By  foul  enchanters  wand. 

AwAKX,  ye  west  windes,  through  tbe  lonely  dale. 
And,  fancy,  to  thy  faerie  bowre  betake ! 
Even  now,  with  balmie  freshnesse,  breathes  the  galc^ 
Dimpling  with  downy  wiog  the  stilly  lake ; 
Through  the  pale  willows  faultering  whispers  wake. 
And  evening  comes  with  locks  bedropt  with  dew; 
On  Desmonds  ■  mouldering  turrets  slowly  shake 
ThdHrembling  rie-grass  and  the  hare-bell  blue. 
And  ever  and  anon  faire  Mullas  plaints  renew. 

O  for  that  namelesse  powre  to  strike  mine  eare, 
That  powre  of  charroe  thy  naiads  once  possest. 
Melodious  Mulla !  when,  full  oft  wbyleare, 
Thy  gliding  murmurs  soothd  the  gentle  brest 
Of  haplesse  Spenser ;  long  irith  woes  opprest. 
Long  with  the  drowsie  patrons  smyles  decojrd. 
Till  m  thy  shades,  no  more  with  cares  distrest. 
No  more  with  painful  anxious  hqpes  aocloyd. 
The  sabbath  of  his  life  the  milde  good  man  eiyoyd: 

■  The  castle  of  the  earl  of  Desmond,  on  the 
banks  of  the  river  Mulla  in  Ireland,  was  sometime 
the  residence  of  Spenser,  the  place  where  he  wrote 
the  greatest  part  of  the  Faene  Queene. 
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Sojojnl  Mek  wWi;  wMle  rapt  id  Tmiit  blnst 
'  The  Mmet  wooed  htn,  whea  eme^  evmhig  grey 
Eaxaffoos  Ibocy,  from  her  wirdrebe  drest, 
Bwjaght  forth  her  iMrie  knight*  m  iheeii  arriy 
9r  fontat  edge  or  wellmg  fMoC,  where  lay, 
fkne  from  the  «Towd»  the  oreiewe  bard  suphie: 
Oh,  happy  man  !  how  nmooeaft  and  gay. 
How  mildly  peacefall  past  these  hooies  of  tinne  ! 
Ak !  oouM  a  sigh  araB,  laeh  fweete  calme  peace 
weremiaef 

Tat  oft,  as  pensive  throngh  tliese  lawns  I  stray, 
Uabiod^  traaspoits  through  my  bosome  swell  i 
With  pleasiDg  reverence  awd  mine  eyes  snrrey 
The  hallawed  shades  whera  Spenser  s)  rang  his  shell, 
The  traoka  still  mnrmvrs  thrsugh  the  ktSuhf  dell, 
gtill  threngh  the  woodlanAi  wild  and  bcanttoni  rise 
The  hilbgraen  laps;  still  from  har  mon-wUte  oeU 
Complaymng  aehaa  to  the  stockdof^  aghs^ 


vh*  Well  wQffby  vfews,'»i(aoth  1,  "riienl 
^   But  ceitcs^  lew  wonM  I  see  and  bear. 
How,  oft,  the  gentle  flaot  of  genersoB  gi 
4nd-  nsiffesl  Meom  no  ripend  froit  w9f  bear 
Oft  hare  I  shed,  perdie,  the  bitter  tenr 
To  see  the  shoots  of  rertoe  shrink  and  dy, 
Uotimely  blasted  in  the  soft  greene  eare : 
What  eril  bTight  thus  works  snch  Yillany, 
To  tell,  O  rererend  seer,  thy  prompt 


Then  come,  ye  Genii  of  the  place !  O 
Ye  wilde-wood  Bf  us*-  of  the  native  lay ! 
Ye  tvho  these  bancks  did  whilom  con«tant  loarnp 
And  round  your  Sptnuer  ever  gladsome  play  1 
Oh,  come  once  mors  !  and  with  your  magick  ray 
Tbeselawos  i  ransiarming.  raise  the  mystick  scent — 
The  lavns  already  own  yaur  vertual  sway, 
Proad  citys  nse,  with  seas  and  wildes  atweena ; 
In  one  enchanted  view  the  various  walks  of  man. 

Towrd  to  the  sky,  with  cliff  on  cliff  ypild, 
Fronting  the  Sudda,  a  rock  fantastic  rose ; 
From  every  rilt  tbe  pink  and  primrose  smild. 
And  redd  with  blossoms  hung  the  wildings  boughs; 
On  middle  cUff  each  flowry  abrub  that  blows 
On  Msycs  sweete  mome  a  frairrant  grove  displayd, 
Beanteous  and  wilde  as  ever  druid  chose ; 
From  whence  a  reverend  wizard  through  the  shade 
Advaunst  to  meet  my  sisps  ^  lor  here  me  seemd  1 
strayd. 

White  as  the  snow-drop  round  his  temples  6owd 
A  few  thtn  hairs ;  brisbc  in  his  eagle  eyt»  [glowd ; 
Meint  with   Heavens  lightning,  sooial  mildnesse 
Yet  when  him  list  queynt  was  his  leer  and  slie, 
Yet  wondvoos  distant  fWxn  malignitie ; 
For  still  his  smylv  did  foreibly  oKsolose 
Tbe  soul  of  worth  and  warm  hart-honestie : 
Such  winning  grace  as  age  but  rara  bewtoaps  f  raae. 
BweHon  bbckeeksand  lips,thoagli  Nke  IbewillMriog 

Of  sbyao  bhie  a  manCKng  robe  he  wove, 

A  porple  girdle  looeely  t^  his  wnist 

Enwoive  with  many  a  iowre  fbt>a  many  a  shors, 

And  half  conceald  and  half  reveald  bis  vest. 

His  veict  of  silk,  the  iierie  qneenes  behest 

What  time  slie  wooed  h*m  ere  his  head  waa  grey; 

A  lawrell  bough  he  held,  and  now  addvesl 

To  speech,  he  paints  it  to  the  many  way 

That  widaand  ferra  a^Hind  in  wildiut  psospaot  lay. 

"  YomikKng,^  qooth  he,  "  lo^  whero  at  thy  desira 

The  wilderness  of  IH«  entHnsive  Rea; 
The  path  of  hhistering  (hme  and  warilka  k% 
Of  scowling  powre  and  lean-booed  covetise. 
Of  thonghtlessc  mirth  and  follys  giddy  joys  ^    * 
And  whither  all  those  paths  illusive  end» 
All  these  at  my  command  didactick  rise. 
And  shift  obedient  as  mine  arm  I  bend." 
Hesaid,  and  to  the  field  did  straight  his  arm  extend. 


ttry/ 


<'Ahme1  how  litde  doe  mikinking  youtk 
Foresee  the  sorrowes  of  their  elder  age ! 
FVill  oft,"  qooth  he,  •«  my  bosom  melts  with  rath 
To  note  the  lollies  of  their  esriy  stage. 
Where  disripations  cap  foil  deepe  they  pledge; 
Ne  can  the  wizards  saws  dispene  to  fl'gbt 
The  ills  that  soon  will  warre  against  them  wage;, 
Ne  may  the  spellathat  lay  tbecharcb-jrarde  spr  g^ 
Prom  pleasures  servile  bands  release  tbe  lockks 
wighL 


nm. 


V 


**  This  truth  to  tell,  see  yonder  law 

Ao  ample  field  n/f  Britisb  dhne  I  w 

A  field  which  never  by  poetick  eyes 

Was  viewd  from  hence.    Thus,  though  the' 

Has  by  a  thousand  artists  peocild  beene. 

Some  other  may,  from  other  point  explwe* 

A  view  frill  dilferent,  yet  as  frmre  beseene : 

So  shall  these  lawns  present  one  lawnskepe  i 

For  certes  where  we  stand  stood  never  wigbt  befcre. 

**  In  yonder  dale  does  wonne  a  gentle  knl^h^-^^ 
Fleet  as  he  spake  still  rose  the  imagerie 
Of  all  he  told  depehiten  to  the  sight; 
It  was,  I  weet,  a  godlie  baronie : 
Beneath  a  greene- clad  hill,  right  fura  to  see^ 
The  castle  in  the  sunny  vale  ystood ; 
All  round  the  east  grew  many  a  sheltering  tree. 
And  on  the  west  a  dimpling  niver  flood        [wood. 
Ran  through  the  gardins  trim,  then  arqpt  into  the 
• 

«  How  sweetly  here,"  quoth  he,*  might  one  enpioj 
And  fill  with  worthy  deed  the  fleeting  boores  f 
What  pleasaonce  mote  a  learned  wight  enjoy 
Emong  the  hills  and  vales  and  shady  bowres. 
To  mark  how  buxom  Ceres  round  him  pooren 
The  hoary-headed  wheat,  the  fireckled  ooroe. 
The  bearded  bariie,  and  the  hopp  that  towres 
So  high,  and  with  his  bloom  salews  the  morae. 
And  with  the  orchard  vies  tbe  lawnskqpe  to  adnn 

**  The  fragrant  orchard,  where  her  golden  stors 

^mona  lashes  on  everie  tree, 

Hie  velvet-coated  peach,  the  pinrob  so  hore. 

The  nectrines  redd,  and  pippins  sheene  to  see. 

That  nod  in  everie  gal^  with  wanton  glee : 

How  happy  here  witif  Woodstocks  laughing  awaia 

And  Avons  bard  of  peerlesse  memorie 

To  saiuiter  throagh  the  dasie  whitened  plain,  [trahi. 

When  fancys  sweetest  impe  Dan  Spemer  jams  the 

'*  ffe  to  syr  Martjrn  bight  were  these  unknown ; 
Oft  by  the  brooke  his  infant  steps  they  led. 
And  oft  the  ftiys,  with  many  a  warbling  tooe 
And  laughing  shape,  stood  round  his  morning  bed: 
Such  happiness  bloomd  fair  around  his  head. 
Yet  though  his  mind  was  fbrmd  each  joy  to  taste. 
From  him^  alas !  dear  bomefelt  joyaunce  fled. 
Vain  meteors  stilt  his  cheated  arms  embraced ; 
Whereall  Memd  flowrie  gay.  belbuDd  admy  wwte. 
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"  J«8t  wliai  he  had  bk  df  Kkeettib  si 

Lured  by  the  fragraac»  of  the  newMMma  hej, 

As  esreloGse  sauitefinf  tbNMi^  tie  elm^fNieed 

He  with  his  book  beguiM  the  cUmoi;  da^,    [t 

Fhe  dairy-naid  hiffat  Katfario  friskd  tha*  wiiy  f 

K  rogruisb  tviDkikig  loak  the  gypsic  cast, 

Pqf  much  she  wishd  the  lemmaoa  pact  to  play ; 

^fathlesse  unheediiig  cm  bis  nay  be  past, 

^e  enteid  in  hit  heavt  or  wish  or  tiMiigbt 


<  Bight  phMnpsbe  was,  aad  niddie  gk>w*d  hereheck^ 
fler  easie  waste  in  aulch-white  boddice  dighft, 

fler  goldeo  locks  cwrld  dowa  her  shouldefB  sleek, 
^nd  batfe  her  hosome  hesviog  met  the  sight, 
(Whiles  gayly  she  acoosta  the  sober  wight : 
freedom  aad  giee  blythe  sparkliog  in  her  eye, 
A^ith  waqloa  merrimake  she  trips  the  kaight, 
kod  round  the  yoankling  makes  the  ck>rer  flye : 
3utsoon  he  starten  ap,  more  gaoDcaome  hgr  and  bQi. 

<  <  I  weei^'  quoth  she,  <  yow  tiuak  to  wiw  a  his^ 
3ut  cettes.  you  shaH  woo  and  staiie  ia  vain.* 
^ast  m  his  amies  be  caaght  her  tbea ywis; 

f fere  they  ikH  ;  bat  land  and  aagry  thca' 
}aB  ^he  of  shame  aad  haviour  Tiid  oomphau, 
Vhite  ha^fully  the  weetle»e hoy  did  loeh: 
¥ith  oumHag  smyles  she  ▼iewdbis  atwkward  paiaf 
Pbe  smyfo  he  caoght,  aad  eke  aew  ooarage  took, 
kndKathrisw  then  a  kiss^  pesdia^  did  gentbe  brook. 

*  FU»t  paasd  the  monfcha  eye  yet  the  giddy  boy 
>ne  thought  bestawd  on  whaft  would  surefy  be; 
}ut  well  his  aaat  perceiT'd  bis  daogeiona  toy, 
knd  sore  sbe  faard  be*  anadeat  &milie 
Ihould  npv  he  staiad  with  bbed  of  base  degree : 
'or  sooth  to  teU,  her  liefest  hearts,  delight 
Vbs  still  to  ooub£  her  pnncely  pedigree, 
lirough  hsrons  bold  all  up  to  Cadwall  bight, 
'hsaea  uptoTngaa  Brute  ysproQgof  Yenaa  bright. 

■  But,  zeakMM  to  ibrefend  her  geatle  race 
^rat  baadie  aaatchiag  with  pi  sb  siaa  bloud,  [giace, 
l^hole  nigto  she  schemd  to  sheane  ttuik  fbuH  dis- 
Lnd  Kathraia  bate  in  wondrous  wrafeh  she  wowd : 
ret  cooM  aha  not  with  eunaiBg  portaaoce  shroud, 
lo  aa  might  best  suooede  her  good  intent, 
)ut  ciept  bar  lemaaa  aad  vi\A  shit  aloud ; 
liat  sooo  she  should  her  gvaeeiesse  tfaewes  repeal^ 
md  Mapd  in  loag  white  sheet  helhee  the  p«iaoB 
shent." 

o  spake  tba  wisard,  aad  bis'hand  he  wavd, 
Lnd  prooapt  the  sceaerie  rose,  where  listless  lay 
"he  knight  in  shady  bowse,  by  streaailet  lavd, 
Vbile  r«hiloBse1a  sootbd  the  parting  day : 
lere  Ka^bhria  him  approachd  with  leaturea  gay, 
ind  all  her  store  of  Uandishments  and  wiles; 
"he  knight  was  toucbd— hot  sbe  with  soft  delay 
knd  gentle  teares  yUeada  her  languid  smiles^ 
uad  of  base  ftUsitie  th'  eaamourd  boy  seniles. 

doaad  theboy  hebdd  her  ready  teares, 

Lnd,  faultring  oft,  exelaima  with  wondring  star^ 

What  mean  these  sighs  ?  dispell  tbhie  ydte  feares ; 

ind,  confident  in  me,  thy  gnetM  dedaveb** 

'  Asdneed^**  quoth  die,  *' need  1  my  heart  to  baaw, 

Lnd  tellen  what  untold  well  koewne  mote  be? 

joat  b  my  frienda  good-will,  my  mothess  care— 

iy  3M>ii  d^eeatad-ak !  uahtippy  me !         [eltie." 

led;  ta  ynaa  aimta  felk  spigbt,  aad  wreaWhU  cvu* 


<*  My  anDtt»qttothhe,««lbrBOothshi«shecamviaDd^ 
No;  sooaersballyond  hill  fjTsake  his  place," 
He  laughing  said,  and  would  hare  caaght  bet  hand; 
Her  band  sbe  shifted  to  her  bhibberd  fece 
MTith  prudish  modestie,  and  sobd,  "  Alas  I 
Geant  me  your  boad^  or  else  on  yonder  tree 
Tbcae  silk'm  gaitets,  pledge  of  th^  embraoc. 
Ah,  welladay !  shall  bang  my  babe  and  me,  (thee.* 
And  ererie  aight  our  ghostea  shall  bring  alt  ifelLta 

Ythrilld  with  horror  gapd  the  wareless  wight. 
As  when,  aleft  on  wdl-slored  cherrie-tree, 
The  thievish  elih  beholds  with  pale  sAight 
The  gardner  near,  and  weets  not  where  to- flee: 
**  And  wiH  my  bond  forefend  tbilk  miserie  ? 
That  skott  thou  have;  aad  for  thy  peace  beside^ 
What  mote  I  more  ?  housekeeper  ahalt  thou  he*^— 
Aa  awfbll  oath  ibrthwith  bis  promise  tied,    [bride. 
And  Kathritt  was  as  blythe  as  ever  btylhesome 

His  aunt  fell  sick  for  very  dole  to  see 

Her  kindest  counsels  sconid,  and  sore  did  pine 

To  think  what  well  she  knew  would  shortly  be, 

Cadwflllins  blood  debasd  in  Kathrins  line; 

For  very  dole  she  died.    Oh  sad  propine, 

Syr  knight,  for  all  that  care  which  she  did  take! 

How  many  a  night,  for  coughs  and  colds  of  thhie. 

Has  she  sat  up,  rare  cordial  broths  to  make. 

And  cockerd  thee  so  kind  with  many  a  daintie  cak^! 


Soft  as  that 

Extaads  its  twinkliag  line  horn  spray  to  t^ny/ 
Gently  as  deep  the  weary  lids  invade^ 
So  soft,  so  gently  pleaaore  mines  her  way : 
But  whither  will  the  snnling  Aead  betray. 
Ah,  let  the  knights  approaching  days  declase ! 
Though  everie  bloome  and  iowre  of  buaumi  Ma^ 
Bestrew  her  path,  to  deserts  cold  and  bare 
The  mazy  path  betrays  the  giddy  wight  anwan* 

"  Ah !"  says  the  wizard,  "  what  may  now  avails 
His  manlie  sense  that  fairest  blossoms  bore, 
His  teoiper  gentle  as  the  whispering  gale. 
His  native  goodnesse,  and  his  vertuous  lore ! 
Now  through  bis  veins,  all  uninflamd  before, 
Th'  enchanted  cap  of  dissipation  bight 
Has  shedd,  with  subtil  stealth,  through  everie  pore, 
Its  giddy  poison,  brewd  with  magicke  might. 
Each  bttdd  of  gentle  worth  and  better  tlKmgbt  ta 
.      Wight 

*'  So  the  Canadian,  traind  in  drenr  wastea. 
To  ehase  the  foming  bore  and  foUow  deei^  , 
At  first  the  traders  bevera^  shylie  tastea; 
But  soon  with  headlong  rage,  unfelt  wbyleaie, 
Inflamd  be  lusts  for  the  delicious  cheer : 
So  bursts  the  boy  disdainful  of  restrent. 
Headlong  attonoe  into  the  wylde  career 
Of  jolUtie,  with  all  bis  mind  unbent,  [ipiot 

And  dull  and  yrksome  hangs  the  day  in  spprts  un- 

**'Hfm  fiy  the  waesal  seasons  wingdwith  glee^ 
Each  day  alRMrds  a  iioode  of  roring  joy ; 
The  springs  green  monthiycharmd  with  cocMngfiea, 
The  jolly  boroe-race  summers  grand  employ. 
His  barv^  sports  the  foxe  and  hare  dttirof  ; 
Bat  the  substantial  comforts  of  the  bowl 
Are  thhae,  O  Winter !  thine  to  fire  the  bey 
With  EaglandB  cause,  and  sw^  his  mightie  soul, 
TiB  disay  with  his  perei  about  the  itore  he  rowL 
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**  Nov  round  hit  doret  yiMuPd  on  ctoggs  of  wood 
Hang  many  a  badgers  tnoat  and  ftntea  tail. 
The  which  had  he  through  many  a  hedge  pertewd* 
Through  marsh,  through  meer,  dyke,  ditch,  and 
delve  and  dale :  [|Mde  -, 

To  bear  hi«  hair-breadth  tcapea  would  make  you 
Which  wdl  the  groome  bight  Patrick  can  relate, 
Wbileat  on  holidays  be  quafi  bis  ale ; 
And  not  one  etrcomstance  will  be  forgett, 
So  keen  the  braggard  chorle  is  on  his  bunting  sett. 

'*  Now  on  the  turf  the  knight  with  sparkling  eyes 
Beholds  the  springing  racers  sweep  the  ground ; 
Now  lightlie  by  the  post  the  foremost  6ies, 
And  ibondring  oo,  the  rattling  boofii  rebound ; 
The  cooners  groan,  the  cracking  whips  reaoond : 
And  gliding  with  the  gale  they  rush  along 
Bight  to  tbe  stand,  llie  knight  stares  wildly  ronod, 
And,  rising  oo  his  sell,  his  jocund  tongue 
Is  heard  above  the  noise  of  all  the  noisie  throng. 

**  While  thus  the  knight  persewd  the  sbaddow  joy, 
As  youthful  spiriu  tbougbtlesv>  led  the  way, 
Her  gilden  bats,  ah«  gilded  to  decoy  ! 
Kathrin  did  eve  and  room  before  him  lay, 
Watclifiill  to  please,  and  ever  klndiie  gay ; 
Till,  like  a  thing  bewitchd,  tbe  carulesse  wight 
KesigDS  himself  to  her  capricious  sway: 
Then  soon,  perdie,  was  never  charme-buund  spright 
In  necromancers  thrall  in  halfe  such  pitteous  plight. 

"  Her  end  accomplishd,  and  her  hopes  at  stay, 
What  need  her  now,  she  recks,  one  smyle  bestow ; 
Each  care  to  please  were  trouble  thrown  away, 
And  thriftlesse  waste,  with  many  maxims  moe. 
As,  What  were  she  tbe  better  d^d  she  so  ? 
She  coonff,  and  freely  sues  her  native  bent ; 
Yet  still  can  she  to  guard  his  thralidom  know, 
Thdugh  grimd  with  snoflT  in  tawdrie  gown  she  went. 
Though  peevish  were  her  spleen  and  rode  her  jol- 
liment. 

^'As  when  the  linnett  haib  the  balmie  mome. 
And  roving  through  the  trees  his  mattin  sings, 
Lively  with  joy,  till  on  a  lucklesse  thome 
He  lights,  where  to  his  feet  the  birdlime  clings ; 
Then  all  in  vain  he  flapps  bis  gaudie  wings^ 
The  more  he  flutters  still  the  more  ibredone : 
So  fares  it  with  the  knight :  e^ch  morning  brings 
His  deeper  thrall ;  ne  can  he  brawling  shun. 
For  Kathrin  was  his  thome  and  birdlime  both  in  one. 

**  Or,  when  atop  the  hoary  western  bill 
Tbe  ruddie  Snnne  appears  to  rest  his  chro. 
When  not  a  breese  disturbs  the  murmuring  rill. 
And  mildlie  warm  the  falling  dewes  begin, 
Tbe  gamesome  trout  then  shows  her  silverie  skin. 
As  wantonly  beneath  the  wave  she  glides, 
Watching  the  buzzing  flies,  that  never  blin. 
Then,  dropt  with  pearle  and  golde,  displays  her  sides, 
While  she  with  frequent  leape  the  (uffl^  streame 
divides. 

*<  On  the  greene  banck  a  truant  schoolboy  stands ; 
Well  has  the  urchin  markt  her  merry  play, 
An  ashen  rod  obeys  his  guUefnIl  hands. 
And  leads  tbe  mimick  fly  across  ber  wayj 
Askaunce,  with  wi<(tly  look  and  coy  delay. 
The  hungrie  trout  the  glitteraund  treachor  eyes, 
Semblaont  of  life,  with  speckled  wings  so  gay; 
Then,  slylio^nibbling,  pmdish  fiXMn  it  flies,   [prize. 
Till  with  a  bouncing  start  she  bites  the  truthless 


>:*:?. 


"  Ab,  then  tbe  yoonker  gives  tbe  fittdfbll  tvitch ; 

Struck  with  amaze  she  feels  the  hook  ypigtit 

Deepe  in  her  gills,  and,  plooging  where  the  beech 

Shaddows  the  poole,  she  runs  in  drvd  affirifht; 

In  vain  the  deepest  rock,  her  late  deight. 

In  vain  the  sedgy  Book  ibr  help  she  tries  ; 

The  langbing  elfe  now  curbs,  now  aids  ber  fltglst* 

Tbe  more  entangled  still  the  more  she  fliea. 

And  soon  amid  the  gra«  the  pafltin^  capiiye  Hck 

**  Where  BOW,  ah  pity!  where  that  sfirigfatiy  plsy. 

That  wanton  bounding,  and  exulting  joy. 

That  lately  welcomd  the  retoomii^  ray. 

When  by  the  riviett  bancks,  with  bloshes  ooy, 

April  waikd  forth— ab !  never  more  to  toy  - 

In  porting  streame,  she  pants,  she  gasps,  wad  ^es! 

Aye  me !  how  like  the  fortune  of  the  boy. 

His  days  of  retel  and  bis  nights  of  noise        fp™^ 

Have  left  him  now,  involvd,  his  ' 


^*  See  now  the  changes  that  attend  ber  swraj  ; 
The  parke  where  rural  elegance  had  placed 
Her  sweet  retreat,  where  cmming  art  did  plaj 
Her  happiest  fVeaks,  that  nature  undefiaod 
Receivd  new  charmes;  ah,  see,  how  foul  disgiatd 
Now  lies  tbiike  parke  so  sweetiie  wylde  afore ! 
Each  grove  and  bowery  walke  be  now  laid  vaate  ; 
The  bowling-greeoe  has  lost  its  shaven  Hore,    [dose. 
And  snowd  wkh  washing  suds  now  yawns  beaide  the 

"  All  round  the  borden  where  the  panaie  bIiM» 
Crocus,  and  polsranthus  specfcM  fine. 
And  dafibdils  in  fayre  confosioo  grew 
Emqng  the  rose-bush  roots  and  eglantine  ; 
These  now  their  place  to  cabbages  resign. 
And  tawdrie  pease  siq>ply  the  lillys  6te«d  ; 
Rough  artichokes  now  bristle  where  the  vikie 
Its  purple  clusters  round  the  whidows  spread. 
And  laisie  concumbers  on  dung  redine  the  bead. 

**  Tbe  fragrant  orchard,  once  the  summers  pride. 
Where  oft,  by  moonshine,  on  tbe  daisied  freeoe^ 
in  jovial  daunce,  or  tripping  side  by  aide, 
Pomona  and  her  buxom  nymphs  were  aecae  ; 
Or,  where  the  clear  canal  stretchd  out  atweese, 
Deffly  their  locks  with  blossomes  would  they  bnde ; 
Or,  resting  by  the  primrose  hillocks  sheene. 
Beneath  tbe  apple  boughs  and  walnut  rtiade. 
They  sung  their  loves  tie  while  tbe  fhiitage  gaily 
spread: 


"  Tbe  fiBgrant  orchard  at  bar  dire  i 

In  all  tbe  pride  of  blossome  strewd  the  piain ; 

The  hillocks  gently  rising  through  the  land 

Must  now  no  trace  of  natures  steps  retaini 

The  clear  canal,  the  mirrour  of  the  swain. 

And  bluish  lake  no  more  adorn  the  greene, 

Two  dnrty  watering  poods  akme  remain ; 

And  where  tbe  moss  floord  filbert  b'jvres  had  beenoh 

b  now  a  tomip  field  and  cow  yarde  nothing  deane. 

"  An  auncient  crone,  yclepd  by  honaewit«s  Thrift, 

All  tbb  devisd  for  trim  oeconomie ; 

But  cert<w  ever  from  her  birth  ber^ 

Of  elegance,  ill  fitts  ber  title  high: 

Coarse  were  her  looks,  yet  smoothe  her  conrtttic. 

Hoyden  her  shapes,  but  grave  was  her  attyrv 

And  ever  ftxton  trifles  was  her  eye ; 

And  still  she  plodden  found  the  kitdienfyre,  [srie. 

To  save  the  smallest  crombe  her  fdeBame  aodds> 
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«  Bow-bent  with  eld,  her  iteps  were  soft  mod  slow, 
Fast  at  her  side  «  boanch  of  keys  yhong. 
Dull  care  sat  brooding  oo  her  jealous  brow, 
Sagacious  proverbs  dropping  from  her  tongue : 
Vet  sparing  though  she  berae  her  guestes  emoog, 
Oitght  by  herself  that  she  mote  gormandise, 
11)6  foul  curmudgeon  would  have  that  ere  long. 
And  hardly  could  her  witt  her  gust  suffice ; 
Albee  in  varied  stream,  still  was  it  covetise. 

**  Dear  was  the  kindli^  love  which  Kathrin  bore 
This  crooked  ronion,  for  in  soothly  guise 
She  was  her  genius  and  her  counsellor : 
Now  cleanly  milking-pails  in  careful  wise 
Bedeck  each  room,  and  much  can  she  despise     / 
The  knights  complaints,  and  thriftlesse  judgment  iU: 
Eke  vei^  in  sales,  right  wondrous  cheap  she  buys. 
Parlour  and  bedroom  too  her  bargains  fill ; 
Thoagh  useless,  cheap  they  beene,  and  cheap  she 
purcbasd  still. 


'  His  tcmants  whilom  been  of  thriftie  kind, 
[)id  like  to  nog  and  worken  all  the  day, 
It  seedtime  never  were  they  left  behind, 
\nd  at  the  harvest  feast  still  first  did  play; 
ind  ever  at  the  terme  their  rents  did  pay, 
'or  well  they  kn^w  to  guide  their  rural  geer : 
VI i  in  a  row,  yclad  in  homespun  gray, 
Phey  marchd  to  church  eadi  Sunday  of  the  year, 
rheir  imps  yode  on  afore,  the  carles  brought  up 
the  rear. 

Ab,  happy  days !  but  now  no  longer  found: 
To  more  with  social  hospitable  glee 
'he  village  hearths  at  Christmas  tide  resound, 
fo  more  the  Whitsnn  gambol!  may  you  see, 
or  morrice  daunce,  nor  May  daye  joUitie, 
^hen  the  blytbe  maydens  foot  the  deawy  green ; 
ut  now,  in  place,  heart-sinking  penurie 
nd  hopelesse  care  on  every  face  is  seen, 
s  these  the  drery  times  of  curfeu  bell  had  been. 

For  <!verie  while,  with  thief-like  lounging  paoe, 
id  dark  of  look,  a  tawdrie  villain  came, 
uttering  aonae  words  with  serious-meaning  face, 
id  oo  the  ch'urch  dore  he  would  fix  their  name  ; 
len,  nolens  volens,  they  must  heed  the  same, 
id  quigbt  those  fieldes  their  yeomen  grandsires 

plowd  [fame, 

T  since  black  Edwards  days,  when,  crownd  with 
om  Cressie  field  the  knights  old  grandsire  prowd 
d  home  his  yeomandrie,  and  each  his  glebe  at- 

lowd. 
But  nom  the  orphan  sees  his  harvest  fielde 
neatb  the  gripe  of  laws  stem  rapine  fall, 
le  friendlesse  widow,  from  her  hearth  expelld, 
ithdrawi  to  some  poor  hutt  with  earthen  wall : 


"  Ne  may  grim  Saraceoe,  nor  Tartar  man, 
Sqch  ruthlesse  bondage  on  his  slave  impoee, 
As  Kathrin  oo  the  knight  full  deffly  can  i 
Ne  may  the  knight  escape,  or  cure  his  woes: 
As  he  who  dreami  he  climbs  some  mountains  brows, 
With  painful  struggling  up  the  steep  height  strains^ 
Anxious  he  pants  and  toils,  but  strength  foregoes 
His  feeble  limbs,  and  not  a  step  he  gains ;  [chains. 
So  toils  the  powrelesse  knight  beneath  his  servile 

"  His  lawyer  now  assumes  the  guardians  place ; 
Leamd  was  tbilk  clerk  in  deeds,  and  passing  slic; 
Slow  was  his  speeche,  and  solemn  was  his  fiice 
As  that  grave  bird  which  Athens  rankt  so  high; 
Pleasd  Dtillness  basking  itf  his  gloesie  eye, 
Thesmyle  would  oft  steal  through  his  native  phlegm; 
And  well  he  guards  syr  Martyns  propertie. 
Tin  not  one  peasant  dares  invade  the  game : 
NBut  certes,  seven  yeares  rent  was  soon  his  own  just 
claim. 

"  Now  mortgage  follows  mortgage:  cold  delay 
Still  yawns  on  everie  long-depending  case. 
The  knights  gay  bloome  the  while  slid  fast  away; 
Kathrin  the  while  brought  bantling  imps  apace; 
While  everie  day  renews  his  vile  disg^race, 
And  straitens  still  the  more  his  galling  thrall : 
See  now  what  scenes  his  household  hours  debase. 
And  rise  successive  in  his  cheeriesse  hall."     [call. 
So  spake  the  seer,  and  prompt  the  scene  obeyd  hit 

"  See,"  quoth  the  wizard,  "  how  with  foltering  mien. 

And  discomposd  yon  stranger  he  receives ; 

Lo,  how  with  sulkie  look,  and  moapt  with  spleen. 

His  frowning  mistresse  to  his  friend  behaves  ; 

In  vain  he  nods,  in  vain  his  hand  he  waves, 

Ne  will  she  heed,  ne  will  she  sign  obay ; 

Nor  comer  dark  his  awkward  blushes  saves, 

Ne  may  the  hearty  Uugb,  ne  features  gay : 

The  hearty  laugh,  perdie,  does  but  his  pain  betray. 

"  A  worthy  wight  his  friend  was  ever  known. 
Some  generous  cause  did  still  hb  lips  inspire; 
He  begs  the  knight  by  friendships  long  agone 
To  shelter  from  hu  lawyers  cruel  ire 
An  auncient  hinde,  around  whose  cheeriesse  fire 
Sat  grief,  and  pale  disease.    The  poor  mans  wroof 
Affects  the  knight :  his  inmost  harts  desire 
Gleams  through  his  eyes;  yet  all  confiis'd,  and  stung 
With  inward  pam,  he  looks,  and  silence  guaids  his 
tongue. 

"  See,  while  his  friend  entreats  and  urges  still. 
See,  how  with  sidelong  glaunce  and  haviour  shy 
He  steals  the  look  to  read  his  lemmans  will, 
WatchfuU  the  dawn  ot  an  assent  to  sow. 
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**  Trantportod  be  repeats  lier  cmntHMj^  vow. 
How  to  the  green  woda  shade,  betid*  wbateer, 
Sbft  with  her  baoithd  lov«  would  fearleMe  goe. 
And  tweet  would  be  with  him  the  hardest  cheer. 
*  O  Uearen  !*  he  sight,  <  what  blcMiags dwell  tincere 
]■  love  like  this  !*^Biit  insUnt  as  he  tighd, 
B«irfting  into  the  room,  loud  in  his  ear 
His  lemman  thooders,  *  Ah !  Ml  dole  betide 
The  girl  that  trbttt  in  OMa  before  the  beet  his  bride ! 


i  aome  lemman  of  a  whillling  song 
Delight  your  fancy  ?'  the  disdainful  cries ;  [throng. 
When  straight  her  imps  all  brawling  round  her 
And,  bleard  with  teares,  each  (ur  revenge  applies: 
UJm  cheife  in  ipleene  the  father  means  chastise. 
But  from  his  kindlie  band  she  saves  him  still  i 
Yet  for  no  foult,  anon,  in  furious  wi«e 
Yon  yellow  elfe  she  liule  spares  to  kill ;         [will. 
And  then»  next  breath,  does  all  to  coax  its  ttobbom 

**  Pale  as  the  ghotte  that  by  the  gleaming  Moon 
Withdraw!  the  i>urtain  of  the  murderers  bed, 
So  pale  and  cold  at  heart,  as  halfe  aswooo 
The  knight  stares  round  ;  yet  good  nor  bad  he  ted. 
Alas !  though  treuibling  anipiish  inward  bled. 
His  best  resolve  soon  as  a  meteor  dies : 
His  pratent  peace  and  ease  mote  chance  have  fled. 
He  deems;  and  yielding,  looks  most  wondrous  wise. 
As  from  himself  he  hop'd  h  is  griefand  shame  disguise. 

**  Woe  to  the  wight  whose  hated  home  no  more 

The  haMowd  temple  of  content  may  be ! 

While  now  his  days  abroad  with  groomes  he  wore, 

His  mistresse  with  her  liefest  companie, 

A  rude  unletterd  herd  !  with  dearest  glee, 

£i\)oys  e^cb  whisper  of  her  neighbours  shame; 

And  still  anott  the  flask  of  ratafie 

Improves  their  tal^et,  till  ceiles  not  a  name  [dame. 

Eicapai  their  blasting  tongue,  or  goody,  wench,  or 

**  One  evenmg  tide  as  with  her  crooes  she  tate. 
Making  sweete  tolace  of  some  scandal  I  new, 
^  boistrous  noise  came  thondring  at  the  gate, 
And  soon  a  sturdie  boy  approachd  in  view  ; 
With  gold  far  g  itteraund  were  his  vestments  bine 
And  pye-shapd  hat,  and  of  the  silver  sbeen 
An  huge  broad  buckle  glaunst  in  either  shoe,      v\v: 
And  rmmd  his  necke  an  India  kerchiefe  clean. 
And  in  his  hand  a  switch :  a  jolly  wight  I 


"  Farre  had  he  taild,  and  roamd  the  foamy  deepe, 
Where  ruddie  Phoebus  slacks  hit  firie  team ; 
(With  homing  golde  then  flamet  th*  ethereal  tteepe, 
And  oceant  wavet  like  molten  tilver  teem)  • 
Eke  had  he  teen,  with  dimond  glittering  beam,~ 
The  ttarre  of  mom  awake  the  roseate  day. 
While  yet  beneath  the  Moone  gld  Nilna  ttream 
Pale  through  the  land  reflectt  the  gleamy  ray. 
At  through  the  Midnight  tkyet  appearet  the  milky 
way. 

^  Through  the  Columbian  world,  and  verdant  itlet 
Unknown  to  Carthage,  had  he  frequent  tped : 
Kke  had  he  beene  where  flowry  tommer  tmilea 
At  Christmas  tide,  where  other  heavens  arespred. 
Besprent  with  ttarret  that  Newton  never  tad. 
Where  in  the  north  the  fun  of  noone  is  teene: 
Wherever  Hannoa  bold  ambition  led, 
\ll»erever  Gama  taild,  there  had  he  beene,  [qneene. 
Gama',  the  pearling  care  of  beaiityt  heavenly 

*  See  The  Luaiad. 


Eke  had  be  plied  the mwinad the c 
Where  bold  Neireh  yoong  Amatoaa  leet  did  goUe; 
A  task  to  dred  the  world-enbdoing  hott 
CnukI  not  another  for  tneh  fcatt  prmde : 
And  often  had  he  teen  that  ocean  wide 
Which  to  hit  wearie  bandt  thiike  yon^  did  any 
None  but  th'  immortal  godt  had  ever  tpyd  ; 
*  Which  tight,*  qnoth  he,  *  will  all  yoar  tofls  repay: 
That  none  OMite  aee  it  More  nb  h«  the  godt  4d 
prayV 

*<  Throngfa  thete  ontlaadish  thoret  and  oceans  dot 
Por  ten  long  teasons  did  the  vennkling  toil. 
Through  stormet,  through  traipests,  and  the  bai- 

telsfire. 
Through  told,  through  beat,  cbeerd  by  the  hope 

the  while 
Of  3ret  revisiting  his  natal  toil : 
And  oft,  when  flying  in  the  mootoon  gmle^. 
By  Abiopiat  coast  or  Javat  ile. 
When  glanndng  over  oceana  boaQfn  pale. 
The  thip  hung  on  the  wiada  with  broad  andateaiie 

tails 

**  Hung  on  the  wiadt  at  from  his  ayrie  flight. 
With  wide  tpred  wing  onmovd,  the  eagle  bcods. 
When,  on  old  Snowdona  brow  prepard  to  light. 
Sailing  the  liquid  tkye  he  tbeer  deaoeads : 
Thot  olt,  wh«B  rovmg  farre  as  wave  extmdt. 
The  seenes  of  promitt  blitt  would  warn  the  boy; 
To  meet  hit  bnitber  with  each  with  yblenda, 
Aiid  friendthipt  gkming  hopet  each  thoogfat  cm- 
ploy  j 
And  now  at  home  amvd  hit  heart  dilatea  with  joy. 

'*  Around  the  meadowt  and  the  parke  he  look^ 
To  tpy  the  ttreamlett  or  the  elm  tree  shade. 
Where  oft  at  eve,  beneath  the  cawmg  rooks. 
He  with  his  feres  in  mery  cbildboode  playd : 
But  all  was  changd ! — Unweetingly  dtsouiyd 
A  cold  foreboding  impulse  thrills  hit  breaat : 
And  who  but  Kathnn  now  it  deamly -frayd 
When  entering  in  the  kent  the  stranger  goeat : 
Then  with  tad  mien  the  roat^  and  kmdiie  him  cm- 
brett. 


"  Great  marvell  at  her  tolemn  cheer  be  i 
Then,  tobbing  deepe,  *  Glad  will  tyr  Martya  b^ 
Faire  tyr,  of  your  retoame,'  she  gently  taid ; 
*  But  what  mishap  !  oar  infont  fomilie. 
The  dearett  babet,  though  they  were  nought  to  me; 
That  ever  breathd,  are  laid  in  deadly  plight: 
What  shall  we  do  !~great  were  your  courtesia 
To  lodge  in  yonder  tenants  house  to  nigbi; 
The  skilfull  leacbe  forbids  that  noiae  my  babts 
thould  fright.' 

*'  Blunt  was  the  boy,  and  to  the  fanne-bonae  qigk 
To  wait  bis  brother,  at  her  bidding  farai^ 
Conducted  by  a  gottip  pert  and  sly: 
Rathrin  the  while  her  malengines  prepares. 
Now  gan  the  duske  suspend  the  plowmant  cares, 
When  fram  hit  rural  tportet  arrrvet  the  knight; 
Soon  with  hit  matet  the  jovial  bowl  he  abaret, 
Hit  hall  resounds ! — anraad  the  stranger  wight 
Arreads  it  all  as  done  to  bin  in  foil  deiqpight. 

For  this  speech  to  his  amy,  aad  psaytr  flf 
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**  Late  was  the  houre,  whenas  the  knight  was  touM 

Of  stranger  guest :  <  Go,  bid  him  welcome  here ; 

\Wbat  seeks  he  there  V  quoth  be.    *  Perdie,  what 

would 
You  seek  ?'  says  to  the  boy  the  messenger. 
*^To  see  the  kirght,*  quoth  be,  *  I  but  requere.* 
Syr  knight,  he  scomes  to  come/  the  servant  said. 
'  Go,  bid  him  still/  quoth  he,  '  to  welcome  cheer:' 
Bat  all  contrarywise  the  foytor  made,  [fed. 

Till  rage  enflamd  the  boy ;  and  still  his  rage  they 

"'Your  brother,'  quoth  the  hoetesse,  <  soon  will 
His  faire  estate}  and  certes,  well  I  read,      [waste 
He  weens  to  hold  your  patrimonic  fast*' 
Next  mome  a  lawyer  beene  ybrought  with  speed. 
And  wise  he  lookt,  and  wisely  shook  his  hede. 
Him  now  impowrd,  the  youUi  with  rage-ybient 
Vows  never  to  retoume ;  then  mounts  bis  steed. 
And  leaves  the  place  in  fancy  hugely  shent : 
All  which  to  Kalhrins  mind  gave  wondrous  great 
content*' 


CANTO  n. 

lo  oiuseAil  stoirod  syr  Martjm  rews  ur 

His  37oathedes  thoaghtlesse  stage ; 

Bat  dissipation  hannts  him  to 
Tbe  blossomes  of  old  age. 

Wm  gracefull  pause  awhile  the  wisard  stood, 
rhen  tbuA  resumd. — '*  As  be  whose  homeward  way 
Jes  through  the  windings  of  some  verdant  wood ; 
rh  rough  many  a  mazy  turn  and  arbour  gay 
le  sues  the  flowery  steps  of  jollie  May. 
Vhile  through  the  openings  many  a  lawnskepenew 
(ursts  on  bis  sight;  yet,  never  once  astray, 
till  bome  he  wends :  so  we  our  theme  pursue, 
Tirough  'many  a  bank  and  bowre  closie  following 
still  our  cue. 

Soothd  by  the  murmurs  of  a  plaintive  streame, 
wyld  romautic  dell  its  fragrance  shed ; 
ife  from  tbe  thonder  showre  and  scorching  beame 
heir  faerie  charmes  the  summer  bowres  displaid  i 
^yld  by  the  bancks  the  bashfiill  cowslips  spread, 
id  from  tbe  rock  above  each  ivied  seat 
)e  spotted  foxgloves  hung  the  purple  bead, 
id  lowlie  vilets  kist  the  wanderers  feet:     [sweet 
ire  never  Hyblas  bees  roovd  through  a  wilde  so 

As  winds  the  streamlet  surpentine  along, 
leads  a  solemn  walk  its  bowry  way, 
le  pale-leaved  palms  and  darker  limes  among, 
»  where  a  grotto  lone  and  secret  lay ; 
le  yellow  broome,  where  chirp  the  linnets  gay, 
aves  round  the  cave;  and  to  the  blue-streakd 


What  time  young  trantpoft  through  tbe  spirits  flow% 
When  nature  smyles  with  charmes  unseen  before. 
When  with  th'  unwonted  hopes  the  bosome  glows, 
While  wingd  with  whirlwind  speed  the  thoughts  ex* 

plore 
The  endlesse  wylde  of  joys  that  3roath  beholds  in  store* 

"  The  Dryads  of  the  place,  that  nurst  the  flowres, 
And  hung  the  dew-drop  in  the  hyacinths  bell. 
For  him  employd  their  virtue  breathing  powres. 
And  Cambrias  genius  bade  his  worth  excell : 
His  3routhful  breast  confess'd  the  wondrous  spell ; 
His  generous  temper  warmd  With  fajrre  design. 
The  friend  and  patriot  now  his  bosome  swell. 
The  lover  and  the  father  now  combine,  [join. 

And  smyling  visions  form,  where  bliss  and  honour 

"  Of  thes^lovd  soothings  this  the  lovd  retreat 
Must  novTno  more  with  dreams  of  bliss  decoy  ; 
Yet  here  be  liken  still  himself  to  meet, 
Though  woes,  a  gloomy  train,  his  thoughts  employ : 
'  Oh  lost  to  peace,'  be  sighs,  unhappy  boy  ! 

*  Oh  lost  to  every  worth  that  life  adorns !' 

*  Oh  lost  to  peace,  to  elegance,  and  joy  1' 

Th'  aerial  genius  of  the  cave  returns,      [mourns." 
Whiles  in  the  bubbling  rill  the  plaintive  Naiada 

Thus  as  he  spake  tbe  magic  lawnskepe  rose. 
The  ddl,  the  grotto,  and  tbe  broome-clad  hiU ; 
'*  See,"  quoth  the  wizard,  *<  where  the  knight  ba- 


An  honre  to  tbonght  and  reasons  whispers  still ; 
Whiles,  as  a  nightly  vision  boding  ill^ 
Seen  with  pale  glymps  by  lonely  wandering  swayue, 
Truth,  gleaming  thioagh  the  fbgs  of  biast  will. 
Frowns  on  him  steme,  and  honest  shame  ginsfayna 
In  her  reflective  glass  his  lifes  ignoble  stimine." 

**  His  earlie  hopes  she  shews  and  shews  againe: 

*  How  oft  hast  thou,*  she  cries, '  indignant  viewd 

The  titled  C3rpher  and  his  solemn  trains. 

The  busie  hce,  and  dull  solicitude. 

That,  ever  plodding  in  important  mood. 

Has  not  a  soul  to  reach  one  noble  aim, 

Nor  soul,  nor  wish — whose  vacant  mind  endewd 

With  not  one  talent,  yet  would  lewdly  claim 

For  his  vile  leaden  bust  the  sacred  wreath  of  fiunee 

'<  '  Who  to  the  patrons  lawrells  would  aspire, 

By  labouring  in  the  British  clime  to  rear 

Those  arts  that  quencht  prowd  Romas  partrictaa 

fire, 
And  bowd  her  prone  beneath  the  gothick  spear  ; 
Illustrious  cares !  befitting  patriot  peer  * 
lUlian  sing-flong  and  the  eunuchs  squall  \ 
Such  arts  tt  soothd  the  base  unmanly  ear 
Of  Greece  and  Persia  bending  to  their  fall » 
When  freedome  bled  unwept,  and    •cocd'A  wis 

glorys  call. 
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<*  '  How  blest,  ah  Keaveii!  soch  lelfe-approTing 

hoares, 
Such  Tiews  ftill  opening,  still  extending  higher, 
Cares  whence  the  state  derives  its  firmest  powres. 
And  scenes  where  friendship  sheds  her  purest  fire ; 
And  did,  ah  sfaame !  these  hopes  in  vain  exphre 
A  roomingdreame ! — As  lorn  the  spendthrift  stands, 
Who  soes  the  fieldes  bequeathd  him  by  his  sire. 
His  own  no  more,  now  reap'd  by  strangers  hands  ; 
So  latiguid  must  I  view  faire  honours  fertile  lands.' 

**  Silence  would  then  ensue ;  perhaps  reclind 
Ort  the  greene  margin  of  the  strcame  he  lay, 
While  softlie  stealing  on  the  languid  mind 
Th*  ideal  scene  would  hold  a  moments  sway. 
And  the  domestick  houre  all  smyles  display, 
Where  fixt  extreme  the  fbnd  discourse  inspires: 
Now  through  his  heart  would  glide  the  sprightlie  ray 
Where  married  love  bids  light  his  purest  fires. 
Where  elegance  presides,  and  wakes  the  young  de- 
sires. 

"  Strait  to  his  brawling  lemman  tunis  his  mind ; 
Shock*d  he  beholds  the  odious  colours  rite. 
Where  selfishnesse,  low  pride  and  spleen  combind. 
Bid  every  anguishd  thought  his  mate  despise, 
His  mate  unformd  for  sweete  affections  ties : 
Grovling,  indelicate— Stung  to  the  heart 
His  indignation  heaves  in  stifled  sight; 
But  soon  h«t  passion  bursts  with  saddea  start : 
Hit  cbiUreo  strike  hii  thoughts  with  lively  pienadt 
smart 

**  The  mothers  basenesse  in  their  deeds  he  sees. 
And  all  the  wounded  father  swells  his  breast: 
Snddein  he  leaves  the  cave  and  mantUng  trees. 
And  np  the  furzie  hill  his  footsteps  haste, 
While  tnllenly  he  soothes  hit  soul  to  rest : 
Meantime  the  opening  prospect  wide  he  gains. 
Where,  crownd  with  oake,  with  meadow  flowres 

ydrest. 
His  British  chaplet,  buxom  summer  reigns. 
And  waves  his  mantle  greone  farte  round  the  smyl- 

ing  plains. 

**  Still  as  he  slow  ascends,  the  bounteous  fanns, 
And  old  grey  towres  of  rural  churches  rise. 
The  fieldes  still  lengthening  shew  their  crowded 
In  fayre  perspective  and  in  richest  guise :  [charms, 
His  sweeping  scythe  the  white-tleevd  mower  plies, 
The  plowman  through  the  fisllow  guides  his  teame, 
Achisse  the  wheaten  fielde  the  milkmayde  hies. 
To  where  the  kine,  foreby  the  reedy  streame, 
With  firequent  lowe  to  plaine  of  their  full  udders 
seeme. 

**  See,  now  tt^e  knight  arrives  where  erst  an  oak 


The  darknmgpuMs  and  dewy  poplan  rise; 

Behind  the  wiolod  a  daik  and  heathy  lea. 

With  sheep  ftiire  spotted,  furre  extended  lies. 

With  here  and  there  a  lonlie  blasted  tree; 

And  from  betweea  two  hills  ^ypearsthedutkie  tea, 

"  Bright  through  the  fleeting  clouds  the  smmy  ray 
Shifts  oer  the  fieldes,  now  gilds  the  woody  dale. 
The  flockes  now  whiten,  now  the  ocean  bay 
Beneath  the  radiance  glistens  clear  and  pale  ; 
And  white  from  iarre  appears  the  frequent  tail 
By  traflick  spread.    Moord  where  the  land  divides. 
The  British  red-cross  waving  in  the  gale, 
Hulky  and  black,  a  gallant  warre  ship  rides» 
And  over  the  greene  wave  with  lordly  port  preaidet. 

"  Fixt  on  the  bulwark  of  the  British  po#fe 

Long  gazd  the  knight,  with  fivtfull  languid  air; 

Then  thus,  indulging  the  reflective  houre. 

Pours  fourth  his  soul :  '  Oh,  glorious  hsippy  care  ^ 

To  bid  Britannias  navies  greatly  dare. 

And  through  the  vassal  seas  triumphant  rd^ii* 

To  either  India  waft  victorious  warre, 

I'o  join  the  poles  in  trades  unbounded  chain. 

And  bid  the  British  throne  the  mighty  whole  s 


**  *  With  what  superior  lustre  and  command 
May  stedfast  zeal  in  Albtoos  senate  shine  ! 
What  glorious  laurells  court  the  patriots  hnad  ! 
How  base  the  hand  that  can  such  meed  deoline! 
And  was,  kind  fate!  .to  snatch  these  honours  mine! 
Yes !    gi'eene  iney  spred,  and  fayre  they  bloond 

for  me; 
Thy  birth  and  duty  bade  the  chief  be  thine  ; 
Oh  lost,  vain  trifler,  lost  in  each  degree ! 
Thy  country  never  tumd  her  hopeful  eyes  to  thee. 

"  '  Yet,  how  the  fielde  of  worth  luxurious  smiles  ' 
Nor  Afirick  yeilds,  nor  Chilys  earth  contaioa 
Such  funds  of  wealth  as  crown  the  plowman*  toSs, 
And  tinge  with  waving  gold  Britannias  plains ; 
Even  on  her  mountains  cheerful  plenty  reigns. 
And  wildly  grand  her  fleecy  wardrobe  spreads  : 
What  noble  meed  the  honest  statesman  gains. 
Who  through  these  publique  nerves  new  vigour 

sheds. 
And  bids  the  useful  artes  exalt  their  drooping  beads : 

"  '  Who,  foundiugon  the  plough  and  hamble  loocne. 
His  countrys  greatnesse,  sees,  on  every  tide. 
Her  fleets  the  umpire  of  the  world  assume. 
And  spread  her  justice  as  her  glories  vide^ 
Oh  wonder  of  the  world,  and  fairest  pride, 
Britannias  fleet!  how  long  shall  pity  mourn 
And  stain  thy  honours  ?  from  his  weeping  bride 
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*  Whatever  party  boasts  thy  glorious  name, 
>  thou  reservd  by  Htavens  benign  decree 
*o  blast  those  artes  that  quench  the  British  flame, 
Lnd  bid  the  meanest  of  the  land  be  free  ^ 
>h,  much  humantty  shall  owe  to  thee ! 
Lnd  shall  that  palm  unenvyd  still  remain! 
^ct  hear,  ye  lordlings,  each  sevcritie, 
Lnd  every  woe  the  labouring  tribe  sustain, 
Jpbraids  the  man  of  powre,  and  dims  his  honours 
vain.' 

'  While  thus  the  knights  long  smotherd  fires  broke 

forth, 
lie  rousing  musicke  of  the  home  he  hears 
Ihrill  echoing  through  the  wold ;  and  by  the  north 
Vliere  bends  the  hill,  the  soumfing  chase  appears; 
lie  hounds  with  glorious  peal  salute  hh  ears, 
Lnd  wood  and  dale  rebound  the  swelling  lay; 
"he  youths  on  coursers  fteet  as  fallow  deers 
'Our  through  the  downs,  while  foremost  of  the  fray ; 
Away!'   the  jolly  huntsman  cries;    and  echoe 

sounds,  *  Away !' 

'  Now  ban  the  beagles  sconrd  the  bushy  ground, 
111  where  a  bnx>ke  strays  hollow  through  the  bent, 
V^hen  all  coofusd,  and  snuffling  wyldlie  round, 
n  vain  tbeir  fretful!  haste  explord  the  scent: 
lut  Reynards  cunning  all  in  vain  was  spent ; 
^he  huntsman  from  his  stand  his  arts  had  spyd, 
lad  markt  his  doublings  and  his  shrewd  intent, 
low  both  the  baneks  he  traced,  then  backward  plyd 
lis  track  some  twentie  roods,  then  bounding  sproog 
(^>  aside. 

'  Eke  had  he  markt  where  to  the  broome  he  crept, 

Vhere,  hearkening  everie  sound,  an  hare  was  laid ; 

Phen  horn  the  thickest  bush  he  slylie  lept, 

knd  wary  scuds  along  the  hawtborne  shade, 

rill  by  the  hills  slant  foot  he  earths  his  head 

Imid  a  briarie  thickett :  emblem  meet 

)f  wylie  statesman  of  bis  foes  adred ; 

le  oft  misguides  the  p<>opIes  rage,  I  weet, 

>n  others,  whilst  himself  winds  off  with  she  deceit. 

'  The  cunning  huntsman  now  cheeraon  his  pack, 
rhe  lurking  hare  is  in  an  instant  slain : 
rhen  opening  loud,  the  beagles  scent  the  track 
light  to  the  hill ,  while  thundring  through  the  plain 
iVlth  blytbe  huzzas  advance  the  jovial  train : 
lnd  now  the  groomes  and  squires,  cowherds  and 

boys, 
Seat  round  and  round  the  brake ;  but  all  in  vain 
Pheir  poles  they  ply,  and  vain  theiroathesand  noise, 
Till  plunging  in  his  den  the  terrier  fiercely  joys. 

'  ExpelPd  his  hole,  upstarts  to  open  sky 
rhe  villain  bold,  and  wildly  glares  around ; 
^ow  here,  now  there,  be  bends  his  knees  to  fly, 
ks  oft  recoils  to  guard  from  backward  wound, 
Tis  firothie  jaws  he  grinds — with  horrid  sound 
The  pack  attonce  rush  on  him :  foming  ire, 
^lerce  at  his  throte  and  sides  hang  many  a  hound ; 
-lis  burning  eyes  flash  wylde  red  sparkling  fire, 
Whiles  weltering  on  the  sword  his  breath  and 
strength  expire. 

*  Straight  to  syr  Martyns  hall  the  hunters  bend, 
rhe  knight  perceives  it  from  his  oak-crownd  hill, 
[)own  the  steep  furzie  height  he  slow  gan  wend, 
l¥ith  troublous  thonghts  keen  ruminating  Itill ; 


While  grief  and  shame  by  turns  his  bosom  fill. 
And  nowj  perchd  prowdlie  on  the  topmast  spray. 
The  sootie  blackbird  chaunts  h.s  vespers  shrill ; 
While  twilight  spreads  his  robe  of  sober  grey, 
And  to  their  bowres  the  rooks  loud  cawing  wing 
their  way : 

"  And  bright  behind  the  Cambrian  mountains  horA 
Flames  the  read  beam ;  white  on  the  distant  east 
Led  by  her  starre,  the  homed  Moone  looks  o*er 
The  bending  forest,  and  with  rays  increast 
Ascends;  while  trembling  on  the  dappled  west  « - 
The  purple  radiance  shifts  and  dies  away ; 
The  willows  with  a  deej>er  green  imprest 
Nod  o*er  the  brooks;  the  brooks  with  gleamy  ray 
Glide  on,  and  holy  peace  assumes  her  woodland 
sway. 

"  All  was  repose,  all  but  sjnr  Martyns  breast ; 
There,  passions  tearing  gusts  tempestuous  rise: 
*  Are  these,'  he  murmurs,  *  these  my  friends  I  the  best 
That  croud  my  hall !  the  sonnes  of  madning  noise, 
Whose  warmest  friendship  with  the  revel  dies  ? 
Whose  glee  it  were  my  dearest  peace  destroy. 
Who  with  my  woes  could  Pport,  my  wrongs  despise; 
Could  round  my  coffin  pledge  the  cup  of  joy, 
And  on  ray  crimes  even  then  their  base  tongued 
witt  employ  ? 

"  *  Whose  converse,  oft  as  fulsom  baudrie  ftiils, 
Takes  up  the  barkings  of  impiety, 
The  scepticks  wild  disjointed  dreams  retails. 
These  modem  ravings  of  philosophy. 
Made  dmnk ;  the  cavil,  the  detected  ly, 
The  witt  of  ignorance,  and  gloss  unfair. 
Which  honest  dullness  would  with  shame  deny; 
The  hope  of  baseness  vaumpt  in  candours  air: 
Ciood  Heaven!   are  such  the  friends  that  to  tny 
hearth  repair? 

"  <  The  man  of  worth  shuns  thy  repotelesse  dore ; 
Even  the  old  peasant  shakes  his  silverd  head. 
Old  saws  and  stories  babbling  evermore. 
And  adding  still,  Alas,  those  dayes  be  fled  !' 
Here  indignation  pausd,  when,  up  the  glade, 
Pale  through  the  trees  his  household  smoke  ascends; 
Wakd  at  the  sight,  bis  brothers  wrongs  upbraid 
His  melting  heart,  and  grief  his  bosome  rends: 
And  DOW  the  keene  resolve  its  gleaming  comfort 
lends. 

**  Perdie,  now  were  I  bent  on  legends  fine 

'My  knight  should  rise  the  flowre  of  chivalrie, 

Brave  as  sir  Arthegal  or  Valentine, 

Another  Saint  George  England  then  should  see^ 

Britannia*  genius  should  his  Sabra  bee, 

Chaind  to  the  coak  by  dragon  to  be  slain ; 

But  he  the  virgin:  prinoesse  soon  shonld  free. 

And  stretch  the  monster  breathless  on  the  plain-; 

Bribery,  the  dragoabaiget  should  never  rise  agmtb 

**  Eke  should  he,  freedirom  foul  enchanters  ^11, 

Escape  his  folse  duessaa  magicke  charms, 

And  folly  quaid,  yjcl«p4  an  bydrm  fell. 

Receive  a  beauteous  lady  to  his  arms ; 

While  bardes  and  minstrales  chaunt  the  soft  alarms 

Of  gentle  love,  unlike  his  former  thrall ; 

Eke  should  I  sing,  in  courtly  cunning  terms. 

The  gallant  feast  servd  up  by  seneshall, 

Taknightsand  ladies  gent  in  painted  bowrc  and  I^K*^ 
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«^>  **  Bat  oertet,  while  my  tODgue  fayre  truth  inditei, 
N     And  doet  of  hamfto  frmiltie  toothly  tell, 
Unmeet  it  were  indulge  the  daintie  flif^tt 
Of  pbantasie,  that  netrer  yet  befell : 
Uneath  it  is  long  htbiU  to  expell, 
Ne  may  the  best  good  heart  its  bliss  secure, 
Ne  may  the  lively  povre  of  judging  well, 
In  arduous  worthy  deed  long  time  endure. 
Where  Dbsipatiiu  once  has  fixt  her  footing  sure. 

*'  Such  was  the  powre  that  angrie  Jore  bestowd 
On  this  (aire  nymph:  the  legend  thus  is  told : 
To  Dians  care  her  life  her  mother  oWd ; 
Faire  Dian  found  her  naked  on  the  woM, 
Some  peasanU  babe,  exposed  to  deadlie  cold. 
And  to  a  favourite  satjrr  gave  to  rear: 
Then,  when  the  nymph  was  fifteen  springtimet  old, 
Equipt  her  with  the  bow  and  huntresse  spear. 
And  of  her  woodland  traine  her  made  a  welcome 
fere. 

"  But  ill  her  mind  received  chast  Pborbes  lore. 
Fain  would  she  at  the  chase  still  lag  behind : 
One  sultry  noone,  as  Phcsbe  sped  afore, 
Beneath  a  leafy  vine  the  nymph  reclind, 
And,  •  Fan  my  breast,'  she  cried,  *  oh  western  wind !' 
Soon  at  the  wishd-for  word  Favooius  came, 
FroQl  that  day  forth  the  conscious  nymph  declind 
The  near  inspection  of  the  sovereign  dame ; 
Till  mid  the  chase,  one  mome,  her  throes  betrayd 
her  shame. 

«*  Her  throes  with  scome  the  taunting  Dryadi  eyd, 
The  nymph  ahangd  colour,  and  hung  down  her  head ; 
*  Still  change  thy  blushing  hue,'  the  gpddeas  cryd: 
Forthwith  a  freezing  languor  gan  invade 
Her  limbs;  and  now,  with  suddein  leaves  arrayd, 
A  Russian  poppcy  she  transroewd  remains : 
The  various  colours  ever  rise  and  fade. 
The  tiofcf  still  shifting  mock  the  painters  pami ; 
And  stiU  her  drowsie  mood  the  beauteous  nymph 
retains. 

<*  Meanwhile  his  new-born  elfe  Favonius  bore. 

Soft  lapt,  on  balmy  pinions  fisrre  away  ; 

And  with  the  fawns,  by  Peneus  dowry  shore. 

From  eariiest  youth  the  laughing  imp  did  play, 

For  ever  fluttering,  debonair,  and  gay. 

And  r^esse,  as  the  dove  Deucalion  sent 

To  spy  if  peering  oake  did  yet  bewray 

Its  braunching  head  above  the  flooded  bent ; 

But  ydlie  beating  round  the  day  in  vain  was  spent 

"  When  now  the  nymph  to  riper  years  gan  rise. 
To  fayre  Parnassus  groves  she  took  h^  flight; 
There,  calling  flowretts  of  a  thousand  dyes. 
Still  did  her  head  with  Uwdry  girlonds  dight ; 
As  soon  the  wreath  iU  sorted  would  she  quight: 
Ne  ever  did  she  climb  the  twyfurkt  hill, 
Ke  could  her  ejren  explore  its  lofty  height, 
Ne  did  she  ever  taste  the  sacred  rill 
From  inspiratioas  fount  that  ever  doth  distill. 

"  Her  sprightly  levitie  was  from  her  syre. 
Her  drowsy  duluess  from  her  mother  sprong  ; 
•This  never  would  allow  her  mind  aspyre. 
That  never  would  allow  her  patience  ioog» 


Thus  as  she  dightly  rord  the  law  _ 

High  Jove  beheld  her  firom  his  stsirry  seat. 
And  calld  her  Dissipation:  «  Wy We  and  yoBBf 
Still  Shalt  thou  be,'  he  said ;  «  and  thb  thy  f^ 
On  man  thy  sleights  employ,  On  man  tfaatpioH 
tngrate. 


**  *  All  happinesse  he  claims  his  Tirtncs  do^ 
And  holds  him  injurd  w^ien  my  c«pe  dnics 
The  fondling  wish,  whence  sorrow  would  ensue; 
And  idle  still  his  prayers  mvade  roy  Aiesj 
But  bold  and  arduous  must  that  virtne  rise 
Which  I  accept,  no  vague  incoiistant  blaxe. 
Then  be  it  thme  to  spiead  bcfwne  his  eyes 
Thy  changing  colours,  and  thy  wyld-fire  rtys, 
And  fruiUcsse  still  shall  be  that  virtoe  thoo  cffl* 
daze.* 

"  So  swore  the  god,  by  gteoniy  Styx  heswo«: 
The  Pates  assented,  and  the  demon  flew 
Right  to  the  seaU  of  men.    The  robe  she  woit 
Was  stand  with  dew-drops,  and  o£  palest  Wee; 
Faire  round  her  head  playd  many  a  beauteowbse, 
As  when  the  rainbow  through  the  bean-flowrespUji; 
The  fleeting  tints  the  swaynes  with  wonder  view, 
And  ween  to  snatch  a  |)rwe  beneath  the  rayi; 
But  through  the  meadows  dank  the  beaatsooi  "• 
teor  strays. 

"  Soshonethenymph,andprankt  in  pleasnrMgme 
With  wylie  traines  the  sonnes  of  Earth  besett; 
Ooodnesse  of  heart  before  her  yawns  and  dies, 
And  Friendship  ever  feels  the  drowsie  fitt 
Just  when  its  powre  to  serve  could  serve  a  wbitt 
And  still  behind  her  march  Remorse  and  Shtne, 
That  never  will  their  yron  scourge  remitt, 
Whenso  the  fiend  resigns  her  thrmlte  to  tb«i-. 
Sad  case,  I  woet,  where  stiU  oneadfo  ooesdfeiD* 
,^ ,-,         blame. 

**  Long  had  the  knight  to  her  his  powres  resigsfl, 
In  wanton  dalliance  first  her  nett  she  spied, 
And  soon  in  mirthful  1  tumult  on  his  «n"MVj 
She  softlie  stole:  yet,  while  at  times  he  ^ 
To  contemplations  bowre,  his  sight  she  fled; 
Ne  on  the  mountainett  with  him  durst  'J'^^J 
Yet  homewards  still  she  mett  him  in  the  gWe, 
And  in  the  social  cup  did  slily  glide. 
And  still  his  best  resolves  eftsoons  she  scattertw<» 

"  And  now,  as  slowly  sauntering  up  the  dale 
He  homeward  wends,  in  heavie  mu«efull  stotWi 
•The  smooth  deceiver  gan  his  heart  sfMi 
His  heart  soon  felt  the  fisscinating  powre: 
Old  Cambrias  genius  markt  the  fatal  ^^^, 
And  tore  the  giriond  from  her  sea-greeoc  hsir; 
The  conscious  oakes  above  him  rustling  lo«re. 
And  through  the  branches  sighs  the  gloomy  air. 
As  when  indignant  Jove  rejects  the  flamewpnp 

«  The  Dryads  of  the  grove,  that  oft  bad  fifd 
His  opening  mind  with  many  a  rapturd  dr«B>, 
That  oft  his  evening  wanderings  had  wspm 
All  by  the  silent  hill  or  murmprlng  stream. 
Forsake  him  now;  for  all  as  lost  they  ^' 
So  home  he  wends;  where,  wrapt  in goUitie, 
His  hall  to  keepen  holiday  mote  seem. 
And  witbthe  hunters  soon  full  Wyt>»ewssli^ 
The  Wythest  w^ghtof  aU  that  blythe»iiiec6*P«»^ 


SYR  MARTYN.    CANTO  M. 


551 


'  At  wben  tV  aQtamnal  mome  with  ruddy  hue 
Looks  through  the  glen  besprent  with  silver  hore, 
icross  the  stubble,  bnuhiag  off  the  dew, 
rhe  younkling  ibwier  gins  the  fieldes  explore, 
ind,  wheeling  oft,  bis  pointer  veres  afore, 
ind  oft,  sagactouf  of  the  tainted  gale, 
The  fluttering  bird  betrays;  with  thondring  rore 
rhe  sbott  resounds,  loud  echoing  through  the  dale ; 
Kut  still  the  younkling  kills  nor  partridge,  snipe, 
nor  quail. 

*  Yet  still  the  queini  excuse  is  at  command ; 
rhe  dog  was  rash,  a  swallow  twitterd  by. 
The  gun  hung  fins  and  keenness  shook  his  hand, 
^nd  t^re  the  wind  or  bushes  hurt  his  eye. 
\o  can  the  knight  bis  mind  still  satisfye: 
i  lazie  fiend,  Self-Imposition  bight, 
itill  whispers  some  excuse,  some  gilden  lye, 
iimselfe  did  gild  to  cheat  himselfe  outright: 
Sod  help  the  man  bewitchd  in  such  ungracious 
plight ! 

'  On  Dissipatjon  still  this  treachor  waits, 
>bscqaioU8ly  behind  at  distance  due; 
ind  still  to  Discontents  accursed  gates, 
rhe  house  of  sorrow,  these  ungodly  two, 
Conduct  their  fainty  thralls ~ Great  things  to  do  • 
rhe  knight  resolvd,  but  never  yet  could  find 
Phe  proper  time,  w hi !e  still  his  miseries  grew: 
iod  now  these  demons  of  the  captive  mind 
iim  to  the  drery  cave  of  Discontent  resignd. 

'  Deep  in  the  wyldes  of  Faerie  Lond  it  lay; 
Vide  was  the  mouth,  the  roofe  all  rudely  rent; 
iome  parts  receive,  and  some  exclude  the  day, 
^or  deepe  beneath  the  hiU  its  caverns  went: 
lie  ragged  walls  with  lightning  seemd  ybrent, 
Lnd  loathlie  vermin  ever  crept  the  Aore : 
Tet  all  in  sight,  with  towres  and  castles  gent, 
i  beauteous  lawnskepe  rose  afore  the  dore, 
lie  which  to  view  so  fayre  the  captives  grieved  sore. 

'  All  by  the  gate,  beneath  a  pine  shade  bare, 
Ln  owl-frequented  bowre,  some  tents  were  spred ; 
lere  sat  a  throng,  with  eager  furious  stare 
tattling  the  dice ;  and  there,  with  eyes  halfe  dead, 
Iome  drowsie  dronkards,  looking  b'ack  and  red, 
)ozd  out  their  days:  and  by  the  path-way  greeo 
i  sprightlie  troupe  still  onward  heedlesse  sped, 
n  chace  of  buUerfltes  alert  and  keen; 
lonours,  and  wealth,  and  powre,  their  butterflies 
I  ween. 

'  And  oft,  disgustfull  of  their  various  cares, 
nto  the  cavct  they  wend  with  sullen  pace; 
'^h  to  his  meet  apartmtent  demly  fares: 
lere,  all  in  raggs,  in  piteous  plight  most  bace. 
Tie  drunkard  sitts ;  there,  shent  with  foul  disgrace, 
lie  thriftlesse  heir;  and  o'er  his  reeking  blade 
ted  with  his  friends  heart  gore,  in  woefull  cace 
"Tie  duellist  raves;  and  there,  on  vetchie  bed, 
'razd  with  his  vaine  pursuits,  the  maniack  bends 
bis  head. 

'  Yet  round  his  gloomy  cell,  with  chalk  he  scrawls; 
niips,  couches,  crownes,  and  eke  the  gallow  tree 
ill  that  he  wishd  or  feard  his  ghastlie  walls; 
^resent  him  still,  and  mock  his  miserie. 


And  there,  self-doomd,  bis  cursed  seYfe  to  fle«. 
The  gamester  hangs  in  comer  murk  .and  dread; 
Nigh  to  the  g^und  bend<  his  ungratious  knee; 
His  drooping  armes  and  white-reclining  bead 
Dim  seen,  cold  horrour  gleams  athwart  th'  unhal- 
%  T  (^      lowd  shade. 

"  Near  the  dreare  gate,  beneath  the  rifted  rock, 
The  keeper  of  the  cave  all  haggard  sate. 
His  pining  corse  a  restlesse  ague  shook. 
And  bt  stering  sores  did  all  his  carkas  frelt: 
All  with  himselfe  he  Heemd  in  keen  debate; 
For  still  the  muscles^of  hi?  mouthe  he  drew 
Ghastly  and  fell ;  and  still  with  dccpe  regrate 
He  lookd  him  round,  as  if  his  heart  did  rew 
His  former  deeds,  and  moumd  fiiU  sure  his  soret 
to  view. 

"Vet  not  himselfe,  but  Heavens  great  king  he  blamd. 
And  dard  his  wisdom  and  his  will  arraign; 
For  boldly  he  the  ways  of  God  btasphemd, 
Aud  of  blind  goveroaunce  did  loudly  plain, 
While  vild  self-pity  would  his  eyes  distam; 
As  when  an  wolfe^,  entrapt  in  village  ground, 
In  dread  of  death  ygnaws  his  limb  in  twain. 
And  views  with  scalding  teares  his  blcedingwound : 
Such  tferce  selfe-pity  still  this  wigfau  dire  portannce 
•    crownd. 

"  Near  by  there  stood  an  hamlet  in  the  dalej 
Where,  in -the  silver  atre,  Content  did  wonne  ^ 
This  now  was  his;  yet  all  mote  nought  avail. 
His  loathing  eyes  that  place  did  ever  shun ; 
But  ever  through  his  neighbours  lawns  would  nm,. 
Where  every  goodlie  fielde  thrice  goodlie  seemd. 
Such  was  this  weary  wight  all  woe-begone; 
Such  was  his  life;  and  thus  of  things  he  deemd : 
And  suchlike  was  his  cave,  that  all  with  sorrowes 
teemd. 

"  To  this  fell  carie  gay  Dissipation  led. 
And  in  his  drery  purlieus  left  the  knight. 
From  the  dire  cave  fain  would  the  knight  have  fled^ 
And  fain  recalld  thetreachrous  nympbeftxmi  flight: 
But  DOW  the  late  obtruder  shuns  b'S  sight. 
And  dearly  must  be  wooed :  hard  b^  the  den. 
Where  listless  Bacchus  had  his  tenU  ypight, 
A  transient  visit  son^etimes  would  he  gain. 
While  wine  and  merry  song  beguild  his  inward  paia. 

*'  Yet,  ever  as  he  reard  his  slombering  head. 
The  ghastly  tyrant  at  his  couch  stood  near; 
And  ay  with  ruthless  clamour  gan  upbraid. 
And  words  that  would  his  very  heartstrings  tear: 
*  Sec  now,*  hesayes,  'where setts  thy  vain  career; 
Approchiog  elde  now  wings  its  cheerlesse  way. 
Thy  fruitlesse  autunm  gins  to  blanch  thy  heare. 
And  aged  winter  asks  ftom  youth  its  stay ; 
But  thine  comes  poore  of  joy,  comet  with  onho* 
nourd  gray. 

**  <  Thou  hast  no  friend  !--atin  on  the  worthlctsa 

traine 
Thy  kindnesse  flowd,  and  still  with  scome  repaid  ; 
Even  she  on  whom  thy  favours  heapt  remain, 
Even  she  regards  thee  with  a  bosome  dead 
To  kindly  passion,  and  by  motives  led 
Such  as  the  pianter  of  his  negroe  deems ; 
What  profit  still  can  of  the  wretch  be  made 
Is  all  his  care,  of  more  he  never  dreams:  ^ 

So,  farre  remote  from  her,  thy  troubles  she  etteema. 
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"  '  Thy  children  too!  Heavras!  what  a  hopeless 

sight! 
Ah,  wretched  syre!*— But  ever  from  this  scene 
The  wretched  syrc  precipitates  his  flight, 
And  in  the  bowls  wylde  fever  shorn  his  teene. 
So  pass  his  dayes,  while  what  he  might  have  beene 
Its  beauteous  views  does  every  mome  present: 
So  pass  his  dayes,  while  still  the  raven  Spleen 
Croaks  in  his  eares,  *  The  brightest  parts  mispent 
Beget  an  hoarie  age  of  griefe  and  discontent.' 

•'  But  boast  not  of  superiour  shrewd  addresae. 
Ye  who  can  calmly  spurn  the  ruind  mayd. 
Ye  who  onmov'd  can  view  the  deepe  distresse 
That  crushes  to  the  dust  the  parents  head. 
And  rends  that  easie  heart  by  you  betrayd, 
Boast  not  that  ye  his  numerous  woes  eskew; 
Ye  who  unawd  the  nuptial  couch  invade. 
Boast  not  his  weaknesse  with  contempt  to  view ; 
For  worthy  is  he  still  compard,  perdie,  to  jrou." 


GLOSSARY, 

Accloyd^  disgusted,  cloyed. 

^dred,  frightened.  Anglb  Sax.  adradan. 

Agone,  ago. 

Albee,  although. 

Alsf  also. 

Already  interpret 

Attonfitt  at  once,  together. 

Atweene,  between. 

Ajft  always. 

BaUt  harm,  sorrow. 

Beene,  frequently  used  by  the  old  poets  for  the  in- 
dicative imperfect  of  the  verb  to  he, 
Beteene,  becoming. 
BltHy  cease,  blinnan.  Sax. 
Brede,  to  knit,  plait,  bredan.         , 

Carle,  old  man. 
Certet,  certainly,  truly. 
ChorUf  a  peasant. 
Cleptt  named,  called. 
Covetite,  avarice. 

Dan,  a  prefix,  quasi  Mr. 
Dearlmg,  darling. 
Defly,  neatly,  finely. 
Vepeinten,  figured,  displayed. 
Deamly,  sadly,  secretly. 
Vight,  adorned,  clad. 
Dreare,  dismal,  frightful. 

^fUoont,  by  and  by,  forthwith. 
Eke,  also. 


Geer,  furniture,  tackle. 

Gtnt,  fine,  noble. 

Gin,  gan,  begin,  beg^. 

GUn,  a  dell,  a  hollow  between  two  bills. 

Goodtf,  a  countr3niroman. 

Han,  preterite  plural  of  the  verb  to  have, 
Heare,  hair.     Often  used  by  ^lenser. 
Wight,  called,  is  called,  was  called,  or  named. 
Hoyden,  slattern,  ooante 

Imp,  infant,  child. 

JoUment,  merrimeBt. 

Ken,  V.  to  see.  ^ 

iiTiiaTV,  aknotty  armofatree.    Ihydm 

Leadie,  phjrsioian. 
Lemman,  mistrev,  concubine. 
Lever,  rather. 
Lewdly,  basely,  foolishly. 
Liefest,  dearest. 

Malengines,  persons  villainously  employed,  towU 

eaters. 
Metnt,  mingled. 
merrimahe,  pastime. 
Mery,  pleasant. 
Moe,  more. 

Mote,  V.  might,  mot.  Sax. 
Murk,  dark. 

Kathemore,  not  the  more. 

NathUsse,  nevertheless,  natkUs.  Sax* 

Native,  natural. 

A>,  nor. 

Naiens  volens,  willing  or  unwilling. 

Perdie,  an  asseveration,  quasi  verily. 
Piersant,  piercing. 
Portaunee,  behaviour,  manner. 
Prankt,  adorned. 
l\ofiney  recompense. 


Sluaid,  quelled,  conquered. 
Sbaght,  to  qui^  leave. 

Read,  to  warn,  to  prophesy. 
Recks,  heeds,  cares  for. 
Requere,  require.    Often  used  by 
R^,  to  repent 
Ruth,  ruthless,  pity,  pitylest. 

Salem,  salutes. 
Sell,  saddle. 
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Trmnts,  denrices,  farmps. 
Trarunuwdy  changed,  transformed. 
Treaehor^  traitor,  deceiver. 
Troubkut^  troublesome. 

UneaiA,  not  easy,  difficult. 

fVareUtt,  unsuspecting. 

fVastaly  festive. 

fVeen,  weendj  or  mend,  think,  deemed. 

Wend,  move,  go. 

fVeet,  much  the  same  as  ween, 

WeetUis,  thoughtless. 

WhiUrni,  formerly  htvilum.  Sax. 

«  Whittj  a  jot,  any  thing,  a  kwU,  Sax.  aliquid. 

Whylearet  erewhile,  hwiUnu  Sax.     , 

Wiehtf  person,  tiriht.  Sax. ' 

IVUdmg,  the  crab-tree. 

fVornie,  to  dwell. 

WrealtfuUj  revengefoL 

Yhlendt,  mixes. 

YMent,  blinded. 

Ybrent,  bum^ 

Yclept,  called,  named. 

yjere,  together. 

Ygoe,  formerly. 

Yode,  went 

Youihhede,  quasi  yonthhood. 

Youthly,  lively,  youthful. 

Ypghi,  placed,  fixed. 

Ywit,  truly,  verily. 


The  letter  y  in  all  the  old  English  poets  is  fre- 
quently prefixed  to  vert>s  and  veriMil  adjectives,  but 
without  any  particular  signification.  The  use  of  it 
is  purely  ^on,  though  after  the  conquest  the  ge 
gave  place  to  the  Norman  y.  It  is  always  to  *bc 
pronounced  as  the  pronoun  ye, 

Spenser  has  also  frequently  followed  the  Saxon 
formation,  in  adding  the  letter  n  to  his  verbs,  as 
tellen,  voorken,  &c.  When  affixed  to  a  substantive, 
it  forms  the  plural  number,  as  eyen,  eyes,  &c 
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AV  IMrTATION  OP  8PENSSK. 

Hemcb,  vagrant  Minstrel,  from  my  thriving  farm; 
Far  hence,  nor  ween  to  shed  thy  poison  here: 
My  hinds  despise  thy  lyre*s  ignoble  charm ; 
Seek  in  the  sluggards  bower  thy  ill-eam'd  cheer: 
There  while  thy  idle  chanting  soothes  their  ear, 
The  noxious  thistle  choaks  their  sickly  com; 
Their  apple  boughs,  ungrafTd,  sour  wi Idlings  bear. 
And  o'er  the  ill-fenced  dales  with  fleeces  torn 
Unguarded  from  the  fox,  their  lambkins  stray  for- 
lorn. 

Such  ruin  withers  the  neglected  soil 
When  to  the  song  the  ill-starrM  swain  attends^ 
And  well  thy  mc^  repays  thy  worthless  toil ; 
Upon  thy  houseless  head  pale  want  descends 


In  bitter  shower :  and  tanntfaig  scorh  still  rends. 
And  wakes  thee  trembling  from  thy  golden  dream : 
In  vetchy  bed,  or  loathly  dungeon  ends 

Thy  idled  life What  fitter  may  beseem  ! 

Who  poisons  thus  the  fount,  should  drink  the  poi- 
soned stream. 

«  And  is  it  thus,"  the  heart-stung  minstrel  cry*d. 
While  indignation  shook  his  silver*d  head  ; 
"  And  is  it  thus,  the  groos-fod  lordling*?  pride. 
And  hind's  base  tongue  the  gentle  bard  upbraid? 
And  must  the  holy  song  be  thus  repaid 
By  sun-baskM  ignorance,  and  churlish  scorn? 
While  listless  drooping  in  the  languid  shade 
Of  cold  neglect,  the  sacred  bard  must  mourn, 
Though  in  bis  hallow'd  breast  Heaven's  purest  ar« 
dours  bum. 

Yet  how  sublime,  O  bard,  the  dread  behest. 
The  awful  trast  to  thee  by  Heaven  assign*d ! 
T  is  thine  to  humanize  the  savage  breast, 
And  form  in  virtue's  mould  the  youthful  mind; 
Where  lurks  the  latent  spark  of  generous  kind, 
T  i^  thine  to  bid  the  dormant  emberl>laze; 
Heroic  rage  with  gentlest  worth  combin'd 
Wide  through  the  land  thy  formidg  power  displays: 
So  spread  the  olive  boughs  beneath  Dan  Phoebus' 
rays. 

When  Heaven  decreed  to  soothe  the  feuds  that  tore 
The  wolf-ey'd  barons,  whose  unletter'd  rage 
Spum'd  the  fore  Muse ;  Heaven  bade  on  Avon's  shore 
A  Shakspeare  rise,  and  soothe  the  barbarous  age : 
A  Shakspeare  rose ;  the  barbarous  heats  asswage— 
At  distance  dew  how  many  bards  attend ! 
Enlarged  and  liberal  finom  the  narrow  cage 
Of  blinded  zeal  new  manners  wide  extend, 
And  o'er  the  generous  breast  the  dews  of  Heaven 
descend. 

And  fits  it  you,  ye  sons  of  hallow'd  power. 
To  hear,  unmov'd,  the  tongue  of  scorn  upbraid' 
The  Muse  neglected  in  her  wintery  bower ; 
While  proudly  flourishing  in  princely  shade 
Her  younger  sisters  lift  the  laurel'd  head — 
And  shall  the  pencil's  boldest  mimic  rage. 
Or  softest  charms,  fore-doom'd  in  time  to  fade, 
Shall  these  be  vaunted  o*er  th'  immortal  page. 
Where  passion's  living  fires  bum  unimpaired  by  age  ? 

And  shall  the  warbled  strain  or  sweetest  lyre, 
Thrilling  the  palace  roof  at  night's  deep  hour; 
And  shall  the  nightingales  in  woodland  choir 
The  voice  of  Heaven  in  sweeter  raptures  pour  ? 
Ah,  no  \  their  song  is  transient  as  the  flower 
Of  April  mom :  in  vain  the  shepherd  boy 
Sits  listening  in  the  silent  autumn  bower; 
The  year  no  more  restores  the  -short-liv'd  joy ; 
And  never  more  his  harp  shall  Orpheus'  hands  em- 
ploy. 

Eternal  silepce  in  her  cold  deaf  ear 
Has  olos'd  his  strain;  and  deep  eternal  night 
Has  o'er  Appelles'  tmts,  so  bright  whilc-ere. 
Drawn  her  blank  curtains — never  to  the  sight 
More  to  be  given — ^But  cloth'd  in  Heaven's  own  light 
Homer's  bold  painting  shall  immortal  shine; 
Wide  o'er  ihe/trorld  shall  ever  sound  the  might. 
The  raptur*d  music  of  each  deathless  line :     [vine. 
For  death  nor  time  may  touch  their  llvmg  souls  di- 
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And  what  tht  iftrmto*  though  Perez  swell  the  note. 
High  though  its  rapture,  to  the  Muse  of  fire ! 
Ah!  what  the  transient  sounds,  devoid  of  thought. 
To  Sbak«peare*8  flame  of  ever-burning  ire, 
Or  Milton's  flood  of  m'nd,  till  time  expire 
Foredoom*d  to  flow ;  as  Heaven's  dread  eoergj, 
Uoconscioos  of  the  bounds  of 


PSALM  LXVIIL    PARAPHRASE. 

THE  aiAJBSTY,  THB  POWER,  THE  JOSTICE,  AED 
THE  MERCY  OF  GOO. 

Aaisi,  O  God,  assume  thy  might ! 

Shall  proud  oppressors  still  unaw*d  devour. 
Still  trample  on  the  poor  man*s  right, 

And  lewdly  soorn  thy  pow'r  ? 

When  roaring  from  the  western  deep 

The  black -wing'd  tempests  rush. 
When  o*er  the  hills  with  headlong  sweep 
The  inundations  gush ; 
As  then  the  whirling  chaff  is  driven. 

So  swept  away  shall  be 
All  who  despise  the  laws  of  Heaven, 
Nor  honour  pay  to  thee. 

But,  O  ye  just,  with  rapture  raise 
Your  cheerful  voices  in  bis  praise ; 
With  sacred  awe  and  boly  mirth 
Besound  the  God  of  Heaven  and  Earth  ; 
The  God  whose  mercy  knows  no  end. 
The  poor  man's  and  the  widow's  fneiid» 

The  helpless  orphan's  sire ; 
Who  round  the  meek  afflicted  just. 
Though,  crush'd  and  humbled  in  the  dust. 

Is  still  a  wall  of  fire. 

When  thou,  O  God,  didst  march  before 
Thy  people  to  the  promis'd  shore. 

Then  shook  old  Earth :  the  sky 

Shot  lightniugs  from  on  high; 

The  rapid  Jordan  bar'd  his  bed. 

The  ocean  saw  his  God  and  fled. 

The  lofty  clifls  of  Sinai  nod 
And  tremble  at  the  presence  of  their  thundering  God. 

The  Lord  Jehovah  g^ve  the  word, 

'And  loud  the  tribes  resound. 
And  mighty  kings  and  mighty  hosts 

Lay.  ^tter'd  o'er  the  ground : 
Dispersed  as  snow  in  S«almon*s  plain 


From  Bashaa  and  tlie  datert  Aat% 
To  blooming  fields,  and  cities  €sir. 
While  sacr^  songsters  march  befoca^ 
And  Jacob's  princes  iaint  no  moie, 
Shalt  tboa  the  way  prepare. 

Lo!  Egypt's  kings  and  wisest  men 

Shall  bend  the  duteous  knee. 
And  Ethiopia,  wide  and  great. 
Through  all  her  vast  extended  stati^ 
Shall  stretch  her  hands  to  thee. 

But,  awful  sovVeign!  who  can  stand 
Before  the  terrours  of  thy  hand. 
When  thy  right  hand  impends  the  bloiT 
To  strike  a  proud  obdurate  foe  ? 
Yet  to  thy  saints,  O  God  of  pray'r, 

riow  mild  thy  mercies  shme  1 
The  tenderest  ftither's  ardent  care 

But  ill  resembles  thine : 
Thy  mercies  far,  oh,  far  above 

Tby  other  wonders  shhie, 
A  mother^s  ever  watchful  love 

But  ill  resembles  thine  I 
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d'auuilae,  nAuoHTza  ov  the  latb  BAaov  0*AG«U,Aa. 

Tub  voice  of  joy  this  happy  dmf  demands ; 

Resound  the  song  and  in  our  God  confide : 
Beneath  his  canopy  the  brid^room  stands. 

In  all  her  beauty  shines  the  lovely  bride. 
O  may  their  joys  still  blossom,  ever  new. 
Fair  as  a  garden  to  the  ravish'd  view ! 

Rejoice,  O  youth,  and  if  thy  thoughts  aspire 
To  Heaven's  pure  bliss,  the  sacred  law  revere  ( 

The  stranger's  wants,,  the  needy  soul's  desire 
Supply,  and  humbly  with  thy  neighbour  bear : 

So  sba!l  thy  father's  grateful  heart  rejoice. 

And  thy  fair  deeds  inspire  thy  people's  voice. 

Sing  from  your  bowers,  ye  daughters  of  the  amigy 
Behold  the  bride  with  star-like  glory  shine  ; 

May  each  succeeding  day  still  glide  along 
Fair  as  the  first,  begirt  with  grace  divine: 

Far  firom  her  tent  may  care  and  sorrow  fly. 

While  she  o'eijoy'd  beholds  her  numeroas  progeny. 

Ye  happy  parents,  shout  with  cheerful  voice. 
See,  o'er  vour  son  the  canoov  unfold : 
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Ne'er  M  the  Greek  tueh  length  of  teas  explore, 
The  Greek,  who  sorrow  to  the  Cyck>ps  wrought; 
And  he,  wbo»  ▼ictor,  with  the  Harpies  fought, 
Never  such  pomp  of  navsl  honours  wore. 

Great  as  thou  art,  and  peerless  in  renown, 
Yet  thou  to  Camoens  ow*st  thy  noblest  fame; 
Further  than  thou  didst  sail,  his  deathless  song 
Shall  bear  the  dazzling  splendour  of  thy  name^ 
And  under  many  a  sky  thy  actions  crown. 
While  Time  and  Fame  together  glide  along. 


SONNET. 
FIOM  rariAKCH. 

Ah  !  how,  my  firiepd,  has  foul  gorg'd  luxurie,    ^ 
And  bloated  dumber  on  the  slothful  down, 
From  the  dull  world  all  manly  virtue  thrown. 
And  slaved  the  age  to  custom's  tyrannie. 

The  blessed  lights  so  lost  in  darkness  be. 
Those  lighuhy  Heaven  to  guide  our  minds  bestown, 
Mad  were  he  deem'd  who  brought  from  Helicoo 
The  ballow'd  water,  or  the  laurel  tree. 

**  Philosophy,  ah  I  thou  art  cold  and  poor," 

Exclaim  the  crowd,  on  sordid  gain  intent; 

Few  will  aUend  thee  on  thy  lofty  road  ; 

Yet,  I,  my  friend,  would  fire  thy  zeal  the  more: 

Ah,  gentle  spirit!  Ubouroh  unspen^ 

Crown  thy  fkir  toils,  and  win  the  smile  of  God. 


THE  SIEGE  OF  MAHSEILLES. 


THE  AUTHOR'S  PREFACE. 

Hx  who  oflfers  his  writings  to  the  public,  tacitly 
coofrsses  that  he  believes  them  to  deserve  its  at- 
tention. Though  to  deny  this  were  an  affectation  of 
modesty  which  would  obtain  no  credit,  yet  it  will 
easily  be  allowed,  that  at  a  time  when  the  stage  is 
so  indulgent  to  dramatic  writers,  no  man  would  ven- 
ture to  publish  a  rejected  play  without  some  better 
test  of  its  value  than  his  own  judgment.  The 
author  of  The  Siege  of  Marseilles  may  truly  assert, 
that  in  this  publication  he  is  influenced  and  glided 


It  is  n6t  long  since  that  a  friend  of  Mine,  having 
an  iocl  nation  to  write  a  tragedy,  applied  himself 
for  some  instroction  to  a  gentleman  «  ho  had  often 
composed  for  the  theatre.  "  My  dear  sir,**  saya 
the  author,  *'  yon  conceive  not  half  the  trouble  and 
vexation  you  must  undergo  to  bring  your  play  upon 
the  stage.  Believe  a  man  who  has  learned,  by  too 
much  experience,  that 

Between  the  acting  of  a  tragedy 
And  the  first  writing,  $A\  the  interim  b 
Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream. 

"  You  must  cabal  with  the  players,  you  ranst 
attend  upon  the  manager,  you  must  flatter  him, 
and  perhaps  write  verses  upon  him;  you  must 
suffer  a  hundred  little  indignities  besides,  and  after 
all  your  play  may  be  rejected.  For  you  are  mis- 
taken if  3rou  think  that  literary  merit  is  a  passport 
to  representation.  The  manager  most  serve  him- 
self first,  and  he  has  always  some  pieces  on  hb 
hands,  seldom  so  few  as  half  a  dozen,  which  are  hit 
own  property.  Besides,  you  are  a  stranger  to  the 
management  of  the  theatre:  do  yon  know  what  ia 
the  trim  of  the  stage  f '*^<*  So  far  from  it,'*  replied  my 
friend,  "  that  I  do  not  remember  to  have  beard  the 
phrase  before,  nor  am  I  able  to  comprehend  what 
it  means.'' — *'  The  meaning,''  says  the  old  author, 
"  contains  nothing  critical,  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  unities ;  but  however  the  scholar  may  a^ect  to 
despise  it,  let  me  assure  you,  that  unless  you  are 
acquainted  with  the  character  and  capacity  of  each 
actor  and  actress  in  the  house,  and  know  something 
too  of  the  scenery  and  dresses,  you  can't  write  a 
play  worth  a  forthing." 

The  unequalled  abilities  of  Mr.  Garrick,  as  aa 
actor,  fill  us  at  once  with  pleasure  and  admiration ; 
which,  improved  by  the  feelings  of  the  generous 
mind,  rise  into  a  sort  of  general  esteem  and  prepos- 
session in  his  favour.  When  I  bear  this  testimony 
to  Mr.  Garrick*s  excellence,  1  tnist  the  public  will 
not  take  offiance,  and  that  Mr.  Garrick  himself  will 
forgive  me^  if  I  say  that,  as  a  manager,  he  has  been 
generally  unhappy  or  ill-advised  in  his  choice  of 
the  dramas  exhibited  in  Drury  Lane. 

But  I  cannot  speak  of  the  pieces  themselves.  It 
is  cruel  to  insult  the  memory  of  the  departed ;  it  is 
ungenerous  to  attack  the  dead.  These,  alas !  have 
no  patron,  no  defender.  Mr.  Garrick,  their  friend, 
as  long  as  he  could  keep  them  alive,  even  Garrick. 
has  .deserted  them.  Let  them  rest  in  their  ob- 
scurity; and  let  me  assure  their  sometime  pro- 
tector, that  I  have  too  much  humanity  to  drag 
them  thence,  with  any  view  of  comparison  or  com* 
petition.  Not  that  I  mean  to  impute  to  Mr.  Gar- 
rick's  want  of  taste,  all  the  despised  and  fbrgottea 
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tn  a  letter  to  the  author,  prcfessin^  his  desire  to 
serve  him,  Mr.  Garrick  gave  his  opinion,  that 
though  hit  play  contained  "  many,  many  beantiftil 
passages,"  it  would  be  necessary  to  new  model  it, 
and  for  that  purpose  referred  the  author  to  the 
judg>:ient  of  a  gentleman  well  known  in  the  literary 
world,  and  particularly  for  his  excellence  in  poetry 
and  criticism.  The  author,  after  altering  his  play, 
and  receiving  the  approbation  of  this  gentleman, 
sent  it  again  to  Mr.  Garrick,  and  it  was  again  re- 
jected, as  impossible  to  be  adapted  to  the  present 
taste,  or  the  trim  of  the  sta^e. 

Let  me  not  be  thought  too  bold  if  I  seem  to  cen- 
sure the  public  u|k>d  this  head.  The  managers  of 
the  theatres  themselves  confess,  and  affect  to  la- 
ment, that  thev  are  frequently  obliged  to  represent 
plays  which  have  do  other  merit  than  that  of  being 
written  in  the  reigning  taste.  As  if,  like  children 
or  holiday  'prentices,  the  public  are  only  to  be 
taken  by  glare  and  noise;  by  the  eye,  and  not  by 
the  hei^  Yet  in  this  opinion  perhaps  Mr.  Garrick 
is  in  an  errour.  If,  in  the  tragedies  which  he  pre- 
aents  to  the  public,  a  few  poetical  and  passionate 
lintt  shine  through  the  dullness  of  five  tedious  acts, 
these  few  are  immediately  distinguished  by  the 
'aadience,  and  received  with  applause.  A  demon- 
stration that  their  taste  is  not  so  degenerate  as 
some  may  pretend. 

Supported  by  the  shining  abilities  of  a  Mrs. 
Barry,  and  set  off  with  a  rich  display  of  scenery,  we 
kave  known  plays  which  lio  man  can  read,  which 
no  man  will  suffi^  in  his  closet,  well  received  on  the 
theatre  of  Drury  Lane.  If,  therefore,  the  excel- 
lence of  a  Mrs.  Barry  can  support  those  dull  and 
insipid  dramas,  where  the  satisfaction  of  the  audi- 
ence arises  chiefly  from  the  merit  of  the  actress, 
with  how  much  greater  eclat  must  those  pieces  ap- 
pear, where  the  poet,  by  that  most  powerful  spring 
of  tragedy,  the  pathetic,  opens  a  worthy  scene  for 
the  display  of  such  admirable  talents  ?  To  suppose 
that  such  play^  would  fail  for  want  of  dramatic  art, 
that  is,  fn-  want  of  such  nice  circumstances  as 
make  onr  modem  plays  as  regular  as  a  lawyer*s 
pleading,  and  alifaost  as  dull,  is  an  iijury  to  the 
abilities  of  good  actors,  and  an  insult  on  the  com- 
mon sense  of  the  public 

Nor  is  this  assertion  unconfirmed  by  experience. 
The  Douglas  was  by  Mr.  Garrick  rejected ;  not 
from  any  prejudice,  we  ought  to  suppose,  but  be- 
cause it  was  not  conformable  to  his  ideas  of  drama- 
tic art  The  Douglas,  however,  has  been,  and 
conthiaes  to  be  acted  with  universal  approbation ; 
while  many  of  Mr.  Garrick's  modelt  tf  dramatic 
mrtf  under  the  leaden  weight  of  their  insipidity, 
have  sunk  into  almost  instant  oblivion.  The  secret 
is,  the  Douglas  is  addressed  to  the  heart:  the 
Douglas  therefore  will  please,  so  long  as  interesting 
situation  and  tender  passion  have  any  influence  on 
the  human  breast. 


ject  what  he  pleases;  but  as  a  servant  of  tbe  pub- 
lic, he  must  allow  them  to  determine  on  the  merits 
of  what  he  ofiers  for  their  entertainment;  and,  if 
from  him  ananthor  appeal  to  their  tribunal,  on  the 
merit  also  of  what  he  withholds.  To  this  tribvuia] 
The  Siege  of  Marseilles  is  submitted,  and  should  it 
be  found  superior  in  merit  to  many  of  those  playw 
which  Mr.  Garrick  has  exhibited  in  Drury  Lane,  in 
that  case,  Mr.  Garrick  has  neither  dealt  impartially 
with  the  author,  nor  justly  with  the  public 


THE  SIEGE  OF  MARSEILLES. 

THB  CHARACTERS. 

Francis  L  kmgo/B'anee. 

Raymond,  count  qf  Ckateaubriant^  gvoemor  qf  Mar^ 

seUles. 
Bramville,  an  old  officer,  his  uncU, 
Ronsard,  a  young  officer,  his  friend. 
The  Lord  Admiral  qf  France, 
Guise,  a  nobleman  qfihe  court* 

Erminia,  counteu  of  Chateaubriant. 
Eemobe,  counteu  qf  Guise. 

Officers,  Attendants,  See. 

THE  scsicx.    RATMonn's  costle,  and  mdjoimng  veoods, 
near  Marseilles, 

THE  TTME.    Ltss  tkoH  twentf-fouT  hottn. 


Th^  historical  period — ^When  the  duke  of  BonrboB* 
having  renounced  his  allegiance  to  Francis  I.  of 
France,  at  the  head  of  a  Spanbh  army  invaded 
his  native  country,  and  laid  siege  to  Marseilles. 


ACT   L 

ScBNE  L     Count  Raymond's  castle,    Aftar  nassat. 

Count  Raymokd  atul  Ronsaeo  advanchg, 

Ray.  Yes,  Ronsard,  ere  to  morrow  noon  my  country 
Shall  triumph  o'er  her  foes.     But  whence  these 

sounds 
Offcast  and  joy,  that  echo  from  my  towers  ? 
Whence  round  my  gate  these  soldiers  fiTd  in  rank  ? 

Ron.  The  Admiral  of  France,  my  lord,  commands 
And,  see,  he  beckons  us.  [them* 

Ray.  Yes,  I  perceive  him. 

Forgive  my  lord ^'  unexpected  blaze 

[TotkeAdau 
And  voice  of  revelrv  has  stunn'd  mv  thousrhts. 
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If,  as  my  heart  nusgirei  me,  if  my  sovereign 
Here  lost  in  rerel  wastes  th'  unTaluM  hoars. 
Haste  lead  me  to  him  \  6ourboii\  my  country's  fate, 
Hang  on  my  lips. 

Jjord  /idm,  Boarbon,  my  lord, 
Is  fled,  confus'd  as  from  a  total  rout         [country 

Ray,  Ha !  Bourbon  fled Destruction  to  my 

follows  that  thin  delusion — Where  is  my  sovereign — 

Lord  Adm,  Mark  me,  my  lord;  this  keen  impa- 
Your  present  danger.  [tience  suits  not 

Rmf.  Danger  to  rae  peculiar ! 
Yet  say,  where  lies  it. 

lard  Adm,  In  the  king's  displeasure. 
For  this  your  disobedience,  wliich  your  foes 
May  vaump  in  treason's  garb. 

iiay.  Be  plain,  my  lord. 
You  speak  a  language  to  my  heart  unknown. 

Lord  Adm,  And  plain  then  be  it : 
Hero,  my  lord,  your  presence 
Is  disobedience :  your  commanded  duty 
Calls  you  to  other  station. 

Jiay,  Darker  still 

Are  these  ambiguons  words a  soldier's  duty. 

My  king's  command  I  never  disobey'd. 

Ijfrd  Adm,  The  king,  when  Bourbon  fled,  sent 
his  command  ■    [walls, 

That  Raymond  still  should  guard  Marseilles'  torn 
Lest  Bourbon's  flight  be  only  stratagem. 
Till  he  himself  to  morrow  noon  reliev'd  him. 
Such  the  command :  and  Raymond  now  stands  here 
In  act  of  daring  disobedience. 

Hay.  Ah !  now  the  dreary  gleam. 
As  of  a  funeral  torch,  breaks  tlirough  the  darkness 
That  veird  your  words.      But  Raymond  were  a 

tra^ 

Were  he  not  here,  and  earnest  to  demand    [mond 
An  audience  of  his  sovereign;  tell  him  count  .Ray- 
Has  left  Marseilles ;  tell  him  his  crown  depends 
On  my  immediate  audience^-— No,  myself 
Shall  bring  conviction. 

Lord  Adm.  That  my  lord  were  treason 
In  me,  in  these,  not  to  prevent.  ^ 

Ratf.  What  madness  this !  what  thriftless  waste 
of  time ! 
The  sword  has  nobler  work— —And  instantly 
I  will  have  audience. 

Lord  Adm,  Yet,  brave  Raymond,  hear. 
First,  let  me  tell  him  that  important  reasons 
Have  brought  you  here :    but  as  you  love  your 

country, 
First  let  me  urge  the  reasons  that  persuade 
Myself,  ere  to  your  sovereign  unprepar'd, 
Unthank'd  I  bring  you. 

Hay.  Thankless  it  shall  not  be;  I 

And  speed.  Lord  Admiral,  as  you  would  spurn 

The  name  of  traitor lExit  Lord  Adm. 

Ronsard,  in  your  eye  [To  Htmtard. 

I  read  amazement In  mjrself  I  feel 

An  unform'd  hoAx>ur,  and  ill-boding  darknes"— — 

Ob,  my  Erminia All  gracious  Heaven, 

"Where  am  I  lost ! 

Ron.  My  friend,  my  better  father ! 
O  good  my  lord,  far  from  your  generous  heart 
Be  these  vile  terrours. 

Ray.  Ere  the  sacmd  altar  '  « 

Witnessed  her  plighted  faith,  my  lov'd  Erminia 
Plighted  her  troth,  and  I  esteem 'd  it  sacred. 
For  by  her  love  she  vow'd  never  to  grace 
The  court  of  Valois.    When  the  ecstasy  ^ 

Of  love's  completion  was  a  new  existence. 


When  all  the  passion  of  that  generons  time 
Fires  the  affections,  and  each  melting  wish 
But  glows  to  please,  she  read  my  secret  drought. 
And  fondly  promised  never  in  my  absence 
To  give  her  presence  to  the  passing  guest. 
Yet  this  dread  night 

Ron,  To  night,  my  lord,  the  kio^ 
Commands  your  castle. 

Ray.  And  I  know  him  well. 
I  feel  some  leaden  hand,  invisible,  [hovers. 

Weigh  down  my  freezing  heart Where  the  kite 

The  quarry  lies  in  view Soon  Bourbon's  thunder 

Shall  sound  another  peal  than  that  which  now 
Kindles  this  lust  inspiring  revelry. 
Yet  ere  I  warn  my  sovereign  of  his  danger. 
Ere  for  my  country  1  can  draw  my  sword. 
My  heart's  sole  treasure,  my  Ermiuia's  safety. 

Must  to  my  heart  be  firm  assur'd Till  then 

The  king  I  see  not  In  the  bower  that  shades 
My  chapel  wall  I  wait,  till  you,  good  Ronsard, 
Bring  me  my  aged  uncle,  honour 'd  BramviHe ; 
His  words  1 11  trust.    Oh  speed !  my  spouse,  my 

country. 
Urge  violent  speed. {Exit  Ronsard. 


-Base  world,  how  dost  thou  teem  , 


With  foul  events !  Justice  and  every  service 

Are  all  mere  cobweb  films  to  bhad  the  hands 

Of  lust  and  tyranny !  Good  Heaven,  what  dangers 

Frown  dreadful  on  me!  O  Erminia, 

Wilt  thon  prove  false  ?  Away,  the  thought  is  treason. 

Their  witch  like  creeping  arts  affect  not  thee. 

Yet  oft  with  pain  and  fear  have  I  beheld 

A  little,  wayward,  giddy  levity. 

Show  its  capricious  features  in  the  midst 

Of  thy  endearments,  while  the  languid  sigh. 

And  eye  dissatisfy'd,  would  tell  the  wbh 

For  courtly  grandeur.    Ah,  my  boding  heart!    ' 

Away,  these  cruel  and  ungenerous  thoughts 

Yet  fear  gnaws  deep— the  king ;  ay  that  admi^ 
No  hesitation  ■ 

Scstfz  11.     A  room  in  R4nfOND*s  eastU, 
The  King,  the  Lord  Admiral,  and  duke  qfOmst* 

King.  And  Raymond  here  in  breach  of  our  con>> 
mand? 
My  lords  beware,  the  vengeance  of  a  king 
Falls  heavy  on  deceivers.    You  have  told  me 

Of  Raymond's  beauteous  lady All  you  told 

Drew  but  a  faded  picture  of  her  charms : 
So  lovely  she  outshines  description. 
But  you  have  added,  that  she  might  be  won. 
You  give  me  sweetest  poison,  and  you  promise 
Its  rapturous  antidote.    The  poison  kindles 
A  wild  delirium ;  but  the  blissful  cure 
Exceeds  all  art  to  compass.    All  she  feels 
Is  passion  for  her  husband.    I  have  seen  her. 
And  Ix^less  rage  is  mine. 

Gtdse,  All  tenderness. 
Melting  with  grief  she  seem'd,  but  the  keen  taste 
Of  joy  is  sister  to  the  soft  enthusiasm 
Of  melting  sorrow ;  open  is  her  temper ; 
Lively  and  delicate  her  fancy  glows. 
Then  doubt  it  not,  but  sprightly  levity 
Pants  in  her  breast    If  I  know  aught  of  woman, 
Such  one  is  to  be  wrought  on. 

King.  You  have  told  me 
Raymond's  proud  heart  might  by  ^  king  be  soften'd, 
And  high  advancement  next  to  sovereign  rank 
9haU  bribe  bis  patience.    If  yon  here  deceive  me, 
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Dreadfiil  ibatl  bimt  the  storm.    And  RayiiiQod*s 
I  dremJ  alike  as  his  Eiminia'k  bate,  [pride 

Imnocible. 

Lord  Adm.  Yet  hear,  my  liege ; 
Ambition  is  thf>  raging  fire  that  bomt 
The  heart  of  Raymond. 

King,  Hooour  lives  io  bis  breast ;  [pioess 

His  soul  is  more  than  Roman.    Tiio«gh  my  hap- 
Be  placed  perhaps  at  morul  strife  with  his, 
My  heart  delights  to  pause  upop  his  Tirtoes ; 
What  bis  bold  sword  has  done,  what  wounds  be 

bears. 
Young  as  be  is,  eam'd  nobly  in  my  battles ! 
Long  have  the  shattered  walls  of  lorn  MarKtiles 
DefyM  the  traitor  Bourbon's  fiercest  rage. 
And  had  not  Ra3rmond  thus  oppos*d  his  coarse,' 
Paris  ere  now  had  seen  the  daring  rebel 
CampM  at  her  gates.    Fierce  Boorbon  now  is  fled 
To  Italy ;  such  circumstance  we  owe 
To  Raymond's  bold  defence. 

lord  Adm.  Yet  has  he  left 
His  shatter^  walls,  in  breach- of  ix'd  oommand. 
And  a>  a  spy  comes  lurking  here. 

King.     Lord  Admiral, 
I  read  your  untold  counsel ;  ponish  that  crime. 
Yes,  I  will  punish  it:  but  be  who  first 
Advises  favours  as  the  way  to  conquer, 
Then  fearful  of  his  promise  urges  rigoar. 
To  mc  seems  deep  in  guilt     Each  varioos  art 
Of  war  is  Bourbon*s:  and  perhaps  his  fliglit 
Is  only  feigned.    Were  sudden  injury 
Pour'd  now  on  Raymond — Ah,  beneath  my  banners 
Blunted  were  many  a  spear ;  so  well  estecm*d, 
So  lov'd  he  reigns  in  ev*ry  8oldier*s  heart. 
Yet  shall  I  yield  the  dearest  happiness  I 
And  shall  my  soul,  that  never  knew  to  humble. 
Coldly  and  humbly  too  resign  the  hope 

Of  all  Iwbh? Alas!  my  fever'd  heart  [sance, 

With  anguish 'd  longings  seeks  the  fair  one's  pre- 

Thougb  nut  a  smile  repay  my  ardent  love. 

Here  wait  our  will [Exit  King. 

Lord  Adm.  Your  plots,  young  lord,  are  tum'd 
Like  arrows  on  their  masters.    Raymond's  valour 
Is  now  the  king's  sole  theme  of  praise  and  wonder; 
And  Raymond's  power  portends  our  hopeless  fisll. 
Was  it  f<M'  this,  my  Guise,  we  rooted  ont 
The  haughty  Bourbon  from  the  king's  affections, 
That  ere  they  cool'd,  his  place  might  be  supply'd 
By  this  aifiocted  Roman  ? 

Guite.  Bvary  failnre 
That  jealousy's  prophetic  eye  may  dread. 
Our  care  has  shunn*d  ■ 

Lord  Adm.  When  comes  a  smooth-fsced  boy. 
Squeamish  with  honesty,  vaumpt  with  the  feathers 
By  thoughtless  courage  gain'd :  and,  dh  disgrace ! 
Tears  from  the  hoary  politician's  brow 
The  civic  wreath,  and  plants  it  on  his  own. 

Guise.  No,  fortune  ever  is  the  slave  of  wisdom ; 
Bold,  let  Its  hope. 

Lord  Adm.  Loud  and  audaciously, 
'T  is  said,  he  brands  the  court:  Bourbon  he  calls 
A  gallant  man  much  injur'd. 

Guise.  And  may  silence 
Still  close  that  strain. 

Rajrmond  bears  every  gallant  virtue's  semblance 
So  taking  with  the  king.     But  wound  his  hooour. 
Unbridled  as  the  northern  storm,  his  rage 
Bursts  Iieadlong,  nor  subsides  till  justice  soothe 
His  rankled  pride. 

Lord  Adm.  Oh  hence,  that  hope  of  women. 


That  boiMf  its  trart  on  wiat  ano^ei^  boDoar 
May  please  to  do;  give  sov'retgn  power  to  RaynoBd, 
And  ev'n  to  grooms,  be  yields  lus  Wvdy  oonates. 
What  works  we  fondly  thought  to  raise  sgsinst  kin, 
Serve  but  as  steps  to  lift  him  up  to  greatnesi 

Gmst.  My  lord,  there  is  a   wisdom  cold  lad 
watchful. 
Much  of  itself  approved,  tiiat  cahnly  trrampki 
0*er  what  the  simple  name  the  geo'inos  pesioBS. 
This  wisdom  headlong  Raymond  never  knew. 
Oft  in  the  camp  I  *ve  read  his  fnrioas  madam; 
Calm  prudence  never  veii'd  his  mind's  aflfedioa. 
If  the  fierce  honeas  unmov>d  will  slamber. 
While  from  her  side  her  bowUng  whelps  are  ton 
By  shepherds'  curs,  then  will  the  heart^chsag*! 
Calmly  resign  his  ooontetk  [BayMsd 

Lofd  Adm.  But  the  king. 
As  wildly  great  in  generous  nobteneas, 
Will  never-^— -cannot  thus  o'enrbefan  m  noa 
The  man  his  soul  admires. 

Guise.  By  cool  design 
Perhaps  he  cannot :  but  he  little  dieam 
How  fimale  eharms  overpower  fafin.    All  he  fedi 
U  wild  delirium  then ;  and  bis  high  spirit      [fire- 
^  Disdains  each  bound  which  then  would  check  hii 
From  vieiiipg  Bourbon's  camp  this  Boni  I  kdbim 
To  Rajrmood's  gates:  the  wood-embosomM  caskk 
Presented  to  bis  mind  the  gallaat  Kivers 
And  ladies  of  romance.  **  Here  'n  some  adrcfltefe^' 
Cry'd  the  pleas'd  kmg. 

Lord  Adm.  And  did  not  3ron  extol 
The  lady  of  the  manmon's  wondrous  charms? 

Guise.    I  named  her  passinf  beanty;    bat  I 
named  it 
With  careless  voice.    Th*  uneacpected  blase 

Strikes  to  the  soul Fair  as  the  blush  of  Bon, 

We  found  her  walking  pensive  in  the  garden; 
She,  far  the  loveliest  flow*r  that  floorisbV  tbeie; 
Sorrow  was  in  her  eye  and  melting  sweetoes; 
And  unsuspicious  innocence  beam'd  round  ber. 
0*erpower*d  till  lost  in  pausing  awkwardnesii 
The  king  gaz'd  on  her  charms. 
Bat  when  her  husband 
Was  named--—        » 
Cold  at  the  heart  metiKMgbt  it  struck  bin, 
With  vacant  looks  as  bopdesa  of  his  wish ; 
He  paus'd  and  sigh'd ;  then  sudden  o^er  bis  cM 
The  blush  of  love  m8h*d  out    1  mark'd  bis  ejre, 
It  brighten'd  and  it  iangubh'd  every  momeot 
Whie  roving  o'er  her  charms. 

lord  Adm.  And  wa^i  her  sorrow 
The  net  of  love,  dispJay'd  to  cateh  the  lover 
Who  fondly  soothes  it? 

Guise.  No;  't  was  innocence, 
Artleas,  yet  easy  to  be  gently  won. 
Some  fearful  dreams  about  her  ho^mnd's  ssfetv 
Prcy'd  on  her  heart;  but  when  the, king  dedar'd 
Danger  was  o'er,  as  angels  smtle,  Jhe  smil'd. 
And  when  he  Ulk'd  of  courtly  joy?,  of  grandeur. 
And  beauty's  empire,  Heaven*8!  how  the  deepsifk 
Betrayed  her  fluttering  heart ! 

Lord  Adm.  Your  spouse,  my  lord. 
Comes  with  the  looks  of  care. 

Guise.  Why,  my  Eemoine,  why  that pcnsiTe  eye. 
Where  love  should  only  reign  ? 

Fern.  My  lord,  I  know  not. 
What  means  the  king  ?  to  me  he  talks  of  I 
That  all  his  wish  is  but  to  favour  Raymood; 
To  see  the  countess  happy  at  the  court. 
The  fairest  ornament  ^  Fontainbl^f^ 
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Pity»  indeed,  that  here  amidst  these  wilds» 
Such  charms,  such  virtues,  as  adorn  the  countem, 
Shpuld  to  the  worfd  be  lost.    But  if  the  king 
Do  plan  delusion,  gracious  angels  guard  me——* 
Ko  j  nerer  sha'I  my  conscious  lips  betray 
Such  innocence,  such  sacred  spousal  love. 
T  was  not  in  vain,  my  lord,  you  brought  me  here ; 
Here  shall  I  better  learn,  theugh  well  I  knew , 
Prom  thee  before,  to  tend  the  flowers  that  shed 
Their  soft  endearments  o'er  the  sacred  bowers 
Df  wedded  love.  [ship 

Guise,  And  long  and  happy  be  your  sacred  friend- 
With  Raymond's  coui^tess !  from  these  dull  retire- 
ments 
Urge  her  to  follow  you  to  courtly  splendour  | 
And  as  your  friendi^ip  strengthens,  be  the  wish 
Still  melting  on  3rour  lips,  that  gallant  Raymond 
^ould  join  strict  frieiidship  with  yonr  pfotp'roos 
I  then  were  fully  happy.  [husband. 

Eem.  Ever  shalt  thou  be  happy, 
^y  wedded  lord,  if  aught  my  cares  avail, 
rbe  countess  flies  the  king;  I  go  to  soothe  her 
By  his  command,  and  bring  her  to  the  mask-room. 

Guutf.  Such  was  thy  smile,  my  fair,  when  at  the 
alUr 
[  seiz'd  thy  yielding  hand [Exit  Eemoine, 

Lord  Adm.  Great  in  the  future  tales 
>f  state  intrigue,  I  hail  thee,  prudent  Guise, 
rhy  spouse,  a  stranger  to  thy  heart,  will  act 
Fler  part  from  simple  nature,  unoppos'd 
By.  female  scruples. 

Gvise,  Think  not  ever  woman 
Shall  fathom  this  deep  breast:  but  well  I  know, 
iVben  woman's  faith  is  tampered  with, 
tubman  must  be  employM :  a  woman's  presence 
l.ul|s  fear  to  sleep :  a  woman's  friendly  smile 
^ves  silent  approbation  to  the  thoughts. 
Is  to  them.*elves  unknown  they  xrkrm  to  passion. 

Lord  Adm.  Cautious,  yet  fuirless  tooj  must  we 
hold  on. 
^here  fiear  prevails  no  bold  emprise  sacceeds. 

hasten  to  the  king:  do  thou  find  Raymond, 
Lnd  fire  him  to  the  mood  of  our  desires. 

[Exgunt, 

■  ScsNB  III.     An  arbour  by  an  eld  chepeL 
RAYMOim  and  Bkamvillb. 

Ray.  The  King  and  Guise  this  morning  at  my 

Bram.  Yet  hear,  my  lord [castle— 

Ray.  Saw  my  Enninia !  and  now  are  with  her 
iolding  their  revelry.    O  woman's  honour, 
?oor  jittering  vapour,  bursting  a/ the  touch 
>f  first  intruder! 

Bram.  'T  was  the  King,  my  lord, 
T  was  he  intruded :  in  the  cypress  grove 
ij  chance  he  met  her :  to  the  silent  shade 
Vfoumful  she  fled,  to  give  her  bleeding  heart 
The  fainting  ease  and  luxury  of  sorrow. 


Whence  seen  in  distant  view  Marsdlles'  grey  Umtn, 
And  Bourbon's  camp  held  her  attentive  eye  i 
Loud  roar'd  the  war,  and  hissing  through  the  air 
The  bombs  shower'd  on  the  city.    At  the  barst 
Of  ev'ry  groaning  volley  were  her  eyes 
And  hands  held  np  to  Heaven ;  "  Ob,  spare  my>v 

husband !" 
Wildly  she  cry'd,  in  all  the  strength  of  terroor ; 
Then  would  have  swoon'd ;  but  waken'd  by  anotbery 
And  still  another  roar  of  Bourbon's  thunder. 
*<  Oh,  spare  my  Raymond,  Heaven !"  she  still  ex- 
claimed ; 
Till  silence  witk  the  evening  sudden  olos'd 
The  dregful  day [mine! 

Ray.  Oh,  what  a  treasure,  gracious  Heaven,  it 
Yes ;  I  could  weep,  and  all  my  heart  is  pour'd 
O'er  my  Erminia's  generous  pain-~— my  heart 
Upbraids  itself  for  its  dishonest  fears. 
But  speed  thee,  Bramville,  bring  my  tender  fair  one 
Where,  unprofan'd  by  th«e  gay  revelers'  eyes, 
Here  in  the  sacred  chapel,  1  may  fold  her 
In  my  enraptur'd  arras,  and  vow  my  love, 
Ere  on  the  battle-field  I  meet  the  foe,  [turn. 

From  whence  Heaven  knows  if  e'er  my  steps  re* 

Bram.  I  speed,  my  lord. 

Ray.  Hah,  what  ill-boding  omen  I 
My  heart's  diie  dread— ^ 

Enter  the  Kwo,  Guisi,  and  Loitn  Amcnut. 

iCtng.  What  councib  hold  you  here  in  these  lone 
shades } 
Raymond,  thy  brave  protection  of  Marseilles 
Receiv^es  our  thanks ;  but  our  command  bade  Ray- 
mond 
Guard  well  his  shatter*d  waits  against  surprise; 
Nor  leave  Marseilles  till  we  ounelf  relieved  him. 
But  thou  art  here :  how  stands  thy  loyalty  ? 
Our  will  was  never  disobey'd  in  vain.  [loyalty 

Ray.  My  presence  here,  ^y  liege,  attests  m^ 
More  than  the  numerous  wounds  thy  battles  gave  mer 
Two  months  has  Bourbon  pour'd  his  rag^  upon  me ; 
Two  months  my  walls  have  stopp'd  his  march 

through  France : 
Three  nights  and  days  successive  has  his  thunder 
Pour'd  on  my  city,  when  at  last  your  highness 
Game  to  the  rescue  of  Marseilles  and  France,    f 
Then  Bourbon  fled ;  and  rushing  from  myi  tower% 
I  dar'd  the  column  where  his  ensign  streamed. 
Himself  I  took  not,  though  my  spear  was  near  him  i 
Yet  some  I  made  my  prisoners }  one  of  these 
Carried  this  letter. 

[Gioet  it  to  the  King,  toho  toon  givet  it  to  Guhe. 

— — — To  Marseilles  I  sent 

My  brave  lieutenant:  to  my  sovereign's  camp, 
(Other  command  of  duty  unreceiv'd) 
I  sped  to  warn  him  of  to  morrow's  war. 
Though  wild  confoakm  mariiM  the  flight  of  Bourbon^ 
The  rising  Sun  shall  see  his  army  marshallM 
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Ra^'d  in  his  ey6t,  and  shook  his  liiig*ring  steps. 
Foreboding  dreadful  issue ! 

Ijord  Adm,  On  himself 
Will  ever  fall  the  evil. 

Guise.  This  the  order 

[^Holding  the  letter  in  hit  hand. 
Of  Bourbon  to  his  generaU  may  be  wrought 
By  jealous  Ra3rmond :  his  ill-boding  care 
Secludes  his  countess  with  such  jealousy. 
As  if  he  meant  these  lonely  shades  should  guard 
The  wanton  rays  of  summer's  genial  sons 
From  playing  round  her. 

King,  Yet,  much  care  behoves  us. 
Speed  to  the  camp,  Lord  Admiral,  and  give 
<>ur  fixM  command ;  let  all  in  silent  care 
Lie  under  arms  to  night.    No  sudden  danger 
Forbids  the  gay  festivity,  ordain'd 
To  win  the  angel  countess.    T  were  impiety 
To  levels  coy  god  to  slip  so  fair  a  season. 

Guise,  Behold,  my  liege,  with  what  a  pleasing 
lustre 
The  star  of  Venus  twinkles  o'er  the  bowers 
Inspiring  love,  as  if  she  bade  the  lover 
Stoul  to  his  mistress. 

King,  Every  thought  presents  me 

The  lovely  fair  one Ah,  what  tenderness, 

What  warmth  of  soul,  beneath  her  innocence, 
Artless  appeared ! 

Guise,  U  such  dear  scenes  of  transport 
Rise  in  enamourM  fancy,  think  what  transport, 
While  now  the  Moon  gleams  through  the  lonely 

grove 
Making  the  primrose  paler,  while  the  gale 
Whispers  love  sighs,  to  wander  with  the  goddess, 
Who  gives  the  inspiration. 

King,  Oh,  name  it  not. 
I  am  all  fire Yes,  I  shall  die  or  conquer. 


ACT    IL 


ScENB  L     A  room  in  the  castle, 
Ermdiu  and  Ebmoinb. 

Erm,  Ah,  name  not  brilliant  show  and  courts 

to  me! 
These  peaceful  shades,  and  holy  calm  retirements, 
Whene'er  my  gallant  Raymond's  presence  glads 

them, 
Have  every  charm  :  delights  how  far  superior 
To  gaudy  flutter  and  encumbered  grandeur ! 
On  yon  green  bapk,  lav'd  by  the  murm'ring  rill, 


Oh,  I  am  fuU  of  fSearful  apprebeniions! 
I  fear,  alas  ! — what  thousand  fleeting  phantoms ! 
I  feiir  his  valorous  thoughtless  scorn  ai  danger 
More  than  a  thousand  foes. 

Eenu  A  brave  man  only,  lady. 
Had  charms  for  you ;  and  would  you  wish  yoar  lofd 
To  shun  the  toils  that  g^ve  him  all  his  cbaroM  ? 
And  ever  sacred  be  this  wood-land  castle. 
And  these  lone  bowers,  to  love,  to  happiest  lore  ! 
And  soon  may  Raymond  cheer  his  lone  retreat ! 
Yet  sprightly  youth  by  nature's  powerful  motion 
Asks  other  scenes;  would  mingle  in  the  walks 
Where  other  peers  lead  forth  their  fiurest  dames. 

Erm,  I  cannot  love  the  scene  my  Raymond  loves 
not 
All  the  endearments  of  th'  expecting  lover 
Still  seem  more  tender ;  yet  should  I  bnt  bint 
Of  leaving  these  retreats,  and  name  the  comt. 
Serious  he  looks,  then  smiling  says,  the  worid 
U  all  false  show,  and  fiill  of  real  trouble ; 
That  a  calm  haven,  like  oors,  is  aH  the  wish 
Of  courts  and  camps  ;  the  pole  star  of  ambitka. 
Love  makes  me  say  so  too,  when  sparkling  rapture 
His  eyes  confess  his  dearest  wii>h  accompltsh'd  ; 
The  while  he  labours  to  express  his  joy. 
And  tells  me  I  have  freely  granted  him 
The  only  point  he  could  revise  to  yield  me. 

Eenu  Yet  the  full  tide  of  Raymond's  rising  ho- 
nours' 
Now  swell  so  high,  it  cannot,  will  not  leave  him 
To  these  lone  shades—  Talk'd  not  the  king  this  mora 
As  if  he  wish*d  the  count  would  change  his  life. 
And  show  the  court  his  countess  ? 

Erm,  Ah,  Eemoioe ! 
Raise  not  that  hope;  away!  it  shall  not  please  me. 

Eem,  And  most  auspiciously  occasion  offers* 
Bourbon  is  fled,  by  Raymond's  valour  bafiled  ; 
And  France  is  sav'd.    This  night  the  joyfiil  king. 
With  many  a  lady  from  the  neighbouring  castle^ 
In  Raymond's  castle  means  to  celebrate 
The  nation's  joy  in  honour  of  your  husi>and. 
Should  Rajnnond's  countess  sullen  then  refuse 
To  grace  the  public  joy,  her  husband'^  honour 
Were  tainted  by  the  deed. 

Erm,  Three  dreadful  nights  and  days 
Has  Bourbon  pour'd  his  thunder  on  Marseillei. 
No  sleep  the  while  my  woeful  eyelids  clos'd. 
My  fever'd  thoughts  at  last,  hi  gentle  slumber, 
Methought  were  sooth  *d,  when  on  the  grouiid  be- 
fore me 
A  ,pale  and  blood-stain'd  corpse  my  hu^mnd  lay. 
'T  was  not  a  dream,  I  saw  him .    [g^^ 

Eem.  The  sick  man's  dreams  of  dismal  i 
Cleaving  beneath  his  feet,  and  volleying  fiii. 
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)idit4boa  fear  itna,  aUs»  tbou  couMst  not  talk 
>f  FortoDe's  smiles,  and  Orandeur't  gaudy  baubles ! 

Enter  ike  Kino,  Goiss,  and  Oppiccas. 

Kmg  —Ah !  still  in  tears  ? — Let  winter's  dismal 

gloom 
^*erc1oud  the  smiles  of  May,  but  let  not  sorrow 
Km  these  bright  eyes. 

^rm.— Forgive,  my  liege^Hither,  for  pity's  sake ! 
uppurt  me,  lady.  [HeHrmg. 

iimg.— What,  and  fly  me  too ! 
Jid  can  90  fair  a  bosom  veil  such  rigour  ? 

frm.— Oh,  pity  my  distress,  my  woman's  fears! 

King,   The  brave  count  Raymond  lives,   and 
crown*d  with  glory !  [war 

Erm.    On  Heaven !  rep«U  it— Dues  the  rage  of 
breateo  no  more  ?~  Here,  from  the  camp,  I  see, 
re  other  peers;  but  what  detains  my  Raymond  ? 
las,  deceive  me  not,  nor  mock  my  fbars  f 

Kem,  Thy  fears  are  but  the  terrour  of  a  dream, 
bat  soon  will  vanish. 

^>m.  Ah,  the  dreadful  battle 
I  past ;  and  these  retum'd  from  victory ; 
ut  death  detains  my  Raymond !  Never,  till  now, 
Tas  he  the  last  to  hasten  to  my  arms, 
hy  Guise  is  here,  Eemoine;  bnt  my  Raymond 
ies  bleeding  on  thtt  field.     I  know  his  ardou^: 
be  dearest  joy  he  felt  in  war^  proud  triumph 
^as  to  behold  my  transport,  when  my  arms 
eceiv*d  him  finom  the  fields  of  death,  restored 

>  l.fe,  to  love But  now,  oh  Heaven !  he  comes 

bough  others  come.  [not. 

King.  By  the  king's  sacred  honour ! 
by  Raymond  lives ;  and  evVy  tnngue  delights 
J  name  his  gallant  deeds.    To  night  tt  sacred 
9  his  renown,  which  you  will  more  adorn, 
le  court  of  Chariemagne,  in  all  its  pomp 
f  beauteous  ladies,  when  they  sat  to  judge 
leir  knights  at  martial  Toumay,  yields  to  mme 
le  pakn  of  beauty.    War's  confus'd  alarms 
•e  now  expeird  our  realm— Festivity 
>w  claims  the  heart— Then  might  I  thus  to  night, 
»r  one  short  night,  thus  beg  your  hand,  and  call 
leeo  of  the  mask.  [you 

Frm,  Alas,  my  liege,  my  terrours 

mower  my  soul  I Hither,  Bemoine,  aid  me. 

Jung.  Afi,  madam  !^>^-^Yes,  indeed,  had  you  re- 
I  dull  impertinence  the  face  of  joy  [fiis'd  mo- 
id seem*d  to  me 

IFemoine  redres,  ike  emmtess  iu  losiin  hesitation. 
le  cares  of  |rar,  now  like  my  humble  vassals, 
ind  off  at  servile  distance,  while  I  give 
f  heart  to  riot  in  the  sweetest  joys 
at  victory  affords ;  the  sovereign  joys 
at  beauty's  captivating  power  inspires, 
ben  beauty  smiles  with  all  the  dear  distinctions 

lat  valour  gains  from  woman 

[G'loie  taking  tke  eountett  by  tke  kand. 
Guise.  Here,  my  liege, 
e  Cairest  gem  that  ever  France  aoquir*d 
>m  all  her  wars,  to  grace  her  splendid  court 
Erm.  Ha,  what !  fbfbear-— *I  know  not  what 

you  said. 
r  spirits  hurry  me,  I  know  not  whither ! 

IWitkdrawing. 
reak  my  plighted  booour  while  I  Ulk 

d  linger  here Whatever  my  Raymond  maami 

tmid  not  wound  him  in  his  earnest  wish, 
oa  repeated,  were  the  worid  to  give 
.,^  [Eemme  returns* 

TOL  XVII. 


All  it  admires  to  bribe  me.    Why,  Eemoine, 
Why  leave  me  thus  ?  Hitlier,  my  childhood's  friend 
lOferi^g  to  retire. 

King,  Yet  hear  how  vain  is  youroppressingsorrow. 

Eem.  The  gallant  Raymond,  crowied  with  fresh 
"bloirn  honours. 
Safe  from  the  war  this  instant  glads  his  castle. 
His  country's  cause  commands  his  present  care. 
And  soon  the  honours  of  to  night's  festivity 
Shall  give  him  to  your  arms  with  doubled  joy. 
Highly  elated  with  the  royal  favour. 
He  means  to  meet  you  at  the  happy  mask ; 
Such  duteous  honour  to  his  king  he  owes. 
And  longs  to  pay 

Erm.  Oh,  not  an  angel's  voice 
Could  thus  have  dartpd  through  my  lifted  heart 
So  bright  a  glow  of  transport    Oh,  my  Raymond  \ 
What  have  I  suffer'd  from  the  dreams  of  fear ! 
Yes;  thy  love-smiles  shall  fondly  brghten  o'er  mt 
While  I  in  sueet  remembrance  tell  my  fears. 

King,  Now,  by  my  crown !  these  looks  of  happy 
Repay  the  hardships  of  a  whole  campaign,  [beauty 
The  lad  es  and  the  peers  already  crowd 
The  joyful  mask  room,  and  attend  their  king; 
But  happiness  delays  her  inspiration, 
Lady,  till  you  appear.  [Exeunt  together. 

ScKHi  II.    An  apartment  in  tke  eastie. 
Enter  Bsamvilli  and  Ronsaso  meeting. 

Bratn.  Say,  have  you  found  him?— Deaf  to  all 
my  prayers), 
He  spurns  when  I  urge  his  instant  safety : 
Here,  here,  he  lingers  in  the  act  of  treason. 

Ron.  And  vain  is  all  I  urge  of  hope  and  patience ; 
Vain  as  his  earnest  wish  to  see  the  countess. 
He  well  perceives  she  's  guarded.    But  this  instant 
He  sprung  away,  and  vow'd  that  not  the  king 
Should  guard  the  door  ^t  plac'd  its  bar  b^ween 
them. 

Enter  Guisi  and  Loan  AsMitAi* 

-    Gidse.  And  know'st  tbpn,  B^mmville,  how  thy 

furious  nephew 
Defies  the  king's  high  will,  deserts  his  statioo 
Even  in  the  foe's  {»roud  face  ?  His  fate  is  mark'd 
In  bloody  characters. 

Bram*  Ay,  and  his  foes 

WUl  speed  the  blow Alas!  Iknowitwell— 

[Exeunt  Bram.  and  Ron, 

Lord  Adm.  Now  is  the  moment.  Guise.  Tell  me 
no  more 
What  Raymond's  love  will  do,  and  boasted  honour; 
^)eed  1  instant  to  the  king  !  and  bring  commission 
1'u  seize  the  lingYing  traitor. 

Gwse.  On  ourselves 
Thus  shall  we  call  destruction.  Raymond's  cotmtess 
Yet  loves  her  husband  with  a  bride's  devotion; 
And  should,  his  fiste  even  wound  her  with  a  sigh. 
The  love-intoxicated  king  would  spurn  us. 
Degraded  from  h's  presence.    Yes,  my  lord, 
I  'II  trast  the  workings  of  the  count's  fierce  honour. 

Enter  Emonci. 

EewL  My  lord,  oh  speed ! Fierce  Raymondft 

on  the  instant. 
Will  burst  into  the  mask  room—*'     ,     ^  ^^^I^ 
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GviM.  Ay,  sod  there, 
T'erce  »  a  tiger,  let  bim  laeet  hit  wpixml 
The  kiagly  lion  will  not  yield  bit  prey : 
Yet,  let  the  montrch  curve  hit  rode  intraiioB, 
Aiid  from  the  fermeDt  of  their  nountiog  pjtiiont 
Our*s  be  the  gaia Hal  while  I  tpeak  it  bap- 
Uproar  awl  wild  ouofiiMaii  at  the  matk         (p«i>*> 
8ea<  what  I  bop«d.     They  bring  the  dintiiig  lady: 
Let  ut  withdraw,  my  lord— 

[KxtwUGmM  mtiUrd  Jdm. 

Emu.  Hah,  yet  *he  Hret? and  bare  I  batdy 

done  it?— 

Mercy,  tweet  Heaven! am  T  the  blinded  ageat 

Of  adamajume  bearted  tr<»achery  ? 

Ah,  th<*t«  pale  looks  apbraid  my  mioiftry ! 

Vet,  yet  I  knew  not Oh,  my  friend  Ermioia ! 

Catt  not  the  look  of  terroor  thut  aronnd  thee:       * 
Here  each  awaits  to  soothe  thy  tudden  woe 
Whate'cr  its  grief. 

Erm.  Oh,  how  severely  did  his  look  apbraid 
My  breach  of  promise !  Fiercest  indignation 
iower'd  in  his  eye,  and  wither*d  in  bis  heart. 
Each  soft,  each  dear  remembrance !  whitber  shall  I, 
•   Ob,  whither  tarn  me! 

JFewu  All  around  you,  lady. 
Shall  yettmtta gay.    Thekiag,thegep*roatFrancit, 
Shall  guard  your  bappipess. 

Erm,  The  kin^— Ah  me! 
Piercing  with  coldest  borrour  comet  the  Toice 
That  bids  me  hope  that  kindness  from  another 

I  only  wish  from  Raymond Oh,  ungenerous 

Hare  I  requited  him one  test  of  love. 

Oft  he  Imploi^d  with  all  the  rage  of  earnestness. 
And  I,  unworthy  of  a  love  like  his, 
Have  carelessly  neglected  that  poor  test 
Yet  to  my  Raymond  shall  I  only  fly; 
E  en  though  he  spurn  me  with  a  sterner  look. 
Yet  will  I  bold  hint  to  my  tremblhig  breast. 
My  foe  and  only  fHend,  my  dread  and  refuge. 
Where  has  my  Raymond  fled  me    — 

Enter  Goist. 


Guise,  Weep  not,  lady; 
Other  resentments,  aoble  ones,  ihoold  heave 
Tbe  indignant  sigh-— and  Rajrmond  shall  lament 

Erm.  Raymond  lament !  Oh,  pitying  Heaven  de- 
'    fend  him ! 
My  carelets  breach  of  promtte  hat  involr*d  him 
In  death't  dark  patht.  Ay,  death  was  in  the  frowns 
Tbe  king  and  Raymond  Iower'd  upon  each  other. 
Yet  will  I  now  repeat  my  breach  of  pfOHVtse, 
And  humbly  grasp  tbe  frownhig  monareh^  kneet, 
Till  hit  high  dignity'lbrgtve  my  butbaad. 

Guise.  Oenerout  lady. 
Thou  arfthy  Raymond't  better  angel,  tent 
From  Heaven  to  tave  him.  •     [Etnmnt. 

ScBKB  in.    Another  apcrtmenU 

Ovtn,  and  Ms  Ljuft. 

Eewu  Thus,  on  my  knees,  by  Heaven's  eternal 
grace, 
My  Guise,  my  husband,  T  adjure  thee  tell  me, 
Tell  me,  what  means  this  earnestness  to  srin 
Erminia  to  the  court? — beneath  this  kuidnest 
Lurks  an  ambigugut  darkness  i  wbeaoa  the  horroor 


M1CKLES  POmB. 

Tbatthaketav^iRayMNi«'kkaeei,iad  d«i  !» 
At  death's  ooldlCMrh?  [oa«flta« 

GmUe.  Stem  Raymond's  wayward  humour 
Thus  beats  the  air,  and  o'er  his  hapless  spoose 
^t  the  dread  lard;  to  tave  his  gedtle  lady 
Prom  this  wild  tyranny,  were  HeavcB^to«Nih ' 
Were  worthy  BOMett  fiiaalihipw 

Eewu  Ah,  my  lord. 
Her  woes  are  all  the  wo 
4nd  sbaH  I  act  the  part  which  y«s  i 
And  add  despair  to angmth?  Ma;  IscMd  it. 
Oh  gruiout  Heavaa! 

Gwue.  Aad  thua  a  wnmin't  wert»eti 
Must  blight  tha  fisiMtt  hafvati  aT  my  li^etb 
Diitraction,  madnesa^— 

Eem.  Yet,  my  lord,  yat  bear; 
I  dread Alas 

Guiee.  F^bemywordt Thekiaj 

In  wildett  admiration  views  the  bravery 

Of  gallant  Raymond :  Raymowl  toon  viB  thiae 

Tbe  first  bigb-favour'd  subject  of  the  worU; 

And  Raymond  is  tiy  Iba— Ualett  your  iricBd- 

With  his  lov'd  oouBftras  win  me  iato  favour,     [ship 

Disgraced  and  hanith'd  firam  the  coort,  o«r  castia 

In  Normandy't  wild  hills,  to  you,  to  me, 

WiH  soon  b«Mximc  a  loaely  gkxmiy  ] 

You  tremble  at  the  thought— Be  wise ; 

Be  tbe  bold  friend  of  Raymomfs  iajar'd  < 

Give  her  the  noUatt  gift  a  firiead  c^a  give; 

Teach  her  to  vindicate  bar  mdepeadeaoe. 

Leave  to  her  gratitude  the  rest;  aad  tbe« 

Be  grateful  too:  remember  tha  kme  dottier 

From  which  my  yoathfal  krrebronghtthee  t 

dear.  lEsd  Gmte. 

Fem.  I  wellrewwmberit:  thy  dreary  caatia 
In  Normandy  naedt  only  to  be  nam'd. 
And  the  dark  doislsr's  wintry  shades  retom. 
Where,  lost  to  hope,  my  motmtiagtoalaaem'dfls'l 
To  a  aondition  rooted  to  the  eailh 
As  tha  baae  weed  that  creeps  OB  the  ooM  roek; 
Where,  if  at  times  my  gen'rous  mind  ^vasag'd 
Tbe  courtly  scenes  of  grandeur  and  of  joy. 
Dependence,  like  a  stem  stepmother,  Uolle^ 
The  beauteous  prospect,  and  sunk  <lown  my  hairt 
In  cold  despair— —Yes,  1  remember  theae ; 
And,  were  I  spOBsa  to  Raymond,  wooHl  net  yield 
Tohisuogen*roatthraklom!  Ba  my  friendship 
To  Raymood*s  cooBtam  then,  tach  at  Bytel^ 
In  her  lorn  hours,  would  wish.  lEai 


Sctut  IV.    AnoAef  eportmenL 

BtAarvRU  aBd  RATwnm. 
Indeed,  my  k>rd,  isdeed  yovr 


Bram. 


Has  rudelv  iqjur'd  the  most  faithful  i 

Em^,   My  breast  wat  tarn  with  fierce  conflictiq( 
pattioot,  ' 

And  still  it  torn.    Oh,  BvBBmlle!  sfaad  afna, 
Tell,  my  Ermiaia  ■  - 

Bram.  BoashoB,  my  tord. 
Perhaps  ev*n  now,  ranges  hb  host  flM*  battle; 
Your  couto'  ry  asks  ytwr  sward. 

Btf.  And  witness,  HeaVn, 
I  tremble  for  har  lata !  yet,  yet  I  wiR  ool, 
I  will  Bot  leave  definKtdeis  kwoceace 
Beneath  the  wolfs  hot  eye   Ifyoawo 
To  fight  my  eooBkry^battlfli,  find  iM  a 
ToayErmiaia. 
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BrawL  I  fipeecl,  my  lord.  lExU.  BramvilU. 

Rmf.    Oh  woOiM,  timiiMs  what  mny  fix  thy  lik- 
ing! 
Good  Heav'n,  what  tenderness,  what  ardent  passion 
The  yieldiii^  vifgia's  hoMal  bhish  betrays ! 
But  ah,  how  toou  that  honesty  expires! 
And  to  the  fint  gross  aatterer  that  assaib, 
Wanders  her  poisonMfanty)  in  afflietion. 
As  light  and  changeAil  as  the  gaudy  fly 
Which  hastens  to  the  rose  with  eager  speed. 
And  OB  Ha  dansask  leaves,  with  fond  embrace, 
Flutters  her  painted  wiagi  a  little  while* 
A  little  whiK  for  lift  she  but  her  eyes, 
And  the  first  thistle  fiower  that  eatchee  them 
Catches  berfcaey  too,  and  thither  speeds  sh^ 
Oh  Heaven,  what  ha^fard  inperfrction  blots 
Thj&irestworkl 

Enter  Roniako. 

Ron.    The  troops,  my  lord,  you  sent  me  to  pre- 
pare. 

Are  an  oh  fire  to  think  you  11  lead  them Ha, 

How  dark  and  wild  that  look ! 

/?tfy.  Give  me  your  hand. 
Js  this  an  honest  hand  ? 

Kon.  Unstain'd,  my  lord. 

Ray.  Awav !  the  world  is  false. 

Ron,  Good  Heaven,  my  friend ! 

Ray.  An  old  hag  once  told  me, 
That  tny  fViend*8  hands  should  tear  my  heart,  should 

rend 
Each  string,  and  while  it  wmng  the  master-cord, 
Withsleek  adulterous  smiles  should  mock  my  woes. 

Ron.     Oh,  Heaven,  let  me  confiront  the  daring 
Wliose  poisonous  tongue [traitor, 

Hay.  Alas,  Ronsard  !  thy  manners  [roving, 

Have   beauteous  innocence.     My  thoughts  were 
IVere  warm,  my  friend,  warm  with  ^n  ancient  tale, 
\  noble  ODC :  brave  Cyrus  had  a  t^aptive, 
r'he  pride  of  beauty;  for  the  king's  own  bed 
rbe  chiefs  reservM  her:  mark,  she  was  a  captive 
Taken  in  war,  the  very  flow*r  of  beauty. 
Jfit  she  was  chaste,  pure  as  the  snow-iobM  angel 
^hat  guards  the  holy  altar:  every  thought 
.*  iow'd  with  her  husband ;  cold  as  Death's  chill  hand 
'o  all  the  world  beside.    Yet  she  was  woman ; 
ind  love  might  hope.     But  Cyrus  made  no  revel. 
To  midnight  mask,  no  flattVmg  amorous  fondling 
b  fan  her  pride,  or  melt  her  guardless  heart 
y,  and  her  husband  was  the  foe  of  Cyrus, 
1  arms  against  him ;  mark,  he  was  an  enemy, 
;ut  gallant  Cyrus  reverenc'd  his  love, 
nd  to  his  arms  restor'd  the  beauteous  maid, 
are  as  th'  ethereal  blushes  of  the  dawn. 

Fnttr  BaAMviLLB. 

D^^rvm      'M'v  lord.thp  kftMiimnirtlpnn«rkfvmtrf«>9r« 


She  's  innocent !  then  hence<- 
Yetthiafietooiae 


Is  spouse  of  Guise— ^A  courtier,  who  could  calmly 
To  death  and  infamy  oonstga  the  friend 
Who  stood  in  his  ambition's  darkling  way. 
And  soule  too  while  he  stabb'd  him.         {^Exmmt. 

SciNB  V.     Anoiker  aparimtnU 
The  Kjho,  Guise,  and  the  Lord  Admual. 

JiTtfig.  My  lords,  my  happiness  demands  your 
service. 

The  countess Oh,  what  charms !  but  go,  my 

I  left  her  trembling  on  the  giddy  whirl       [Quise^ 
Of  various  passbns.    Fan  her,  least  suspicions 
Of  Raymond's  hatred— Tell  her  his  dread  revenge 
Should  bid  her  delicate  resentment  blaze. 
Then  let  the  powers  of  music  soothe  her  spirits: 
I  '11  follow  you :  when  the  dissolving  soul 
Qlowa  in  her  eyes,  the  melting  melody 
Shall  softly  whisper  what  my  looks  would  say. 

[Exit.  (Juisci^ 
And  yon,  Lord  Admiral,  in  every  passage 
Plant  armed  soldiers :  have  a  watchful  eye 
On  Raymond. 
I4>rd  Adm.  And  in  iron  chains  secure  hhn. 
King.  No,  by  my  ctDwn:  to  seize  him  yet  were 
death 
To  the  most  lovely  fhir  one.    I  have  promised, 
Thoni^h  with  affected  shyness,  to  forgive  him. 
Hearens,  how  my  feignM  reluctance  fir'd  her  ear* 

nestness, 
And  fix*d  her  keen  imploring  eyes  upon  me ! 
Though  to  my  love  her  words  spoke  cold  despair, 
T  was  luxury  to  read  her  asking  eyes 
Thus  languishing  on  me.     And  again, 
Soon  shall  they  woo  me,  while  my  lingering  favour 
Shall  be  the  trammel  oC  the  god  of  love. 
Her  husband  must  be  purchas'd.  Hither,  Lord  Ad- 
miral. [ExtuntM 


ACT  IIL 

ScEMX  L     An  afiartment  in  Raymokd's  castle^ 
OufSfr  dttd  Loss  htmntAU 

Lord  Adm.  By  aU  we  wish,  asy  k>rd»  jrour  baasU> 

edarts 
Have  weigh'd  us  dowa.  Tht  king  decrees  the  btiftiM 
Of  power  aad  Bsvour  to  the  haughty  Raymond. 
Distraction  !  death !  mild  as  the  April  eve 
Soon  shall  the  tempest  of  his  dreadful  rage 

Gently  subside ;  and  we  fatlert,  Iklkn  low — -^  ^ 

.  Guist.  When  Bourbon  drove  your  proud  aupestor 

host 
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EgBL  Alas»  aqr  Ooiie^o-  [tnnt, 

GmM,  T  it  tbni  the  fcsrfMU  tranbliiig  with  <!»- 
UoAt  to  tmtch  her  gifts,  tuni  forime  from  tbeB. 
The  bold  oomiiuuid  her  Hroon, 

Eem.  nracioa*  powers! 
What  mm  I  dotnf  ?  Where  will  then  plott  end? 
I  told  coant  lUymood  how  sererely  itrock, 
Bf  his  fierce  eyes,  his  futbliil  coaotess  Isf 
In  death-Lite  swooniofs  at  the  Ddghb'ring  oowren^ 
And  by  bb  wiihiv  for  her  life,  adjor'd  him 
Not  to  intrude  again  Vh  I  had  sootfa'd  her. 
And  have  mjr  lips,  by  thee  histrocted,  Guise, 
UtterM  dark  faliehood  ?— Horrid  is  the  darkness 
Where  treachery  dwells,  where  ev*ry  glimpse  of  light 
Is  dreadful  as  the  thunder  flash. 

GmMe,  Hail,  blessed  saint ! 
O,  well  these  pawions  suit  the  cloister's  cells. 
Thus  when  the  holy  s  «teri  chant  their  Tespeit 
Beneath  the  dark  ail  d  abbey*s  gloomy  roofr. 
What  time  the  grass-grown  erevic'd  window  poors 
The  sullen  even<ng*s  melancholy  rays 
O'er  thesummndtng  tombs  ;  there,  fitting  place, 
There  shall  you  chant  these  holy  notes,  till  age 
Furrow  these  blooming  cheeks  with  sallow  wrinkles. 
The  churchyard  ravens  on  the  blasted  elms 
Nightly  respoosiTe  to  the  holy  song ! 

Fern.  Oh  good,  my  lord,  forbear  the  dreadful 
My  life-blood  freezes.  [prospect ! 

Guise.  Dreadful  though  it  be 
To  youth  and  beauty,  formed  like  thine  to  shine 
Amid  the  wf^rld's  applause  and  courtly  splendour; 
Yet,  if  perversely  you  reject  my  wish 
That  springs  from  love,  and  Ibodly  hopes  to  save  yo« 
From  liv-ng  burial  in  a  clolster*s  walls, 
A  cloister's  dismal  haunts  must  waft  your  sighs 
On  ev'ry  evening  gale. 

F€M.  And  must  your  love 
Be  purchas'd  with  the  crimes  of  treachery  ? 
Oh,  Heaven,  where  am  I  lost ! 

Guitt.  You  talk  of  crimes ; 
I  ofier  virtues;  but  you  want  ambition. 
*T  is  the  peculiar  virtue  taught  in  courts 
To  serve  a  stubborn  friend  by  kind  deceit 
Such  the  deceit  that  to  the  court  would  bring 
Hie  sullen  Raymond's  countess. 
Ail  the  grandeur 
By  Bourbon  lost  shall  soon  be  worn  by  lUyoKNid: 
His  jealousy  and  love  are  both  to  madness. 
If  still  Erminia  in  these  castle  walls 
Remain  the  prinjoer  of  his  jealous  love. 
What  friend  shall  with  the  potent  RayShond  plead 
For  frUling  Guise  ? — Your  tongue  has  utterM  frilse- 
Now  to  retreat——  [hood. 

Eem.  The  world  would  cune  that  fidsdiood, 
That  dark  unfinishM  kindness.    To  complete  it. 
The  world  shall  praise  the  boldness  of  my  friendship. 
Erminia  shall  be  taught  to  vimlicate 
The  gen'rous  freedom  which  is  now  deay'd  her. 
Trust  me,  my  lord,  I  '11  fan  each  secret  wish 
That  to  herself  unknown  aspires  to  gnrndeur. 
The  spark  shall  flame-  — 

Gmite.  By  all  our  hopes  and  loves.  [Fxit  Gtdte, 

Eem,  At,  by  my  h<^>es !  you  said,  1  want  am- 
bitioD: 
T  is  now  awake,  and  you  shall  mark  its  powers. 
Thy  patrimony.  Guise,  roquires  the  mines 
Of  pteoe  and  power  to  give  the  splendid  pomp 
Which  I  aspire  to.    These  shall  be  my  gift. 
The  noble  dowry  which  my  heart  shall  bring. 

[ExU. 


IL 


EammA  <m<  Emom. 


Erwu  Marie  in  VMI  has  pOOT'd  its  ■weftntckanai} 
In  vain  to  bm.    The  Maad  traaqoiHity 
That  oft  has  wrapt  OM  in  its  doway  boaoa^ 
When  bat  aone  shepherd  twn*d  the  mstic  lay. 
Came  not  as  woot;  aad  melody  bat  raiii*d 
My  strugglmg  pasaioos.    What  a  dreadfwl  war 
Tears  my  tempested  hoaam  !  RayaMad^  botiedy 
Loftily  dreadlal  aad  ongcnVoas, 
Fires  my  reseotaMat ;  whea  a  sickly  huiiwii 
FreesesBiy  heart.  Ah,oDoeaiyltiqriBOBdloiv^se! 
Once  lov'dme!— What  a  paiafal  weight  of  aagaoh 
This  straggle  to  repay  his  seora  with  scorn 
Pours  o*er  my  spirits.    Tell  om 
Where  a  my  husband  ? 

Fem.  I  have  seen  stem  Raymood. 
I  trembled  to  behold  his  writhing  lip. 
And  fierce  red  eye,  that  as  it  laU'd  shot 
Of  purple  lightning.    Soma  dread  parpoae  fills 
I  heard  him  mutter  death,  revenge,  smd  boooor. 

ErwL  Oh,  Heaven,  befriend  me!  I  havfwok'd 
Where  will  it  end !  [his  rage; 

Eem.  Aad  would  3riMi  taokely  stoop 
To  his  wild  tyranny  >— Forbid  it  hoaoor. 
The  honour  of  the  king  forbids  it,  lady; 
No  dark  revenge,  no  deed  of  jealous  naadneaa. 
For  wrongs  ne'er  given,  shall  mark  the  day  witibhofw 

rour. 
The  day  when  genVous  Frauds  with  his  piaisiica 
Honour'd  stem  Raynxmd's  castle. 

Frm.  Bounteous  Heav'n, 
Oh  seal  these  words!  But  slow  and  onresolv'd 
Appeared  the  king,  when  I  implor'd  forgiveoesa 
For  Raymond*s  beadloug  rage. 

Eem.  Yet,  fear  not,  lady ; 
The  generous  love  a  generous  coofldence ; 
Aught  less  is  insult  wb^re  we  hope  for  frieadahip. 
Give  to  the  monarch  then  the  welcome  care 
To  soothe  your  husband,  and  to  make  yoa  bleaa'd. 
Bourbon's  high  ofiice  courtsthe  haughty  Raymond; 
His  rage  alone  delays  his  kyfty  grandeur. 
Two  various  fortunes,  lady,  wait  before  ^xm : 
One,  in  this  lonely  castle  to  wear  out 
Your  cheeriess  years ;  this  night's  wild  jeakmay 
Ever  in  your  husband's  miwl,  and  you  a  prisoner 
Under  severest  watch ;  and  visited. 
Perhaps  one  day  in  many  a  lonely  month. 
By  your  stem  husband,  when  the  toils  of  state 
Allow  the  burry'd  respite;  or,  perhaps 
When  old  afl^^ction  wakes ;  for  beauty  reigns 
At  Foontainbleau  in  all  its  various  futures. 
Ah,  why  that  sudden  paleness  o'er  these  cheeks ! 
Assume  the  gen'roos  independence,  madam. 
Your  noble  births  due  right;  and  Fountainbkaa 
Offers  thee  all  its  joys,  and  crown  of  all. 
Lasting  security  of  independence. 
To  night  these  various  fortunes  are  thy  vaaaaK 
Which  to  reject  or  choose— But  ah,  to  morrow 
They  wait  thy  will  no  mora. 

Erm.  My  heart  to  Raymond 
Was  open  as  the  noon-day  fru^  of  Heaven: 
No  dark  recess  was  from  his  eye  coooeaM. 
But  Raymond's  love,  e'en  in  its  softest  hoars. 
Like  his  proud  eye,  wore  somethiag  awful.— Maa» 
Stem  kMrdly  man  ne'er  in  perfect  union 
Joins  his  superior  heart  witii  humbler  woman. 
Though  all  her  heart's  alSectjonswoisr ' 
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The  wifes  of  otber  peers  have  liberty. 
For  what  dark  came  am  I  atone  excluded 
From  the  fair  paradise  of  Foantainbleao  ? 
Why  am  I  here  fortridden  to  behold 
The  face  of  strangers  ? 

Fm,  Ixt  the  dark  reird  cause  p 

Dare  the  bold  light,  though  wrapp'd  in  gloomy  si- 
That  speechless  cause  must  wakeu  in  the  heart 
Such  unfbrm'd  thoughts  as  ne*er  can  sleep  with 
peace.  [Eemoine. 

Erm,  That  gloomy  cause  shaU  dare  the  light; 
Alas,  with  smiles  I  met  him ;  all  my  heart 
Melting  and  glowing  for  the  mutual  smiles 
That  mingle  ou  the  looks  of  dear  affection. 
But  he  felt  other  passions ;  from  my  arms 
Half  open*d,  firom  my  smiles  he  started  back 
In  rage  and  horrour. 

Eem.  And  again  that  rage, 
As  the  black  thunder  cloud,  will  burst  upon  you 
Its  gather'd  storm.    Ah,  hapless  lady,  hear  me : 
Thy  honour,  happiness,  and  reconcilement, 
rhe  king^  protection  can  alone  secure, 
rben  trust  the  generous  monarch.        [substance ! 
FruL  Ah,  were  thy  words  cloth'd  in  an  unseen 
[  felt  them  touch  my  soul  with  icy  finger; 
My  heart  bleeds  at  the  touch :  my  heart  remembers 
rh'  unmeasur'd  fhhiess  of  the  confidence 
^ith  which,  in  all  its  griefs,  it  fled  to  Raymond, 
ind  shall  I,  firom  Raymond,  to  another 
'ly  for  protection  ?  No^I  cannot,  cannot 
rhough  doubled  rage  bum  in  his  looks,  to  him. 
To  him  alone  my  heart  feels  its  attraction. 
Tes,  in  his  presence,  the  soft  sleep  of  death 
thai  I  gently  shed  its  dimness  o*erthe  frowns 
^hat  kill  me ;  and  his  pity-melted  eyes 
>'er  my  cold  ashes  yet  shall  shed  the  tear. 

Eem.  Ah,  think  you,  lady,  how  the  flner  spirits 
ive  torn  and  fererM  by  the  violence 
>f  love,  of  grief,  and  fear,  like  your's,  unbounded, 
pagination  then  in  wildest  transport 
i  all  alive;  but  reason  sleeps  the  while, 
^ould  you  to  Raymond,  and  beneath  his  sword 
tie  in  a  fine  delirium,  and  consign  him 
b  everlasting  woe  ?  Your  love  to  Raymond, 
*id  reason  guide,  wonid  fly  him,  till  his  sovereign 
x>tbe  his  mistaken  pride,  and  lift  him  up 
o  highest  power  and  grandeur. 

Erm,  Oh,  Eemoine, 
ity  my  troubled  mind !  my  sonl,  indeed, 

sick  and  fever'd. 

Enter  the  Kmo. 

King.  Gracious  Heaven !  and  shall 

lat  lovely  bosom  bleed  ?  No,  by  my  knighthood ! 

ich  courtly  honour  shall  be  heap'd  on  Raymond 

rr  your  sake,  lady— all,  except  the  throne, 

lall  fill  his  wish. 

Erm.  Ah  me,  what  gratitude 

wre-^— Yet  now,  O  leave  me  to  my  tears 

id  Heaven,  awhile ! 

Khtg.  Leave  thee  to  tears  ?— to  all 

»e  sovereign  joys  of  empire  I  decree 

ly  future  hours,  if  these  sad  tears  prevent  not 

nobler  love  than  ever  gtow'd  in  shades, 

id  lonely  bowers,  shall  bless  thy  future  days. 

Enter  Goisi. 
Guise,  Tidings,  my  liege; 
e  fleet  of  England  rides  before  the  coast 
Nonnandy. 


King,  Curs'd  be  thy  lU-timM  message. 
Find  the  Lord  Admiral,  Guise.  One-moment,  lady. 
[Exettnt  King  and  Guise. 
Erm,  Rajrmond  fbrgiven,  and  rais'd  to  highest 
honour ! 
The  sudden  joy  o'erpowers  me.    Much  I  owe 
The  generous  monarch. 

Eem,  Thus  at  Pountainbleau 
Still  happier  than  the  last  each  day  shall  rise. 

Enter  Loan  AnimuL  oiuf  Guisb. 

Lord  Adm,  Though  France  beholds  us  high  fai 
royal  favour. 
High  in  the  state,  to  your  protection,  lady. 
We  recommend  ourselves. 

Erm,  How  you  amaze  me ! 

Lord  Adm,  Smile  when  you  name  us,  and  our 
Our  gratitude  unbounded.  [power  isfix*d. 

Guise,  Other  danger 
Than  of  your  frown  the  hoary  statesman  fears  not 
^  [Exeunt  Lord  Adm,  and  Guue, 

Enter  an  oU  Officer, 

Officer,  To  beauty,  half  assured  of  fair  success. 
The  soldier  sues.     Forty  cold  falling  harvests 
Have  seen  me  in  the  fleld,  and  fbrty  summers 
Have  tcorch'd  this  silver*d  head  in  camps  and 

marches. 
But  now,  ah,  madam,  this  big  heart  refuses 
To  tell  what  now  I  feel—old  and  neglected; 
The  base  mechanic,  at  his  smoky  fi^ge. 
Eyes  me  with  scorn,  and  boasts  an  independenot 
Unknown  to  me.    My  heart,  my  soul,  is  sick 
With  hoping  for  redress. 

£ria.  Alas,  could  I  command. 
Your  griefs  should  yet  be  heal'd. 

OJker,  Our  generous  monarch 
Needs  but  to  hear  my  tale ;  and  should  my  sorrow! 
Melt  on  your  Kps ah,  Heaven!—^ 

Emu  I  will  repeat  them. 
Good,  brave  old  man,  I  will. 

Officer,  Oh,  happy  France, 
Whose  court  can  boast  an  interceding  angel ! 

[Exit  Officer. 

Erm,  Are  we  akme,  Eemoine  ?  How  my  heart 
Flutters  amid  this  group  of  crowding  joys. 
So  new  it  scarcely  knows  them ;  oft,  when  wandering 
Our  lonely  meadows,  has  the  languid  sigh  , 

Heav'd  my  dull  bosom,  while  my  thoughts  would 
How  sweet  it  were  t'  assume  the  dignity  [whifper 
Of  courtly  rank. 

Eem,  The  nestling  eagle  thus. 
Ere  yet  his  pinions  serve  him,  longs  to  soar 
To  the  bright  Sun. 

Erm.  And  can  f  still  remain  insensible, 
Deaf  or  unmof 'd  to  hear  even  reverend  office 
Sue  for  protection,  and  to  see  pale  sorrow 
Timing  for  help  as  to  a  guardian  angel ! 
And  to  bestow  that  help!  Oh,  these  be  joys 
That  never  entered  in  my  lone  retirements. 
Yet  should  my  Raymond  still  averse—— 

Eem,  The  king 
Will  bend  thy  Raymond's  will  beneath  the  load 
Of  highest  favours,  if  thy  keen  impatience 
To  see  him,  ere  his  rage  be  sooth'd,  prevent  not 
The  lilies  and  the  peers,  the  courtly  train. 
Who  gWce  to  night*s  festivity,  will  ^lame  t 
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Erm.  Well,  l«t  Ht  honour  tbem^Biit,  O  iweet 
Heaven, 
Wbatttt^den  bodiagi,  cold  and  imageless. 
Glide  tbrougb  my  breast !  [Esntnt. 

ScEVE  UL     The  chipeL 

Eay,  Either  my  miad  has  lost  iu  energy. 
Or  the  unbodied  spirits  of  my  fiitbers. 
Beneath  this  night's  dark  wings,  pass  to  and  fro, 
In  doleful  agitation,  hovering  round  me. 
MethoQgbt  my  father,  with  amoamful  look. 
Beheld  me.     Sudden  from  an  unoonscioas  pause 
I  wak*d,  and  but  his  marble  bust  was  here. 
Woman,  thou  slave  of  gaudy  vanity, 
WhattriBes  win  thee!  O  had  Ueav*n  but  made  thee 
Constant  as  lovely. 

Enter  Ronsakd. 

Ren.  Where  the  mind,  my  lord. 
Seeks  its  own  woe,  that  woe  will  ever  come. 
And  e'en  blank  nothingness,  when  brooded  o'er 
By  its  creative  power,  will  teem  with  sorrow. 
Twice  to  the  spouse  of  Guise  you  hurried  me. 
Agam  riie  comes  t*  upbraid  your  causeless  fears. 

Enter  EsifomE, 

Eem.  Your  causeless  rage,  my  lord,  will  be  the 
Of  death  to  your  Rrminia.  Your  fiown  [herald 
Once  more  were  instant  death. 

i?ay.  Oh,  Heaven,  «m1  has  my  radi  unhri^M  rage 
Thus  ton  the  gentlest  bosom  while  it  glow*d 
With  4ove  and  me  }    Oh,  't  was  foul  sacrilege ; 
Yet 't  was  the  untam'd  foice  of  love  that  6r*d  me. 
Ay,  and  I  know  the  kmg— Good  Heaven !  and  has 

my  frown 
Thus  torn  her  heart  }  Bring  me,  Eemoine,  to.her, 
Ami  I  with  vonm  wiHheg  my  Guilt's  foigtvaness. 
Haste,  instant  bringme  to  her.    What,  refute  me ! 
Eem,  My  lord,  you  cannot  see  her  in  the  convent 
Raif,   Not  see  her!  not  the  gram  shall  hide  her 
from  me. 

In  this  I  wUl  he  heard.    Thaplunderer, 
Rv  droA  of  whom,  iu  these  lone  shades,  I  weened 
To  hide  her  from  the  world— that  cruel  plunderer 
Is  now  beneath  my  roof.    Haste,  bring  me  to  her. 
'T  was  not  on  her  {  frown'd :  *t  is  move  than  omei 
To  misioterpfet  thns  my  honest  pasMon. 
•      Emn,  Deeply,  my  lord,  your  generous  pak  af- 
Bul  if  you  love  yonr  sad  Erminia,  tarry  [fects  me  5 
Till  I  prepare  her.     Be  assur'd  yonr  fean 
Are  all  in  vain.    Eipeot  me  soon,  my  lord. 

lEjettEmutime. 
Ray.  O.  speed  thee  00  the  wings  of 
ArieiMbhip. 

En$er  hamAtmutAU 
Ha !  hfst  thou  fbund  me  here  ? 


Ray.  That  ia  Mt  me. 

Lord  Aim.  Not  you,  bmve  Raymnod!  H it  fi 
your  sovereigtt's  pleasure. 
Do  you  accept; it  then,  and  thaiA  bis  gnoe? 

Ra:y,  Is  that  indeed  all  the  retatn  he  hopes  ? 
04»  what,  sorprit'41-iAh«  thpq  knev^  PMMPt  tiian 
I  do. 

Eater  BaAifviu» 

LtrdMm.  Here  comes  your  friend,  Bf  lord^ 

Biay  yet  prevaiL  [np«*  commA 

ILord  Adm.  offering  to  ipeeA,  then  exit 

Ray,  No  more Farewell 

And  to  my  peace  forewell. 

Oh,  torture  of  suspense!  One  smUing  moment 
The  clouds  that  blacken  o*ermy  nuptial  ahme 
Disperse,  and  instant  with  a  darker  firowo 
They  tower  again—    — 
Ob.  my  Erminia,  where  thy  wonted  love 


That  oft  has  sped  thee  fondly  to  my  I 

Ere  from  the  chase  my  foot  has  left  the  stimip  ; 

Now,  now  thou  fleest  me. 

Bram.  Heavens,  good  mv  lord. 
Is  this  the  time  tp  act  the  fearful  V>vei^ 
Pensive  and  idle  while  your  prostrate  covmtry 
Demands  the  vigour  of  your  arm  ? — Awegr 
Thb  pining  jealousy  !  Our  monarch's  crown 
Now  toUers  on  bis  bead,  and  you  can  save  him. 
Ray.     Had  you  a  bride  to  iush'd  witb  er'tf 
charm. 
And  did  you  love  her  to  idolatry. 
You  could  not  leave  her  on  the  giddy  brink 
Where  but  one  step  and  she  is  lost  forever. 

The  king can  I  be  blind  to  his^  dark  pvipoee  ? 

And  shall  I  fight  his  battles,  oh  distraction ! 
While  he  asc^ds  my  bed  ? 
Bram.  Disdain,  my  lord. 
The  ungenerous  thought:  Ermmia'sTirtttesaUyV! 
Never,  my  lord— and  shall  you  sheath  your  swmd 
Though  Bourbon's  (ate  haiVRS  on  it  ? 

Mvy.  This  Ul-omen'd  revelry 
Has  sheath'd  my  sword,  and  France  will  bleed  for 

this, 
^las,  my  country! 

Ren.  Bouiben*s  stratagem 
Of  mimic'd  flight  is,  by  the  festive  kii«, 
Scom'd,  disregarded.    But  frt>m  his  wild  riot 
Bonrbdn  will  rouse  him  aoQii.    Then  France  is  oon- 

quer'd. 
By  the  pale  dawn  the  thnnderof  his  batile 
Wdl  give  new  music  to  the  dancer'k  whirls. 
The  hour  in  which  your  arm  would  save  yo«ir  oona- 

That  sacred  hour,  now,  like  an  idle  tale. 
Passes  away ;  't  is  gone. 

Ray*  No ;  yet  I  Ml  seize  it. 
The  sacred  treasure<tf  fltgr  vedded  love 
Is  Heav'n's  own  care. 

^iDfi.  Erminia's  virtue  tainted! 
Impossible.    Gods,  had  I  your  green  youth— 
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Scun  rv.    An  ap^rtmint  m  the  cm$tU» 
The  Kmo,  Lqkd  Aom nui,  oatf  Emciku. 

Lord  Aim.  Indeed*  my  liege,  with  piood  con- 
tempt he  gporu*d 
The  royal  favoor,  and  with  rten  oommand 
kQpoi*d  upon  Bie  sileaca. 

Em.  Oh,  my  liege, 
By  HeavcBli  aweet  mercy 

LordAdm.  When  the  sovereifb  stands 
On  unseen  danger^  brink,  he  'sthe  best  subject 
Who  boldly  dares,  though  with  a  voice  unweloome, 
To  rouse  him  from  his  blind  security. 
My  lie}^,  while  furious  Raymond  is  unchain*d. 
Your  nalion^s  happiness,  your  sacred  life— - 

Em.  By  HeaTen*s  eternal  truth,  the  faithful  Bay- 
mood 
Would  die  to  save  his  monarch.    Let  his  victories, 
O  let  the  wounds  which  mark  his  &ithful  breast 
In  this  unhappy  moment,  plead  forgiveneis ! 

King.  The  duty  to  myself  I  owe,  forgives  him ; 
But  that  dread  care  I  owe  my  nation,  cannot. 

Erm.  Then  welcome  death. 

[Sinks  down  on  the  amok. 

K'mg,  He  must  not  yet  be  seiz'd. 

[To  the  Lord  Admirol,  mho  retires. 
Again  the  roses  to  her  cheeks  return. 

IPtacing  himself  by  her. 

Enter  at  a  distance,  IUymomd^  BaAimnui,  and  Ron- 


.  Ray.  And  is  it  thus  ? — ^  mighty  God ! 

Bram.  Soft,  burst  not  in ;  yet  hear. 
Her  inith  may  yet  shine  glorious.  fihades 

King.  Thus  in  his  tent,  beneath  the  fragrant 
Of  Lebanon,  while  through  the  list'ning  wood 
rhe  tnrtle's  voice  was  heard,  the  sapient  king 
%ttain*d  the  summit  of  his  rapturous  love. 

Erm.lrecocering.'l  Hislove—fbrget  not  what  you 
TowM  i  his  rage 
9  terrible— '—Alas!  I  am  no  Roman. 

Brasn.  O  yet,  my  lord— - 

[  Hay,  offering  to  draw,  prevented  by  Bram. 

King.  Nor  in  magnificence 
To  dazzle  round  my  fair,  nor  m  the  warmth 
>f  love's  exalted  passion,  will  I  yield 
"o  Judah's  monarch. 

Erm.  Ob!  my  liege,  remember 
^at  honour's  voice  inspires,  when  helpless  woman 
mplores  and  pleads  the  sacredness  of  promise. 

Kay.  She  yields,  oh  Hell,  with  hearty  choice! 
she  yields.  [7o  BramviUe. 

''out  hmnd,  my  lord— cold  horrour  weakens  me. 

King.  To  night  his  rage  is  dreadfiil ;  but  to  naor- 
row, 
or  yxrar  take,  lady,  all,  except  the  throne, 
ball  soothe  his  better  mmd ;  and  should  he  still 
age  on  in  madness,  yet  secure  protection 
hall  ever  (imile  aronud  you. 

Kay.  [advancing.'i  Am  1  sold  then  ? 
ut  cursed  be  the  terms :  tby  throne,  proud  tyrant, 
/ere  but  a  gilded  toy,  if  given  to  bribe 
[y  aouPs  affections,  and  with  scorn  r^ected. 
et  feed^  sbe-wolf,  feed  on  to  loathing  surfeit 

{To  IVmtato,  who  swoons. 

burning  mdignation  prop  me!  save  me. 


King,  Prond  peer,  yoor  doty  to  your  prince  rt- 

member. 
Man.  Heavans,  *t  was  an  angel*s  fall. 

[As  Raymond,  BramnUle,  ^e.  retire. 
Brwat.  Astonisfamaot 
Hardens  my  jnints ;  oh,  hence  imhappy  Raymond. 

SciNi  V.    Another  apartment. 
RAYMOMn,  RoMSAaDk  and  BaamtLi  enter. 

Ron.  Alas,  brave  count ! 

Ray.  Metbinks  the  solid  earth 
Trembles  beneath  me ;  yes,  let  earthquakes  yawn. 
And  in  the  dark  abyss  ingulf  mank'rad. 
And  am  I,  am  I  then  that  dreadful  tyrant 
'Oainat  whom  she  calmly  stipulates  protection  ? 
Oh,  lost  Erminfa ! 

Oh,  for  the  heat  of  madness  to  possess  me. 
While  I  tore  off  and  trampled  on  the  ensigns 
Of  service  to  the  man  who  has  fbr  ever 
Murder'd  my  peace !— Then  thus,  and  thus— yet 
proHtrate  {Tearing  hit  tush. 

My  country  lies.  Ah,  Heaven,  and  could  I  save  her! 
Oh  dreadful — But  for  whom,  for  whom  to  save  her  ? 
For  him  whose  raging  lustr— 
Ob,  sacred  Nature,  be  thy  untaught  impulse 
My  only  law,  my  peace  tby  pious  fury. 

Enter  Gnisx. 

Guise.  Such  suNrm  of  rage,  my  lord,  ill  0ts  the  duty 
You  owe  your  royal  guest. 

Ray.  Does  this  disturb  him  ? 
Thinks  he  to  slumber  on  my  nuptial  couch  i 
Amidst  his  wanton  revels  he  shall  know 
My  honour  and  my  wrongs  shall  yet  have  veogeanca 
Bourbon  will  soon  revenge  me.    I  have  seen — 
Oh,  Heaven,  had  rather  Hell*s  deqp  gulf  before  me 
Open'd  its  borraurs  1 

Gmise.  Yet  may  time,  my  lord-*— 
*T  is  true  your  monarch  acts  the  happy  Imw. 
Yet  time,  my  lord 

Ray.  And  dar'st  thou  thus  insult  me, 
Wnmg'd  as  I  am  ?— -But  this  shall  ouit  tby  services. 
ibram  his  ewor£ 

Guise.  O  good,  my  k>rd . 

Ra^.  Oe&ad  thy  heart. 

Gmse.  Hither,  this  instant  seise  him—  - 
{Calling  in  aMiers,  tjier  whom  enter  Lard  Adm. 

Ray.  Dare  you  your  general's  frown  ? 
—At  distance,  varlets. 

Lard  Adm.  Not  yet,  my  lord— 1  bring  the  king^ 
Let  him  retire.  [command ; 

Ray  to  Guise.  And  thou,  pale  dastard,  live 
Some  litUe  hours,  then  curse  thyself  and  die. 

Brasn.  Oh  villany,  behold  thy  horrid  triumphs  1 
With  noble  Raymond  falls  my  country  too. 

[Exeunt  Rag.  Ron.  and  Bram. 

Guise.  Now  are  my  hopes  of  Raymond's  wil4 
blind  honour,  [Admiral, 

And  headlong  rage,  acoomplishM;  trust  me.  Lord 
The  tales  we  told  him  of  his  lov*d  Erminia 
Sicken'd  his  pride  of  grandeur.    But  when  now 
Boldly  he  threatens  that  the  traitor  Bourbon 
Shall  soon  revenge  his  wrongs;  nowtodismisshim— 

Lord  Adm.  Francis,  my  lord,  would  e*en  resign 
his  crown 
To  win  the  shy  bewitching  fhir  one's  smile ; 
And  were  her  Raymond  seiz'd,  and  she  to  hear  it» 
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Uer  insUnt  death  he  d«ems  the  contequence. 
The  kmg  thus  wills  a  splendid  tvain  to  morrow, 
Soon  as  the  dawn,  o'er  these  wide  dales  shall  rouse 
The  slumbertng  deer;  Erminia  must  be  won 
To  join  the  band ;  a  feign'd  alarm  of  danger 
From  Bourbon  shall  afford  the  apology, 
Kindly  to  bear  her  off  to  Fountainbleau. 
Then  shall  proud  Raymond  meet  the  traitor's  fate. 

Eemoine's  aid,  my  lord 

Guise,  Shall  seal  our  purpose, 
Though  now  Erminia's  gentle  love  to  Rajrinond 
Be  all  live  tenderness,  yet  she  is  woman.  lExeunt. 

SciVB  VI.    Jm  apartment  in  the  cattle, 

Euinfu  reclined  on  a  eopka^  Emonis. 

JErsi.  Thegentleministersof  Heaven's  blew'd  care 
HavK  left  me ;  ^nA  an  unform'd  load  of  borrour 
Spreads  an  inactive  darkness  o'er  my  soul. 
Whatdreadful  madness  fires  thee,  O  my  Raymond  ? 
Eem,  Unseen,  just  now  I  marked  his  fietce  de- 
meanour; 
.  n*  is  madness  fears  him :  a  wild  mutiny 
Tempests  his  bosom ;  now  in  dreadful  pause 
His  thoughts  seem  lost;  then  springing  suddenly 
He  stamps  the  ground ;  then  jealously  casts  round 
His  burning  eyes,  as  if  he  fear'd  his  thoughts  * 
Were  listen'd  to;  then  snatches  at  his  sword, 
And  mutters  vengeance  for  his  wounded  honour. 

Emu  I  am  the  victim,  and  will  meet  his  rage — 
My  evil  demon  sent  him  in  the  moment. 
The  only  hapless  moment  of  my  life 
That  ever  wished,  or  could  have  thank'd  the  care 

Of  explication Oh,  just  Heaven,  fulfil 

The  last  poor  hope  that  to  my  heart  remains ! 
Give  me  some  moments  speech,  while  cold  death 
On  my  pale  Tips.  [trembles 

Enter  the  Knw. 

Kmg.  Why  thus,  oh  gentlest  lady, 
Why  thus  in  love  with  deepest  wretchedness  ? 
Bold  is  the  pride,  and  lofty  the  ambition. 
Of  Raymood*s  soul :  these  shall  be  satisfied ; 
Let  but  a  few  short  dajrs  restore  his  reason. 

ErwL  Yourgoodness  flies  before  my  boldest  wish, 
Accept  my  gratitude;  'tis  all 

King,  How  bless'd  were  I 
Could  ev*ry  wish  th's  bosom  heaves  for  you 
Succeed  so  well,  jrou  should  be  more  than  happy. 

Ah,  need  I  tell  ? Have  not  my  eyes  erenow 

Tcid  you  I  love? 

Efm.  Good  Heaven !  what  did  1  hear  ? 
Foibear,  repeat  it  not  [Erwbua  retiring. 

King,  Forbear  to  love  you ! 
Impassible— and  have  I  then alas! 

Erm,  Oh,  gentle  peace,  where  shall  I  fly  to  find 
Yet  let  me  fly  ftxNn  danger;  where,  Eemome,  [thee  ? 
Where  hast  thou  fled  ? 

King.  Yet  hear,  my  lovely  charmer. 


King.  Never,  O  thon  foireft. 
Did  beauty's  sweet  enchantment  thos^poMCV  ■•: 
I  am  all  esre  to  dwell  on  these  thy  chanu^ 
All  heart  to  feel  their  power. 

JPrm.  Oh  Raymond,  Raymond ! 
Even  my  soui  weeps  to  think  how  1 1 
Have  wroog'd  thy  food  allectioQ's  ptons  i 
Ah,  now  I  see,  and  bitterly  I  moun. 
The  secret  cause  thy  gentle  delicacy 
Would  ne'er  reveal,  why  thou  detatnest  me  hoc 
Far  from  the  courtly  walks  of  Fonntainblean, 

Too  well  thou  knewest Ob,  whither  art  yeflel, 

Ye  pitymg  angels  } 

King,  Angels  of  love  surround  yon. 
Ah,  kill  me  not  with  these  forbidding  frowns. 
Yes,  I  'II  presume  to  name  a  monarch's  frmdeor. 
And  offer  all  my  kingdom's  lofty  pomp. 

Erm.  Forbear,  nor  dare  to  offer  the  poUotioa 
Even  of  your  touch  agam.    Unfovouring  Heaves, 
1  deem'd,  had  giv«n  me  more  than  female  weakM«. 
Now  I  behold  what  arts  are  try'd  to  tear  mm 
From  my  poor  Raymond's  dear  aflRectiao  ««k»w. 
Now,  f  'm  a  Roman,  and  demand  yon  give  me 
My  ii^ur'd  husband.    O'er  his  dreadful  mieo 
Soon  shall  my  tale  restore  the  smiles  of  joy. 

King,  Confusion,  ruin  to  my  hope^ !  Ah,  i 
For  daring  actions,  but  some  moments  old. 
To  you  unknown,  the  state  demands  bis  Mood : 
And  ponder  this,  I,  I  alone  can  save  him. 

JShn.  Your  imp4ons  passion  asks  the  Mood  of 
Raymond; 
Rut  France  demands  his  gallant  sword  to  save  bee 
Your  wish  now  known,  no  more  1  am  a  sopptmnl. 
By  that  which  dearer  than  his  life  he  holds. 
My  wedded  faith,  his  I ife  shall  ne'er  be  purcbas'd. 
If  slripp*d  oi  these  his  feir  domains,  and  benish*d 
His  native  lai^  his  virtue  still  will  give  him 
Sweeter  repose  than  ever  tyrant  knew ; 
But  if  his  blood  must  sUin  the  guilty  scallbl4. 
Eternal  infiimy  shall  blot  the  memory 
Of  generous  Francis,  and  the  latest  ages 
Shall  view  the  shining  virtues  whi^  emblax« 
His  boasted  name  as  but  the  rays  of  tinsel. 
In  generous  glow  of  mind,  which  cost  bim  i 
He  was  a  hero;  but  when  selfish  passkm 
Whispered  its  tyrant  claim,  the  basest  slave  . 
Ne'er  sacrific'd  his  neighbour's  happioesa 
With  more  stone-hearted  co!der  cn^elty. 
Such  will  the  heart  that  warms  in  hooonr'ft  caose 
In  latest  times  pronounoe  thee. 

King.  Gentle  lady, 
Thoufffa  thus  you  wound  my  honovr,  hy  my  sceptic 
My  kingdom's  welfere  touches  not  my  heart 
With  such  an  earnest  xealoos  care  as  yours. 
O  give  me  then  the  power,  and  thon  and  Raymonl 
Shall  yet  be  happy. 

Erm,  Firmly  1  demand 
The  duteous  justice  which  the  Heaven^  drend  9»- 
vereign 
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ACT  IV. 

Scsw  L    Jn  apartmtni  in  the  castle. 

Erm,  Thy  tidings,  O  Eemoine !  chill  my  hrea«t 
As  Oetth's  cold  touch.  O  rash  impatient  Raymond, 
Why  hast  thou  fled  thy  castle  ?  One  short  hour 

HaA  made  us  ever  happy Ah,  how  oouldst  thou 

Unkindly  leave  me  in  the  robber's  pow'r? 
Alas,  my  heart 

Eem,  The  purposed  robbery,  madam. 
Shall  now  defeat  itself!  Indeed  the  tor^reign 
Rages  with  blindest  passion,  and  will  seize 
His  hapless  prey,  perhaps,  if  art  prevent  not 
Our  art  shall  do  it ;  from  the  chase  we  'II  fly 
To  BooAon*s  host,  and  And  the  ii^nr'd  Raymond. 

0  happy  shall  I  be  to  lend  my  aid 

To  blight  the  firandfiil  purpose,  which  till  now 
Conceal'd  its  hornd  front 

J?r»i.  And  art  thou  true  ? 

Eem.  Amazement,  lady ! 
All,  all  my  heart  feeb  is  the  wish  to  serve  you. 
Oh,  madam,  forfeit  not  your  happiness 
By  donbting  my  attachment !  [soul 

Emu  Though  Raymond  love  rtc  not,  yet  all  my 
Weepso'er  the  thought  that  Raymond  loves  me  not 
My  heart  still  loves  him  with  a  painful  anguish. 
Ob,  Raymond,  Ra3rmond,  didst  thou  feel  as  I  do, 
This,  this  would  melt  thee. 

Eem,  To  the  chase,  Erminia, 
And  seize  the  golden  moments  ere  the  hand 
Of  envious  time  debase  them. 

Erm.  This  perhaps 
May  save  my  honour,  and  appease  my  Raymond. 
ISnateking  up  a  dagger,  and  concealing  it  in  her 
dregs. 
Some  ghostly  being,  by  the  mortal  eye 
Unseen,  and  by  human  nerves  unfelt, 
Lay^  its  cold  hand  upon  my  inmost  soul. 
And  chills  me  with  an  horronrmix*d  with  boldness. 

Eem.  And  let  the  spirit  of  your  sires  inspire  you. 
Be  bold,  and  tnist  in  Heaven—^ 

JRrm,  Thrice  happy  he 
On  whom  kind  Heaven  bestows  a  faithful  friend ! 
Though  danger  leagued  with  darkness  hover  over 

him, 
And  every  step  seem  on  a  gulfs  dread  edge. 
Yet  on  his  frf^id's  kind  arm  he  safely  leans, 
And  safely  passes  through  the  beating  storm. 
Thus,  leaning  on  tby  friendship,  to  the  chase 

1  go  Eemoine. 

Eem,  And  gay  happiness 
Sniall  close  the  evening  of  this  doubtful  mom. 

[Exeunt  together, 

Sctm  II.    A  cave  in  a  wood* 
BiAMViLie  and  RAYuoftD  in  peasants  cloaks. 

Brum.  Tbia  care,  my  kMrd,  ^]W  give  us  friendly 
shelter. 
While  to  th'embsttJediield  tlie  purple  mora 
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Brum.  Alas,  my  lord !  here  wiH  we  stay  till  night 
Provide  us  safety :  friendly  silence  here 
Will  best  indulge,  perhaps  will  soothe  your  wnes. 

Hay,  Will  soothe  my  woes!  vain  hope !  Erminia*t 
name. 
Like  a  damn'd  spell,  calls  up  the  dreary  fiends 
Of  honour  and  despair  in  arms  against  me. 
O  wounding  sight ! — lo,  floating  through  the  dusk^ 
My  household  smoke  curls  o*er  the  waving  trees. 
And  does,  oh  horrid  !  does  another  lover 
Riot  in  unhalkiw*d  dalliance  by  my  hearth, 
While  I  am  driven  from  ray  paradise 
To  wander  here.    O  false,  ungenerous  woman ! 


£ji/tfr  RoNSAsn. 
Ron,  Tremendous  justice,  k)ok  from  Heav'n,  and 
bare 
Thy  red  right  arm !— O  best,  O  bravest  peer, 
Are  these  thy  fitting  honours} 

hay.  Never  nM>re 
Shall  I  again  put  on  the  state  of  greatness. 
Wrap  me,  ye  dismal  shades,  from  yonder  Sun 

That  rises  hateful  on  me [ling 

Heard  you  that  groan?  't  was  the  wind  sadly  rust- x 
Through  the  dark  shade  of  yonder  dreary  pines*—— 

There  shall  I  rest The  busy  bustling  world 

Seems  a  base  crowd  to  me,  scrambling  at  toys 
With  such  blind  rage,  that  o'er  their  brothers'  necks 
They  tread  to  catch  them.    Never  shall  1  more 
Mix  in  that  impious  crowd.    Leave  me,  my  friends. 

Eon,  I  owe  my  life  to  thy  undaimted  valour. 
My  life  is  thi^  brave  count,  my  life  shall  serve 
thee* 
iZey.  What  canst  thou  hope  with  me!  andcanst 
thou  bear 
To  view  the  hideous  aspect  of  misfortune  \ 
The  heart  is  chill'd  and  feels  a  disesteem 
Rising  at  iu  approach. 
A  friend  at  first  may  feel ;  for  kindly  nature 
Will  give  one  pang:  but  sqk«  he  learns  to  view 
His  friend  throu^  the  dim  shade  his  frte  easts 

o'er  him, 
A  shade  that  spreads  its  evening  darkness  o'er 
His  brightest  virtues,  while  it  shows  his  foibles 
Crowding  and  obvious  as  the  midnight  stars. 
Which  in  the  sunshine  of  prosperity 
Never  had  been  descried. 
Bon,  So  your  false  friends,  the  sun-flowers  of 
your  fortune,  [bdit 

Will  now  shrink  from  you  5  but  may  Heaven'k  dread 
Blast  this  right-arm  when  it  deserts  your  cause ! 
Respect  your  name,  your  peace,  let  vengeance 
rouse  you,  [hope. 

Bram,  Yet,  let  to  morrow^  thoughts  mature  each 
/^on.  This  instaD»4s  the  time.    Your  manly  rage. 
When  you  renounced  allegiance  to  the  tyrant. 
The  tyrant  knows  and  holds  as  daring  treason. 
A  price  is  on  your  head:  then  rouse  my  lord ; 

I  The  king  has  urg'd  your  countess  by  the  dawn 
Through  these  ^wUd  fsrest  walks,  and  bordering 
heath,  [geance— 

m *w^  •inrnkArmo'  <lAMr.     nThen  let  full  ven- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


570 


MICKLE'S  POEMS. 


I  i^ve  to  thee,  my  agones  Imt  tbee 
Rett  unetOD'd. 

Brmm,  Thus  time  will  brhig  caloi  P^^ 
And  virtue  triumpb  o'er  the  peaff  oc  woe 
Ab  o'er  the  griefs  of  chiklbood.     Happineit 
If  a  oaj  pimat,  ay  lord ;  't  it  not  a  native 
Of  this  oold  world  ;  the  delicate  fahr  Mranger 
Demandi  all  tunthioe,  and  a  coDftaot  tendance ; 
And  oft  when  the  gay  bloom  givet  boastful  promise 
Of  golden  fruit,  of  ever-during  fruit, 
The  lovely  plant  low  drops  the  blasted  head. 
Yet  there  's  a  joy  that  blooou  amid  the  stonns 
Of  fortune's  coldest  winter ;  a  calm  joy 
That  stays  beh<nd,  when  ev'o  the  last  tjr*d  fKend, 
The  lingering  brother,  finom  the  sick  man's  head 
Withdraws  his  weary  arm. 

Half,  Tell  the  pale  gasping  asthma  tb  breathe 
And  tell  the  bonring  fever  to  allay  [free. 

Its  frantic  rage,  but  teU  not  woes  like  mine 

To  have  no  feeling Ermiaia  has  begg'd 

To  be  protected  from  me ;  not  one  thought 
Sprung  in  this  breast  hot  melted  with  afisctjoo ; 
Every  idea  serv'd  her;  still  my  fiuxsy 
Rov'd  on  her  graoea — her  bewitching  smiles 
My  heart's  sole  suashme ;  yet  I  hesird  her  beg 
To  be  protected  from  me.     Hell's  worst  poison 
Bums  in  the  wound  given  by  a  dear  lov*d  friead. 
By  such  a  friend— oh  burst,  ye  flashing  lightnings. 
Burst  round  my  head  and  wrap  me 

iom.  Let  your  trampled  hoaomr 
Fire  yoQ)  my  lord ;  let  no  soft  tear  unman  yoo. 
RcKpeet  yeur  name^  brave  conat,  and  injnr'd  ho- 
And  form  som^  resolution  to  defend  theas.    [nour, 

i2oy.  flow,  how!  O  tell  me :  be  that  soothes  my 
soul 
In  death,  will  do  but  secondary  kiudness. 

Hon.  Leave  vain  oonplamt ;  Bourbon  has  tumVI 
his  inarch, 
A  few  boon  more  will  see  him  rouse  the  king 
From  his  adulterous  revels.    Gallant  Bourbon 
Is  still  your  friend ;'  then  join  his  prosp'rous  cause. 

Kay.  Now  am  I  low  indeed,  when  thou,  fond  boy, 
Thu»  dar'st  imult  me. 

Htm*  Would  to  Heaven  your  eyes. 
That  now  lower  on  me,  saw  what  cruel  pain 
Your  fate  gives  here  !-*Oh  Heaven,  and  must  your 

blood 
Spout  o'er  the  soaflbid,  while  the  racking  wheel 
And  burotng  torture,  ev^  in  these  bold  eyes. 
Shall  bring  the  snilen  drop,  that  spi^e  of  courage 
Will  rise,  prevent  my  lord 

Hgjf.  Tho.  view  of  thb 
Has  breath'd  a  steady  calmness  through  my  soul. 
And  passion  speaks  not  this ;  indeed,  O  Ronsard, 


Hag,  I  am  resolv'd— ^-Alive, 
His  bands  shall  never  take  me ;  never  shall  I 
Be  brought  in  chains  before  the  exulting  tynuit. 
To  see  mv  traitress  fmdly  smile  on  him, 
And  Boowl  disdain  on  me.    No,  death  shall  amw% 
Prom  that  worst  HelL.    Uown,  down,  «'"*f«"*ti<Wi 
Hence  with  the  horrid  scene :  down,  busy  thoo^L 

0  Bramviile,  give  my  limbs  a  decent  grave. 
Bram,    Mercy,  kind  Hear^ la  Raya|q«£i 

noble  soul 
Vanquish*d  at  last  and  frilen !  Oh,  had  Mar««i|]es 
Beheld  you  in  ignoble  flight,  desert 
Her  firmest  ramparts,  ere  my  eves  had  seen  ygn 
Desert  your  mind's  firm  valour  f 

Hag,  Talk  of  valour 
To  him  who  fears:  1  fear  not    All  I  va]«ed» 
My  heart's  sole  joy  is  now  for  ever  lost : 
Not  Heaven  oan  spotless  to  my  arms  restova 
Hie  lost  Ermmia :  my  soul  is  now 
Familiar  with  horrour,  and  would  woo 
its  dreadful  shades — if  ofr  at  times  o*erwbeliii'4 
Beneath  its  woes  an  unprogressive  vacancy 
Absorb  my  faculties,  *t  is  but  more  living^ 
To  feel  my  first,  my  constant  recollection, 
Erminia's  falsehood.    In  each  nerve,  each  tbov^h^ 
My  heart  is  wounded :  to  restrain  its  rage. 
Its  lost  of  grief,  were  torment:  let  its  rage. 
Then  swell,  till  weary  nature  sink  oppresa'd 
Beneath  its  burden,  then  may  sullen  peace 
Come  with  her  awful  gloom,  while  frtisn  ny  1 

The  life-blood  faib 

Ha,  death,  distraction  1  must  the  tyraafsf 
Porsoemehere!  heardst  thou  the  huntsman's  bora? 

Hon.  This  way  they  drive :  the  sound  draws  neai; 

Hag.  Is  lust  so  soon 
Crawl  doutofbed?  fieon^fieon't,  my  henit 
Is  sick  of  this  base  worid  !  Erminia 
Be  false,  and  yet  endure  the  light !  Erminia 
Be  falsti,  and  cheerful  too !  O  haste,  my  friend^ 
And  mark  their  rout :  't  were  well  I  know 

Brosi.  Alas! 

1  fear  you  mean  to  leave  this  thickest  sbftde^ 
And  rush  on  danger. 

Hap.  Here  I  Ml  wait,  believe  me : 
I  'II  never  leave  this  thicket  to  be  plung'd 
In  deeper  miseries 

lExeuHt  BramuiUe  and  Hommri. 
What  an  awful  silence 


Surrounds  me  now  1  thus  life's  poor  noisy  bostJe 
Goes  off*  at  last    Soft  gliding  through  my  bresat 
I  feel  a  peaceful  foretaste  of  the  rest 
I'hat  soon  will  come.    Perhaps  to  these  Uxie  shades 
Some  noble  patriot,  fled  from  Ctear*s  sword. 
Here  wept  his  country's  woes,  then  sunk  to  rest 
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Which  shares  the  nature  €f  th*  eternal  nind } 

Sleeps  that  in  dust  ?  Are  guilt's  cemrulsive  panf^. 

That  ott  ia  4eatb  begin  to  wake  their  horrours, 

All  bushM  in  death  ?  Who  caa  demoiistimte  this  ? 

Ah,  this  wrings  coafessioB  ev*n  froa  obstinacy* 

Tint  de^h  which  brings  fool  gwilt  along  with  it 

May  bring  no  rest    Who  iies  froai  life  confesses 

Me  flies  from  something  that  appears  so  dreadfal* 

He  dares  not  face  it     Is  it  g«iHt  or  virtue 

That  thus  shrinks  back  and  trembles  at  to  morrow  ? 

Yes,  this  is  meanness,  and  aleoe  regards 

Jts  selfish  ea^e ;  viitue  is  never  leagued 

With  its  base  dictates.    Is  it  then  snch  meanneBS 

To  fly  that  point  where  pain  and  anguish  shower 

Their  burning  arrows !  Oh  distraction,  tiriiere. 

Where  am  I  lost,  each  feeling  longs  for  death. 

But  death  inrited  by  a  coward's  guilt. 

Oh  Heli— >t0  live,  perhaps  to  die  to  monow 

On  ad  assassin's  knife      ■    ■ 

Ha,  what  migracious  foot 

Disturbs  these  shade% !  O  fury,  vengeance  fire  iqq^ 

My  murderer  1 

Enter  the  Kmc  armed  with  a  boar  $pear, 

— —  Indignant  Heaven,  proud  tyrant* 
Has  sent  thee  here  to  pour  its  vengeance  on  thee. 
Thou  com'st  to  rouse  the  boar  in  this  lone  tlueket} 
But  thou  hast  found  a  wounded  lion  here. 
Now  shall  my  sword r- 

Kmg,  OS,  sacrMeginus  peasant. 
And  dread  thy  fate  for  daring  to  approad^ 
My  sacred  peison. 

Hay,  Oh  indignity ! 
Is  black  unmanly  lurking  crudty, 
Is  dark  adultery  sacred  ?  But  my  sword 
ShaU  do  me  right. 

Amg.   Thee  right!   base  slave,  thy  king  did 
never  wrong  thee.  [Rayinond  ? 

Bay,  And  know'st  thou  not  the  deq[>ly  i^|ur\l 

King.  Oh  mercy,  Heav'u ! 

Ray,  Does  thy  deep, guilt  unman  thee  ? 
The  wroiigs  which  thou  hast  basely  heap'd  upon  me, 
To  me  unking  thee.    Thou  art  now  to  me 
But  duke  of  Valois,  I  a  peer  thine  equal, 
In  all  but  guilt  thy  equal ;  there  then  art. 

As  the  vile  worm,  below  me Ha,  where  now 

The  eye  that  scowl*d  like  Jove's!— but  guard  thy 
heart.  [guardless. 

Though  thou  bast  stabbed  my  heart  when  it  was 
And  glowing  in  thy  service,  yet  I  feel 
1  cannot  be  so  base  as  do  thee  justice ; 
My  wrongs  demand,  while  thou  stand'st  like  a  sa^ 
Yielding  and  trembling.  [orifice 

A'ing.  Thy  wrongs  shall  have  lull  justice. 

Hay,  Yes,  by  Heaven  I 
Thb  sword  shaU  have  it. 
Thy  power,  thy  titles,  all  thy  pageant  thuel. 
The  indignant  hand  dT  reason  shuifles  by, 
And  shows,  in  the  true  colours  of  thy  mind. 
Thy  naked  self  .Ah,  blushing  honour  taims 

From  that  poor  sight-^-— ^oud  Heaven  1  and  is 

my  sword 
Now  noint^  at  the  man  it  latelv  tm^rA^  > 


Xing.  Strike  it  heme  then.    [Divfpmg  Hs  ipmt* 
Hay.  What,Iattacktheeguard»css!  Ifkttacktbea 
like  an  tisaasin  !-^^No*>— Prostrate,  yet  awful, 
My  country  meets  my  view.     Alas,  vain  man ! 
Thou  tliinkest  thait  Bourbon's  fled     ■     .The  cruei 
sword  [o'er  thee  ; 

Of  Bonrben  hangs  like  Heaven's  own  i^engcanoe 
Hangs  o'er  the  land  that  gave  my  fother  biitb. 
And  I,  no  more  her  soldier,  must  stand  by. 
Like  palsied  age,  and  see  my  country  bleed. 
Yet  tyrant  as  thou  art,  yet  thou  her  king, 
May'st  save  my  country:  live  l^en,  haughty  plan* 

derer! 
And  be  thy  own  stung  heart  my  wrongs  revenger. 

My  wrongs— Valois,  1  fly  thee  ere  my  wrongs 

Burst  into  raging  madness [Kxit  Raymond. 

King,  How  dreadfol  is  the  from  of  injor'd  merit ! 
Not  Heaven's  red  lightning  vo11ey*d  at  my  head 
Could  tb«shaveaw*doM.  Death!  and  did  I  tremble 
Befnre  the  daring  tsnitor !  Ample  vengeanoe 
Shall  yet  aianff  ■      His  crime  against  my  royalty 
Shall  now  give  foil  posanssinn  to  my  love. 


Eni^r  GuisB  hattUy. 

Why  thus  alarai'd?  Where,  where  the  beaateonft 

prize 
I  charg'd  you  here  to  bring,  that  here  my  vowi 
Of  faithful  care  might  lend  a  healing  baon 
Ere  she  was  home  to  Foaotainblean-— 

Gaire.  My  liege,  [Bonrbon 

Your  crewn        your  life— the  teughty  rebel 
Has  meant  no  flight.    From  the  surrounding  woedf 
He  pours  his  legions,  lake  a  sndden  flood 
Bursting  upon  us. 

Atfig.  Tei^ld  vengeance  strike  him  ! 
And  must  this  sacred  hour  be  stain'd  and  blighted 
By  his  dire  treason  ?  But  my  tenfold  fury 
Shall  thunder  on  his  crest 

Enter  LoiD  Admuul  hasi'dy  wUh  attendants. 

lord  Adm,  O  to  the  camp,  my  Uege^ 
Our  troops  are  all  in  tumult  and  disoMiy, 
And  on  the  step  to  fly.    Each  common  soldier 
Remiiids  his  felkyw  of  old  prophecies,  [bo» 

And  wizard-rhymes,  whiob  say,  the  henseef  Ikmr* 
Shall  wear  the  crown  of  France. 

King.  Bring  me  my  steed,      [TeikaaUendantu 
And  tnd  our  trumpets  soupd  to  arms,  to  battle. 

iMdAdm.  'TIS  echoed  through  the  camp,  that 
gallant  Bajrmond 
Now  flg^  for  Bourbon:  oonstemation  trembles 
On  every  knee ;  speechless  they  eye  each  other. 
But  your  bold  fire,  my  liege,  wiU  chase  the  palenese 
From  their  odd  cheeks. 

Aftag.  And  has  the  name  of  Rasrmond 
So  drMd  a  charm  ?  Speed  to  the  camp  of  dastardly. 
Lord  Admiral,  and  let  the  coldest  knew. 
The  shadow  has  not  mov'd  upon  the  dial 
Since  Raymond*s  sword  was  brandish'd  at  their 

sovereign, 
And  dar'd  his  breast.    Awi^,  and  oo  the  inetaat 
Ourself  shall  lead  the  battle 

lEmitlimd 
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Behold  these  lofty  towers,  these  lordly  foreiti, 
And  these  wide  lawns,  my  Oaise-^^these  shall  re- 
ward thee.        IPirinting  to  tiU  cattle,  H^c, 
Rajnnond  lurks  near— and  he  it  thine  to  seise  him! 
But  hide  the  deed  from  the  bewitching  fair  one. 
Her,  swift  to  Fouotainbleau,  howe'er  reloctant. 
With  smoothest  art  and  kiisdest  mien  convey. 
The  rojral  promise  grants  thee  these  domains; 
These  bands  obey  thy  nod. 

Guise,  These  deeds,  my  liege. 
Fierce  Raymond  seiz'd,  and  fair  Erminia  thine. 
Shall  crown  the  triumph  of  thy  victory.    [ExewU, 

Scm  HI.     The  wood. 
Raymond  and  BaAMviLLi. 

Bfwn,  The  chase,  my  lord,  now  ioonds  among 
thehiU^ 
That  bound  the  forest  on  the  western  edge: 
But  other  toils  will  soon  demand  the  6eld : 
The  van  of  Bourbon  s  ho^t  draws  on  to  battle. 
The  camp  is  all  m  tumuH,  and  the  king 
Prepares  to  meet  him.  [something 

Rojf.  Now,  now,  my  heart :  oh  how  it  pants  for 
That  might  relieve  it.    That  poor  wildfire,  reason, 
Mocks  me;  it  glimmers  now  oo  this  side,  now 
Flits  to  the  other,  ever  vanishing 
As  I  approach  it!  What  an  awful  gloom 
Surrouods  me !  not  a  choice  left  to  my  action. 
Not  one  my  heart  approves.     Dreadful  condition ! 
Where  every  principle  that  stin  within  me 
Bums  to  act  nobly,  yet  some  act  of  meanness, 
Turn  where  I  will,  of  madness  or  of  meanness. 
Obtrudes  upon  me !  a  stem  judge  that  never 
Will  pardon  me,  myself,  bids  me  beware  '— — 

Motu  Away  these  doubts:  when  prudence  weighs 
an  action. 
Her  cold  blood  shftnbers  o'er  it  till  the  time 
Of  action  flies.     Your  awfil  sword  was  brendish'd 
At  the  kiDg*s  breast    I  saw  bitn  join  his  bands. 
I  heard  your  fate  pronounc'd.    This  is  the  moment 
To  shun  the  dreadful  scaffold.     Let  the  rage 
Of  injured  honour  guide  you:  mark,the  tsrrant. 
And  meet  him  m  the  flight  with  sword  to  sword. 
And  leave  the  event  to  Heaven. 

Ray.  It  was  my  country, 
n^  was  her  gpreat  cause  disarmed  me,  when  my  sword 
Was  pointed  at  the  trembling  heart!  then  what 
Alone  remams  I  '11  do.     Leave  me,  mv  friends; 
I  am  mark'd  out  for  vengeance :  would  you  give 
New  tortures  to  my  woes  by  foiling  with  me  F 

Ron.  Thy  blood  must  soon  secure  the  tjrrant's 
rapine. 

Unless Ah  me,  and  shall  I  leave  thee  now! 

No ;  by  thy  wrongs  I  will  not Give  the  rein 

To  manly  indignation,  and  atone  [geance. 

Thy  wounded  honour:  let  thy  wrongs  have  ven- 
Heavens,  were  thy  wrongs  but  mme ! — Yes ;  they 
are  mine. 


Rof.  Graelont  Esaren ! 
This,  this  at  last  most  heal  my  woes- 

IDnwiMgi 

Ron.  What!  die! 
And  leave  th'  adulterer  in  trinmphant  liot 
In  yow  love  bed,  drunk  with  Erminia*B  < ' 

Rmf.  Speakitnomore-*— Oht  isaglimpaeof 
Shown  to  the  damn'd.  [Benven 

Ron.  Then  o'er  the  tyrant's  Heaven  Poid, 

Pour  Hell's  black  shades.    But  vpetk  the  word,  my 
.  Then  let  her  die. 

Ray,  O  Ood  !  the  dreadful  issue 
My  thoughts  avoided — Let  her  die !         O 
What  horrid  ruin  bast  thou  bnwght  on  bk 
Yes;  let  her  die 

Ron,  Now  at  the  chase  we  'II  find  her. 
Hark!  t  is  the  bora:  the  chase  draws  near. 
His  triumph,  heavy  shall  ,ovr  vengeance  falL 

Ray.  Tlien  Shall  my  tmmpled  honour  3reC  < 
My  Dame*s  dingraoe,  and  tear  hot-breaUiM  pollntion 
From  its  rank  soil ;   then  shall  th'  exalting  tyraa^ 
Amid  the  triumph  of  his  pride,  behold 
His  lustful  bed  chang*d  for  her  ghastly  shnmd. 
Horroiir  now  has  steel 'd  me: 
Yes,  I  could  smile,  than  drop  the  3rearahig  tear. 
Tor  see  Erminia  breathless  at  my  f^et. 
But  to  behold  her  in  th'  adulterer's  bed. 
To  see  her  but  m  fancy  there  ^    O  HeU, 
It  strikes  with  madness ! 

Ron,  We  Ml  tear  her  thence,  my  lord.*      [swwd 

Ray.  My  hand  shall  strike  the  blow :   do  otiber 
Shall  touch  her  faithless  breast     I  cannoi  lenv« 
That  dreadful  oflkse  to  another's  rage. 
Yes ;  I  shall  drop  the  tear  In  luxury 
Of  raging  grief,  and  kiss  the  hands  that  mangle 
Her  faithless  bosom.    O  my  friends^  bow  lofveiy. 
How  flush'd  with  ev!ry  graceful  seeming  ▼irtne^ 
Shone  my  Erminia !  and  shall  this  hand-^— > 
Oh  burning  anguish !  still  the  dear  idea 
Obtmdes  upon  me,  when  each  happy  momeut 
Led  on  another  happier,  till  at  last 
Came  onecinrst  hour,  and  darken'd  all  the  rest. 
And  lost  the  world  to  me. 

Bram.  Heard  you  that  echo  ? 
It  is  the  huntsman's  voice :  the  chase  turns  bitfaer. 

Ron.  Then  stand  to  arras. 

Ray.  And  thus  an  happy  death 
May  close  my  woes.    But  should  I  fisli,  nay  visb 
Unsatisfy'd,  by  all  your  dearest  hopes. 
Oh  soothe  my  ghost,  and  blast  the  t]rrant*s  rer^ ! 

Ron,  I  swear,  my  lord,  my  sword  waits  the  fiur 
time.  lExU  HauaHL 

Bram.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Ray.  Oh,  my  friends,  indulge  me! 
I  have  been  radeiy  waken'd  fiom  a  dream 
Of  more  than  human  bliss  and  ecstasy. 
To  all  the  horronrs  of  the  madman's  cell. 
Heaven  try*d  on  me  whait  bliss  a  man  could  know. 
But  gave  the  keeping  of  It  to  a  woman ; 
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WHk  gaUmbry,  gsf  tiMiii^,  Mtht,  and  flattery. 

Hare  had  more  graoeftil  eharat  than  all  hisnerit 

MUy  thb  if  but  waepiof  for  myself ! 

What  now,  brave  youth  ?  — ^ 

[Bontmd  r§-^nien  katHly» 
Hon.  The  moment  tacred  to  thy  iajur'd  honour 

rs  now  on  winf .— The  ro3ral  camp 

[1  all  m  tumult:  thith«r  the  kipgr  hat  sped;   - 

rhe  ladies  with  the  huntsmen  chase  the  deer 

y^  3ron  nigh  dale :  ere  now  by  the  ibresis  edge 

!ifay  we  surprise  tbem»  and  achieve  our  purpose. 
Rtof,  My  spirit  rises  as  the  dreadful  hour ; 

Rises  in  horrour ! 
Ron,  Righteous  Heaven,  my  lord, 

[tself  is  party  in  our  just  attempt, 

Ind  on  my  sword,  I  swear 

Bram.  And  on  my  sword,  I  swear, 

Ul  that  an  old  man's  wither'd  arm  can  do, 

rhis  arm  shall  do  !  I  will  not  boast,  my  lord;  [ly. 

fet  still  there's  warm  blood  here  that  shall  flow  free- 
it^.  From  yonder  dark  hrow*d  glade  the  pros- 
pect opens 

n  wide  extent    Thither  with  speed,  my  friends. 
Ron   And  mark  the  lady  in  the  silk  of  white, 

irm'd  like  the  sylvan  goddess  of  the  chase, 

^itb  bow  and  4|niver^— ; 

Rajf.  Hah  !  the  false  Ermmia 

Ron,  Erminia*s  graceful  port,  and  noble  mien 

{eem'd  to  adorn  her ;  but  the  distance  veil'd 

ler  smiles  accursM 

Rag.  Horrour  now  strengthens  me. 

Sternal  justice,  be  my  sword  thy  minister. 

To  pour  thy  vengeance  on  triumphing  guUt ! 

fes ;  Heaven^  own  vengeance  points  my  thirrty 
sword. 

Sther  with  speed,  my  firiends !  [Exeunt 


ACT  V. 

ciHsL    Jikkk^iinawoodneartkemouthqfaettoe, 

RAYUoim  and  BaAiiviLLi. 

Rmf.  Hbib  Ronsard  was  to  meet  us— What  a 
horrour 
V>ldly  glides  tfaroogph  me!  like  a.lurking felon 
ffuet  I  approach  my  castle,  while  the  robbers 
Level  within— —Oh  parent  Heaven,  how  awful 
(That  now  I  feel !  that  solemn  pleasing  drsad 
Fospeakable!  the  grave's  chill  invitatioa 
ent  to  the  good  man*s  heart  when  verghig  on  it 
"hat  unnam*d  touch,  which  man,  ordain'd  to  live, 
Hd  never  feel,  now  thrills  me :  and  inspirii^      / 

drear  affection  fbrthe  darksome  golf, 
iTboae  shore  was  never  seen  by  human  eye, 
bows  smiling  peace  prepar'd  to  waft  me  throngh. 

Sram,  When  griefs  hot  fever  has  bom'd  oat  its 
omes  melancholy,  and  with  gentle  hand       [rage 
brows  a  soft  slumber  o'er  the  weary'd  passions ; 
nd  then,  while  reason  sleqis,  bending  the  vigour 
^  manly  action  down,  through  mournful  shades 
ff  listless  pleashig  woe,  she  impious  leads      [you : 

be  dreamful  fiuicy. ^Thus,  my  lord,  she  leads 

be  touch  you  feel  is  melancholy's  soothing: 
ut  rouse  your  nobler  temper  to  the  deeds 
OUT  honour  and  your  wrongs  impose  upon  yoo. 

Jiojf.  Yes,  I  will  rouse  me Hark  !  the  sounds 

anggle  00  the  forest's  edge—  ■  [of  tumult 


ihttMm  Uourbon,  I  deem,     ^ 
Disturbs  the  tjrrant's  revels ;  and  en  speed 
Comes  Ronsard-*— 

Enier  Rontuxo, 

Ron.  Deeper  to  the  cave,  my  lord, 
Let  us  retire— -* 

Rajf.  Say,  where  my  josrftil  traitress  ? 

Ron.  Just  when  I  mark'd  her  party,  and  the  route. 
The  bounds  pursued,  the  shout  of  Bourbon's  army 
Echo  d  along  the  dales,  and  his  bold  van 
Gave  their  first  thunder.    Instant  o'er  the  dowm;. 
Raging  as  buniing  Hercules,  the  king 
Led  forth  h»  trembling  host    In  wild  dismay 
The  hunters  fled,  some  to  the  castle,  some 
PlungM  hito  the  wood  ' 

i2ay.  Oh  Heaven,  and  is  my  vengeance. 
And  thy  dread  justice,  yet  agaiu  delay 'd ! 

Ron.  £rroinia*s  party  to  the  castle  sped : 
There  may  we  seize  her.    Let  one  little  hour- 
But  half  expire,  then  will  the  battle  rage 
In  its  full  strength ;  then  may  our  purpoae  fear 
Wajrward  delay  no  more— — 

BroM.  Hah,  t  is  the  sound  [glades; 

Of  horsemen  rushing  through  the  neighbonrinf 
Retire,  my  lord ;  a  price  is  on  your  blood. 
Ere  to  full  meeting  flame  the  battle  rise, 
I  '11  arm  your  faithful  servants  to  assist 
Our  honour's  caoee— — 

Ratf.  Oh  speed  thee [FxU  BrmmlU. 

— Here  to  lurk ; 


Here  watoh  the  time,  to  poniard  that  fair  bosom 
Where  yesterday  my  soul  was  all  enshrin'd! 
Dreadful  necessity !  O  living  horrour ! 
Good  Heaven,  couldrt  thou  restore  me  yesterday ! 
[Exeunt  Roy,  mnd  Ron.  into  the  caoe. 

ScskbIL    a  lawn  on  the  edge  qf  a  forett.    Anon* 
campment  at  a  dutance. 

Enter  ike  Kao,  Jbliowed  by  the  Loan  Admiiai,  and 
other  attendants. 

King.  Distraction,  fury!  Minded  by  my  passion, 
I  have  disgrac'd  the  warlike  name,  have  suffier'd 
The  rebel  to  surprise  me.    Oh,  dishonour ! 
Yet  shall  both  traitora  mourn ;  the  traitor  Raymond, 
So  fome  reports,  commands  proud  Bourbon's  right, 
And  drives  our^  mercenary  troops  before  him. 
Who  tremble  at  his  name 

Guise.  To  seise  his  castle,  [tess-  — 

Doubt  not  he  deems,  and  bear  away  the  oeon* 

King.  Ihe  goddess  of  my  heart  I  Heavens,  if  f 
yield  her,  [talkm 

May  Bourbon  triumph !— *— Lord  Admiral,  thy  bat- 
Shall  reinforce  my  Ouise  to  guard  the  fair  one. 
For  whom  my  crown  now  trembles  on  my  head. 

Guise.  Be  confident;  our  aeal  shall  be  successfuL 

lord  Adm.  Oh  to  the  field,  my  liege 

King.  Yes;  there  the  astonish'd  dastards 
Require  my  rage  to  fire  them*—- 
Oh  RayuKNid,  had  I  now  a  general 
As  brave,  as  honest!— Heaven^ am  f  thus  reduced  ? 

No;  this  is  mine [Droaitng  kis  ttsord* 

to  this  I  'II  trust  my  kingdoms. 

Guise.  And  wonted  victory  attend  that  sword ! 

[Exit  King. 

Lord  Adm.  Now,  now,  my  lord^  our  power  ex- 
pires or  triumphs; 
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The  wajwmrd  Mr  one  umiim  U  ftjr  Ibt  king: 
Haste,  Mardi  tkett  wild  wtw4  tkiokats,  aad  taewe 
The  cmsUe  be  my  can*.  [bar  ^ 

Ouiitf.  To  search  the  forest 
Were  now  to  lose  her:  every  moment  aeemt 
A  loof:  slow  hour  till  mj  BeiMiiie's  psga 
Tell  where  she  hides  or  (lies        O  frowninf  H^avta  I 
And  shall  Um  s(ar»-brov*d  lUymoad  yet  agaia 
Eotar  these  walla  m  ttmafb^  mA  exact 
Hia  great  revenge  } 

LordAdm  No;  be shidl  fMW the dwat 
Beoaaih  the  waaaest  spear  of  my  battaKoa 
Ere  there  he  triuaipb.    lastaai,  O  my  lord  I 
Plant  round  these  wild  wood  glades  t)iy  troatied 


And  give  her  wish'd  escape  its  doom'd  ( 

[Haeaal  snwretfjr. 

ScmallL    A inp gtmrny  timikei. 

EawwiA,  EBMOfKE,  a  Pag4  and  other  attendantu 

Emu  Yoo  told  wf  Bnanirille  waa  to  meet  nm 
Alas,  he  comes  not !— -— Of  my  ianoceace,    [bera^ 
You  said,  yoti  told  him,  baw  with  tears  of  joy 
tie  heard  the  tale.    Alas!  hb  faithful  slaps 
Never,  till  aow,  thus  linger'd— - 

Eem,  Padenee,  lady, 
U  Heaven's  own  balm- [darkiMM 

Erm.  Oh  fly,  ye  gloomy  bouml   wbai  hading 
Rests  on  these  momenta    ' 

Eem.  T  is  the  busy  workiag 
Of  fear's  kaen  lively  saasa  that  leads  yoar  tbooghli 
Through  wakiag  dreama^  where  jaaloaaterraur  sbiAi 
The  dim  illusive  sceoery. 

Fjmu  Pear  aad  terrour 
Become  my  lora  eonditioa  well*-— Ere  jret 
The  matin  bell  has  toll'd  its  holy  summons, 
Tlie  impious  tyrant  may  perhaps  for  ever 
Divorce  the  noble  Raymond  frrlm  mv  arms. 
Oh  Heayen  protect  him  from  my  loathM  betrayen ! 
Oh  pve  me  back  my  husband—-^ 

Eem,  Utmost  prudence,  lady. 
Becomes  us  now :  Bramville  will  soon  relieve 
Thy  load  af  woea.    Again  1  'II  arga  his  csonring; 

[She  dwmtm  the  Mige. 
O  yield  not  thai  to  onavailiag  paasioa! 
Alaa,  a  fover  of  the  sickly  nMod 
0'erpowenthae,lady!  hear  tby  weepiag  friend. 
Yield  me  the  poniard. 

Erm,  Yield  my  honour's  safeguard ! 
No$  by  my  wrongs 

Eem,  Oh  Heavea,  betbmk  tbae,  lady. 
What  vain  repentance  amy  for  ev«r  weep 
O'er  one  rash  moment 

Erm,  Yes;  ao  Vain  repeatanca 
Shall  weep  my  hoaonr^s  stain;  with  impioas  rage 
The  tyrant  bums ;  but  this,  perhaps,  shall  change 
The  fistal  oli^ect  that  impassions  him 


Into  a  form  of  honroar;  or  perbapa, 

So  guide  me  Heaven,    shall  reek  hi  bis  hot  breast 

This,  this  were  worthy  gaHinC  Rajnaoad's  spooi% 

And  not  a  coward's  ftight— — 

A  coward's  iight,  through  seff-givea  deati^  baft  iU 

Becomes  the  mind  that  feels  its  dignity 

In  vigorous  health,  aad  saules  upon  itself. 

And  mine  with  joy  reviews  eiacb  wish,  each  thongfat 

That  ere  liv'd  here  [Coneealmg  a  dagger, 

Eem.  While  BramviHe  tarries,  lady, 
Yon  shepherd's  bower,  where  o'er  the  verdant  bank 
The  roses  and  the  woodbine  emulate 


The  pinks  aad  eoMlips  af  Ifte  ia 
Yoa  bowse  atvilas  aa  to  ils  saas  retreat* 
Erm,  Oh  BtamriUa,  Bratvilla,  spea 

this  delay  [  Tkmjf  i 

IH  Mila  that  genooaa  Mendly  warmth  whicb  marti 
Tbyboafyaga-««-  [TAs  asssM  afaser. 


fktn.  TV,    A  gkie  fa  a 
Emtar  HUrmotm,  Baassriui,  amlmrmad 

Bram,  Your  foithfol  servants' offer 
Their  lives,  my  lord,  to  gire  your  wish  i 
This  is  the  moment :  on  the  field  the  king 
Now  greets  the  foe  with  dreadfol  salutation. 

Ray,  Then  on  my  friends— —Good  Heaven,  why 
shake  my  knees 
With  sodden  fbltering !  why  this  chilly  tjemuui  * 
That  never  aei^'d  me  in  the  eve  of  battle ! 
Oh  iudge  not  yoy,  who  never  felt  my  passson ; 
Ye  leaden-heartfd  herd,  whose  cold  base  temper 
Takes  no  impression  but  of  sordid  stamp, 
Judge  not  my  feelings^— Oh  Erminia ! 
Go  f  to  murder  thee . — Oh  bornrar!  hofroor  ? 
Yet  Heaven's  own  justice  fires  me. 

Enter  Romaaa  ia  Aatte* 

Ron.  Not,  my  lord. 

Not  to  the  castle fo  a  llowery  arboiir. 

By  yonder  glade,  the  syhran  goddess  rests 
Her  wearied  limbs  ■■ 

Rojf,  Waiting  her  paramour 
When  ciuwn'd  with  victory.    Eternal  jnsCiee  ! 
This,  this  is  thy  tremendous  hour — — 
On,  OB  my  friends! 


Dark  are  the  paths  of  fete;  but,  led  by  1 
Firm  is  our  footing,  and  our  peace  aeenre.'      [si^d 
Rtm,  Now,  now,  mv  lord,  that  life  you  bravely 
When  I  was  down  in  battle»  when  yoo  msh^d 
Between  me  and  the  lifted  pole-ax,  now 
That  life  shall  serve  you lExtani. 


ScmtV.     WmtHmdghiet. 
Enttr  Ratmokd  omi  SkAwnxs* 

£^  Hera  wide  the 
watches 
The  other  glide  ■     H<ri  reats  my  i 
To  this  dread  seeaa 

Brmm,  Gladly  I  turn,  my  lord. 
Prom  aaah  sad  view O  gracioQaHa 


iptwvcat 


Whatever  ofeada  then f  JSaif  J 

Rajf.  Ah,  wbeaeathiaBuddaiglooai  wbicb  abaott 
athwart 
The  conacioas  forest!  As  if  wailing  gboats 
Were  gliding  through  tbetranbllnglaaTaa,  tba  sigk 
Glides  sallea  on.    'T  is  natara'a  oowoioaa  hannar 
When  the  stem  robber  holds  his  impioaa  feast, 
Bougbc  with  tbe  wretchedness  of  iaaoeettoe* 
Oh  cruel  Praacia,  what  nafeding  baait 
Ragaaiathydarkboaom!  ObuUraman! 
Haai  thou  no  pang  that  wfatspara  what  I  faal  ? 
Canst  thou  ait  down  and  gramly  feast  thy  appatite. 
Whilst  the  jast  master  of  the  plaadar'd  basMpMt, 
Stabb'd  by  thy  knife,  lay  bleediBg  la  tby  sight ! 

Oh  Heaven,  I  eooldBOtdoU^ ^battboa  staroty- 

'        rant— ^ 

\fie  terat  aad  MSt  .Enaiata  at  earn 
Hal  BOW horroar staala ma. 

lEmi  and  iaaardbsf  rlj 
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Scira  VI.    Anoiker  wooHmMd  $eene» 
EiMiKiA  m  witm  mnd  Euwdib. 
Erwu  'Ham  Imi;,  «1i  bm,  his  UMjf  ftqM  dehijrf 
Rmf.  Aad  Vaop  ibe  tinif  to  nevt  bim !  boratng 
Hell, 
What  other  tornwnt  hatt  Ibott  yet  to  strike  me? 
Erm  Snw'tt  thou  stniytlnoagh  these  ihadet— 
Ary.  liftw^  thoQ !  saw  whom ! 
The  king !  and  <lar*st  thou  ask  tky  ii^ur'd  husband. ' 
[Jkrommg  Ms  peasant*t  ckmk  stide,  Eemome 
retir€s,  Raymond  brandishes  hit  sword. 
Enm  Oh  save  me  HeaTea,  my  lord-^- 

{Gmng  to  embraee  him. 

Rmf.  Crael  apostate 

Awmy  these  woman's  arts-— ^Thoa,  thou  basdamn'd 

My  frantic  sout 

Erm,  Oh  yet,  my  lord,  yet  hear  me.  [b<M 

Ray.  And  dar'st  thou  think  I  *11  leave  thee  in  the 

Of  rank  pollation— ^Fcmr  yoar  tears  to  Heaven ! 

Let onesbort prayer And  horronrbraot  my  arm. 

£rsi.  Oh,  what  thou  wilt ^Yet  spare  me  till 

my  tongoe 
Sare  thee  fn>m  deepest  woes,  my  iiyur'd  Raymond. 
R^.  Spare  thee !  for  whom!  for  the  adulterer^ 
arms! 
No;  by  my  wrongs— —This  for  thy  faithless  hearts 

IShefaints. 
Hah,  do  T  grasp  my  traitress !  rousing  vengeance 
May  now  atone— —Yet  let  me  one  dread  moment 
Contemplate  that  fair  face,  where  once  all  Heaven 

Open'd  its  smiles  upon  me Ah,  how  woeful ! 

What  energy  of  deepest  penitence 

^Drapt  his  sword. 
Tells  its  severe  distress  in  these  pale  features ! 
Yes ;  these  are  virtue^  looks,  when  generous  virtue 
Bares  her  repenting  bosom  to  the  darts 

Of  terrible  remorse 

How  pure  the  innocence  that  once  was  thine ! 
That  was,  but  is  not  now— -—And  art  thou  now 
My  borrour,  freezing  my  blood  at  touch  of  thee. 

0  gracious  powers,  what  anguish  trembles  there 
On  these  pale  lips  of  death !  Yes ;  every  feature 

Speaks  innocence  betray'd Sure  angels  wept 

Whan  thou~-Oh  ftdlenl  Oh  lost  Erminia 

Vet  wake  and  tell  me—  f^Recooering. 

Erm.  Canst  thou  weep  for  me ! 
Ob  generous  Raymond,  bow  was  I  betray'd! 

Yet,  oh  forgive  my  ashes  when  the  dust 

Yet,  while  1  live,  oh  take,  for  pity  snatch  me 
Far  from  my  loathed  betrayer's  hateful  arms. 

Ray   From  thy  loath'd  betrayer! 

Erm,  Yes;  0  witness  Heaven ! 

1  was  betrayM  to  view  thee  as  resolved 
On  my  destruction,  and  that  all  your  love 
Was  turn'd  to  raging  hatred. 

Ray,  And,  oh  borrofor ! 
Overwhelm  thy  speech,  in  wooum's  blind  revenge 

Gave  all'  <      But  turn  your  eyes  to  Heaven 

[He  ^U  and  brandishes  his  sword. 

Erm,  Yet  bear, 
My  lord,  my  husband  hear  me ;  death  will  then* 
If  thou  canst  give  it,  death  will  then  be  all 
My  heart  can  wish — ► 

Ray,  Heaven's!  can  I  hope    '    O  q;>eak 

Erm,  Ob !  couldst  thou  yet 
Forgive,  and  love  me. 

Ray,  Haste,  speak,  tbongh  thy  wordi 
iitrike  me  with  death. 


Erm.  *T  was  on  his  promise  safely  to  restore^ 
And  reconcile  me  to  you,  1  accompanied 
The  chase  this  morning. 

Ray.  Was  the  villain'k  purpose 
Then  unaccomplished  ?  Speak—— 

Erm.  I  wasdeceiv'd-^-^ 

Ray   Oh  Heaven 

J?nii.  Yet,  yet,  my  lord. 
Yet  hear :  Oh  Heaven  bear  witness  how  my  sool 
With  sudden  hnpulse  ttembled  at  the  thought 
When  I  perceiv'd  his  pnipose. 

Ray.  Cnn  I  hope  then  f 
Speak,  and  relieve  me. 

jEbltfr  fioidliit. 

Erm.  I  hear  the  tumult 
Of  the  king's  train.    O  bear  me  hcoce,  my  lord, 
O  pity  me,  and  let  not  violence 
Complete  what  all  his  art  in  vain  essay'd. 
O  much  have  I  to  tell  what  arts  they  try'd. 

Yet  all  in  vain Whea  I  beheld  their  snares, 

Stem  though  thy  frown,  my  heart  all  raging  veb6- 

mence 
Bum'd  thus  to  throw  me  in  my  Raymond's  arms. 

Ray.  And  art  thou  pure  indeed  !——0  boondlcjt 
rapture  I 
Prom  Hell's  deep  gulf  methinks  I  spring  to  Heaven ! 
Erminia  spotless  to  my  arms  restored ! 

Eem,  Yet  fly  not  hence :  as  fiercest  beasts  fAi^teif^ 
The  cruel  fugitives  of  either,  host 
Pour  round  the  forest  edge 

Erm,  O  generous  Raymond ! 
What  rapturous  burst  of  ecstasy  o'erpowers  thee 
To  hear  my  innocence!  Yes;  all  thy  rage 
Was  love ;  an  endless  thence  of  love  through  all 
Our  future  smiling  days. 

Ray,  Ah!  what  dire  horrours  [ser^ 

Have  torn  thy  gentle  breast But  why  this  dag- 

Erm,  I  left  the  chase  in  trust  to  fly  to  thee. 
And  lest  the  loath'd  h€»trayer  might  surprise  me, 
This  should  perhaps  have  recompctts'd  bis  crimes. 
Now  I  resign  it 

Eem.  To  my  care— Ah,  madaoH— 

[Receix)es  the  dagger. 

Ray.  Oh,  my  Erminia!  this  shall  ever  make 
My  love  a  generous  debtor  with  itself 
Displeas'd,  for  never  can  its  zeal  rqpay 
Thy  matchless  virtues 

Erm,  O  my  lonl,  my  lord^-— 

Enter  Guisi  and  armed  attendants. 


Ray,  Detested  villain [7b  Gume. 

Oh  for  Heaven's  dear  sake. 
At  distance—  [7b  Etminia,  held  by  Eemoim, 
■  ■  Now  this  for  thy  treach'roos  heart. 
[7b  Guise,  drawing  his  swordi  Gui«e  retires  ; 
RaymmdJoUamed  by  Ronsard,  Bramoilie,  and 
men  in  arms,  pursue  him  and  his  party.  Scene 
changes. 

ScKliB  VIL    Edge  qf  the  wood,  cashing  <f  swords, 
RATMOwn  enters  pursuing  Goiss. 

Rey,  Now,  now  I  have  thee  hi  the  grasp  of  ven- 
Lorking  assassin !  [ge^nce, 

Cuise.  Wilt  thou  stain  thy  sword, 
O  generous  Raymond,  hi  a  heart  that  pants 
With  its  last  pangs  >  What,  can  thy  boasted  honour 
Enjoy  the  cruel  triumph  o'er  a  wretch 
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With  thine  no  more? 

Airy.  Oh,  was  .it  all  too  little, 
AJ!  tnou  hatt  done,  har  when  one  g^eam  of  hope 
To  irar  my  countess  from  the  tyrant^s  arms 
Shed  the  lasit  beam  of  comfort  on  my  soul. 
That  thou  must  also  blot  and  trample  down ! 
O  i>ta'fn  of  manhood !  where  are  now  thy  ruffians. 
Thy  lurkint^  murderers?  But  guard  thee,  villain. 

Guise.  Oh  fame,  report  it,  how  the  mighty  tool 
Of  noble  kavmond,  raging  with  the  lust 
Of  gr<»v«*rng  vengeance,  gave  his  sword  to  mangle 
The  corse  already  shivering  in  the  arms 
Of  swift  approaching  death.    Oh  yes,  bold  hero, 
Yes ;  sain  thy  honour  with  the  unmanly  rage 
Of  giving  wound  on  wound  when  fsint  and  dying 
Thy  foe  resists  no  more. 

Rap.  I  thank  thee  caidfl^ 
For  warning  me.    I  would  not  st^  my  sword 
To  rob  ther>  only  of  a  dying  moment. 
Thy  cowardice  has  purchased  thee  some  minutes 
Of  longer  gasping—- — O,  thou  art  so  bloated 
With  basest  guilt,  I  cannot  bear  to  view  thee. 
My  happiness,  which  never  was  the  fruit 
Of  other's  wue,  spread  wide  its  blooming  honours 
In  a  kind  soil,  when  thou,  a  brutal  pluniderer, 

Hast  thrown  its  fsirest  blossoms  in  the  dust 

My  life-blood  frils;  thy  lurking  ruffian's  swords 
Have  found  the  mortal  part :  yet,  thanks  to  Heaven, 
Thy  purpose  shall  be  blighted. 

Guise*  And  art  thou  woimded  ? 
Ye  powers  of  death  assist  me  !  [  Drmnng  fus  tword. 

Ray.  Villain  !  [Tkeyjight,  GmsefaU*. 

There  lie,  detested  coward ! 
Cold  in  mv  bosom  smarts  the  murdering  tword 
That  kilPd  my  last  fbnd  hope. 

Gmse,  Oh  this  is  terrible  ! 
He  that  receives  a  wrong— he,  he  is  happy, 
Compar'd  to  him  who  gave  it! 
My  crimes,  oh  horrible,  and  death's  band  on  me! 

Enter  BaaMviLLi,  RoMSAao  md  teroentt,  wiik 
EsMOiNx  veiled. 

Ron.  Still  not  in  vain,  my  lord*  is  our  attempt. 

[7b  Haymond. 
We  resetted  her  from  Gukm*s  ruffian  bands: 
Bat  let  us  haste  from  hence.   Ah  Heaven,  yon  bleed. 
'  [Bramoilie  and  Ronsard  tu*»port  Rayrmmd. 

Ray.  Death  gently  beckons  me :  Oh  spe«d  my 
inends 
To  Sicily,  and  place  my  rescuM  spouse—^ 

[Eemoine  drops  the  veil. 
Hm^r^im,  is  it  thee!    O  now  my  heart  is  van- 
quished ! 
My  last  food  wish,  my  last  fond  hope  destroyed ! 
[.Slbiirii^  down,  BramoiUe  and  Ronsard  sufport 
.  kim. 
Guitt.  O  cursed  woman,  see  the  bitter  fruits 

[To  Eanwne. 
Of  thy  intrigues,  and  curst  advice—  ■ 
Some  demon  drags  me  hence,  dark  settling  hor- 
rour^—  [Dies. 


Kneeling  befisre  thee.    MarkMfgvtattliywnagi, 
And  this  their  firuits 

[Stabs  herself,  tka  dagger  snatAed from  ha. 
Yet  life  seems  slow  to  iy. 
Oh,  while  it  lingers  bear  me  to  the  ooontest : 
Pursue  and  snatch  her  from  the  slaves  of  Gvsk. 
Yet  let  me  ask  forgiveness. 

Ray.  Bramville,  thy  fneodly  arma 
Were  the  kind  shelter  of  my  infsnt  years. 
Yet,  yet,  my  friends,  by  all  your  dearest  cares* 
Oh  soothe  my  ghost,  sa?e  my  Ermtnia. 
What  pieasing  mdoleoce— O  death.  I  eooie ! 

[Ma 

J^roiN.  PMoe  to  thy  noble  tottl! 
Oh  gentleness. 

That  fortune's  giddy  het|^  oool^  never  diai^ ! 
Oh  nobleness  or  every  gallant  virtue. 
Is  this  the  best  acquittance  the  base  world 
Could  give  to  thee  ? 

Enter  the  Commsi,  loolttng  ot  Ensonfi. 

Omn.  Hast  thon  again  betray'd  me  I  if  my  aer- 
Had  not  now  rescued  me — —  [vaaCs 

My  evil  angel,  why  thus  glar'st  thoa  at  me! 

Eeoi.  The  treacheroos  flow  of  spirits 
That  gave  the  blow  has  left  me :  deep,  oh  d^ep. 

And  deeper  still  I  sink.    Oh  black'nmg  hornmn^ 
Is  there  no  help? — AJas,  no  gleam  of  hope ! 
How  dreadful  is  your  silence!  Mercy  Heaven, 
InjiiPd  Erminia,  canst  thou  forgive  me? 
Thy  husband  lov*d  thee,  ever  fondly  lov*d  thee. 
Hence,  hence,  ye  hissing  adders— —Ah,  it  fUsbes ! 
Now,  now  *t  is  darkness  —  '  \TJ^eu 

Erm.  My  husband  did  she  say !  O  yea,  he  lov'd  me. 

Ha,  what [TarwMg  io  Rapmemd. 

My  husband  morder'd  ! 

[Kneeling  down  by  him        apeestc 
Arise,  my  noble  Raymond,  rise. 
And  let  us  fly 

Bram.  Assume  the  sacred  veil. 
The  holy  cloister's  walls  shall  then  protect  yon. 
And  melancholy  peace  may  shed  her  balm 
On  life's  cold  evenings— > 

£rsi.  Take  my  child  away— 
Oh  Heaven,  how  dreadfbl  these  opbraiding  looks 
From  my  own  infant!  Ask  me  not,  1  know  not 
Who  slew  thy  father— -Gracioos  Heaven ! 
No  child  is  here;  but  here  my  marder*d  hnsband ! 

[fmimtu 

Bram.  Ha!— whatresoondmg  tnmoltl 

lordAdm.  Oh,  my  lord, 
*T  is  treason's  triumph  o*er  onr  country^  fitlL. 
Pew  moments  since  I  saw  the  warlike  Bourboo 
Grasping  the  victory,  ride  through  the  field. 
His  eye-balls  fir'd  with  ioy. 

ArosK.  Alas  the  king!     > 
A  prisoner! 

Enter  Me  Kiiio,  gnarded  by  f^anitk  sqUmts. 
King.  Off-;— your  base  bands,  yon  slavw 
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Jion,  When  gtlttnt  injur>d  Raymond 
Sbeath'd  his  goud  fword,  then  thou  and  France 
were  oooqaer*d.  [trigues, 

Brmm,  Lord  Admiral,  deep  were  yoar  state  in- 
Yet  mark  this  tmth :  the  ftivoante  care  of  Heaven, 
Though  fortiiyd  with  all  the  brazen  mounds 
That  art  can  rear,  and  watchM  by  eagle*s  eyes, 
Still  will  some  roMeo  part  betray  the  stractore 
That  is  not  bas*d  by  simple  honesty. 

Lord  Mm.  Patience,  my  li^ge,  were  now  becom- 
ing fraodeor. 
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King.  Insidious  villain,  in  a  baser  slavery 
Than  this  thou  long  hast  held  me.     Oh,  Dis- 
grace! 
Left  friendless  in  the  field !  me,  and  my  cause. 
So  hated,  none  to  back  me  !  Hah  !  and  must  I 
Be  led  to  Bourbon  ?  Must  that  haughty  traitor, 
Avengefol  Heaven!  most  he  pronounce  my  ftite? 
O  had  I  died  a  monarch  in  the  field ! 
Deeply,  O  Rayhiond,  demly  art  thou  reveng'dl ' 
Now  1  'm  no  king  hideed  I 

[Extitni  omneu , 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  SOAME  JENYNS, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  elegant  and  ingeniaus  writer  was  bom  in  Gitat  OmHMid  SHeet^  Londoa,  a| 
twdveo'dock  atnii^  1705—4.  The  day  of  his  birth  heeonld  ootasoertaiii»  and,  ooi^ 
flideriiig  himself  at  liberty  to  choose  his  biith-day,  be  fiicd  it  on  new  year's  di^. 

His  father^  sir  Roger  Jenynsy  knt  was  descended  fiom  the  ancient  fiunily  of  the 
Jenyna's,  of  ChiirdiiU,  in  Somerselilure.  His  conntry  leiidenoe  was  at  Ely ;  where  his 
useful  laboun  as  a  magistrate,  and  his  kyal  princ^les»  procured  him  the  honour  of 
knighthood  frpm  kii^  Willianu  He  afterwards  removed  to  Bottisham  Hall,  which  he 
had  purchased,  a  seat,  not  fiir  from  Cambiidgei  Our  author's  modier  was  one  of  the 
dau^ters  of  sir  Peter  Soame,  of  Hayden.  in  the  county  of  Essex,  baronet;  a  lady  of 
great  beauty,  and  hin^y  esteemed  for  her  piety,  understandings  and  degance  ofmawiwi. 

Mi.  Jenyns  received  the  first  part  of  his  education  at  home»  under  the  care  of  the  rer. 
Mr.  Hill,  ai^d  afterwards  of  the  rev.  Stqphen  White,  who  became  rector  of  Hotton,  in 
Suffolk.  In  the  year  17^2,  he  was  removed  to  Cambridge,  and  admitted  as  a  feQow^ 
commoner  of  St  Jdm's,  under  Dr.  Edmondsoii,  at  that  time  one  of  the  principal  tutsia 
of  the  college.  Here  be  pursued  his  studies,  with  great  mdustry,  for  three  years,  and 
found  so  much  satisfrction  in  the  reguhnr  discipline  and  employments  <tf  a  coU^  Uk^ 
that  he  was  often  heard  to  say,  he  accounted  the  days  he  had  lived  there  mnoif  the 
happiest  m  his  life. 

He  left  the  university,  however,  without  taluog  n  dqjiee,  m  consequence,  probaUy* 
of  his  marriage,  which  took  place  when  he  was  very  yom^  His  first  wife  was  the  nn- 
turaldaughterof  hb  uncle,  odond  Soame,  of  DeerhamOraqge,  in  Nbifolk.  With  this 
lady  he  received  a  very  considerable  fortune ;  but  m  all  other  respects  the  union  was 
unhappy.  After  some  years,  she  doped  firom  bun  with  a  Leioestershbe  gentleman ;  and 
m  aeparatkm  being  agreed  upon  in  form,  Mr.  Jenyns  conscsrtied  to  allow  her  a  nmurt^^ 
whidi  was  regufauiy  peiki  until  her  deadi,  in  175S '. 

This  aflhir,  it  may  be  coi^ectured,  interrupted  the  pbn  of  lifo  he  had  formed  after 
leaving  Cambridge.    If  we  npy  judge  from  his  poetiealeffiNlB^  his  turn  wasgqr,  IMy 
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and  Batirical.  His  songs,  and  other  amatory  pieces,  were  probably  wiHten  when  yoon^ 
and  bespeak  a  mind  sufficiently  at  ease  to  trifle  with  the  passions,  and  not  always  atten- 
tive to  delicacy  where  it  interfered  with  wit  His  first  publication,  and  perhaps  hb  best, 
was  Tlie  Art  of  Dancing ;  printed  in  1730,  and  inscribed  to  lady  Fanny  Fielding,  one  of 
the  daughters  of  the  earl  of  Denbigh,  and  afterwards  couotess  of  Winchelaea.  He  did 
not  put  his  name  to  this  poem ;  but,  when  discovered,  it  was  considered  as  the  prelnde 
to  greater  performances.  It  must  be  confessed  there  is  an  ease  and  elegance  m  the  Ytiwt- 
fication,  which  brought  him  near  to  the  most  favourite  poets  of  his  day.  In  173^^9  he 
wrote  the  Epis^  tp'.Lard  Lote|ace^,  ainl  t^^wyii^foll^we^  bjr  <kk4',rf^<^  o^  P^^^^ 
which  he  coutribut^  to  Dodsley's  collection,  and  afterwards  printed  in  a  volome,  in 
1752.  He  wrote  also  some  occasional  essays  on  political  topics,  the  precise  dates  of 
which  cannot  now  be  ascertaimd,'  i^  he  9ev?r  put  tib  name  to  any  of  his  works.  They 
have,  however,  been  since  collected  by  Mr.  Cc4e,  in  that  edition  of  his  works  whidi  was 
published  in  four  volumes,  8vo.  1790,  and  again  in  1793. 

Soon  after  his  Other's  death,  at  tb^  genfiol  .election  in  1742,  he  was  unanimoosly 
chosen  one  of  the  representatives  for  the  county  of  Cambrklge.  From  this  time  be  con- 
tinued to  sit  in  parliament,  either  for  the  county  or  borough  of  Cambridge,  until  the 
year  1780,  except  on  the  call  of  a  new  parliament  in  1754>,  when  he  was  r^med  ^ 
the,boroagh  of  DdnWish;  In  I7^i,  he W  sq[ypbinted  one  of  1^  lords  commissiotien 
of  the  board  of  tfad^  and  ptantatkms,'  at  which  he  sat  durinig  sdi  cfaanges^  df  admmikra- 
doo,  unti(  Ae  basinesi  >6€  the  boatd,  irlilcii  was  not'^at^  was  removed  hito  another 
ikpaitmettt  At  tbt  time  of  ili  abolition,  h  cofi»isteci  of  oufaiifhor,  the  present  esbA  ^ 
Carlisle,  Ihe  late  lord  Auekknd^  and  Gfbbdd,  thfe^^h^rin^.'  Mr,  Cumberfand,  the  wdl- 
ImoHodxiuiiMiopbcft,  was -secretary.     .  ^' '.  '  '  •  '' 

MlUis  JMrlianienlni^  oonduet  was  more  ikdf<hiilr  than  is  stippos^  ^  i>e  <^otasBtent  with 
^teedom  of  opIniMi,  or  the  nsnal  attathmeiits  6f  party.  Whenf  hi  #as  first  electa  a 
iBeihbin!:^  he  fbimd  sir  Robert  YMp6}e  oki  the  eve  of  i^ng  dfsihlssed  fTi)m  the  confidence 
nf:>tiR  house  of  eOibntonSf  andhefaa^llhdcfourage,  ihiassistj^bAcI  miknown,  to  givehii 
joppoH  to  lhe>fallidg>«iAister,  a9  fiit  as  he  cooK^  #ithoiit  conti^tid^  hi^  eloquence,  io€ 
iirtivMntiis  seMom^speM,  4ad^<My  in  tei^fh  a  pe^nal  qtf^ibn;  He  vras  conscious 
tM^  He  conld  Makb^tuvfi^e  as  a  pbbfic  4>eAei-/ibd  eariy  desisMl  fibm  the  attenqit 
Mter  the  disttiMel  of  «h- Robert  Wsip^e;  he  coiistehdy  th^  fHends  of 

|{Otenune<lt  Witii^ur.^^H4f  a  poA>^  asseolt  h>|  every  me^sari^  of^tiie  m&nster  lor  the 
^,  be  contrWetf  W  give  bhrt  no  ofl^oe;  'ahS  se^s  very  Hatly  to  fcive  conceived  w 
«bl^ii«ilte  of  ffyitema^  Of^sitions. '  ^'i^lrt 'his  bpiiiion^'^  W^i^  oh  great  coratitntional 
questions  may  be  found  in  his  writings,  where,  however,  they  are  not  hud  down  with 
kMi  pr^ciiiiotti  and^s^^m  a( no  time  dfliis'liaR^t^'  have  be^^kd^^  ft  his  attendance 
at  thiUbOard  of  tratk,  he  was  very  assiduous,  tnd  b^owdd  itr«icli^ikt^'6tidir  on  tiie  com- 
m^d^  (ntei^  of  Wcountry.  He  has  not  left  any  thing  b  prUt  dijiir^nly  on  fliib  snb- 
Jtet/  4i«it^hii'biogfa|^r  has  given  solne  of  his  private  o^ons;'whi<^  ar^  fibctal  and 
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h',  pei-liirp),  the  firtt  of  Ms  compositions  for  strength  of  argument,  keenness  of  rq)ly,  and 
brilliancy  of  wit.  That  Mr.  Jenyns  felt  the  force  of  this  powerful  refutation  may  be 
.  readily  supposed ;  but  it  were  to  be  nHshed  he  had  not  retained  his  resentment  for  so 
thany  yeirs,  and  then  givi^ii  it  vent  in  a  paltry  epitaph  on  Dr.  Johnson,  which  his  biog- 
rapher thouglit  worthy  of  a  ])lace  in  his  works. 

Other  answers  appeared  to  his  Inquh^,  of  less  consequence.  Johnson's,  after  having 
been  read  with  eagerness  in  ttie  Magazine,  was  printed  in  a  small  volume,  of  which  two 
editions  were  very  soon  sold.*  To  a  subsequent  edition  of  the  Inquiry,  Mr.  Jenyns  pre- 
fixed a  preface,  containing  a  general  answer  to  his  opponents,  but  without  retractmg  any 
of  his  positions.  In  I761,  be  reprinted  it,  along  with  his  poems,  in  two  vols.  li2rao.  and 
dddeif  the  papers  he  had  contributed  to  Tlie  World,  which  are  among  tlie  first  in  a  col- 
lection written  by  the  first  wits  of  their  time.  Tliere  are  points  in  them  which  prove 
Either  the  natural  purity  6f  his  st}le,  and  delicacy  of  his  humour,  or  tliat  he  must  have 
•"'gf^en  his  days  aiid  nights  to  Addison."  It  was  in  one  of  those  papers  that  he  first  ex- 
pressed an  opinion  in  favour  of  tlie  doctrine  of  a  pre-existerit  state,  which  he  afterwards 
in^stcd  upon  more  seriously  in  the  third  letter  on  the  Origin  of  Evil. 

Ih  1767,  he  published  a  small  pamphlet,  entitled  Thoughts  on  the  Causes  and  Con- 
sequehces  of  the  present  high  Price  of  Provisions.  Various  writers  at  that  time  had  era- 
'  ployed  their  pens  on  tl^is  subject,  some  arraigning  the  bounties  on  com,  and  otliers 
blaming  die  practices  of  fbrestallers  and  monopoK;sers.  Mr.  Jenyns  imputes  thje  high 
pflcc  of  provisions  to  the  increase  of  the  national  debt,  and  the  increase  of  our  riches, 
tnttt  is,  fo  tlie  poverty  of  ihe  public,  and  the  wealth  of  private  individuals.  These  po- 
sitions are  niaintained  with  much  ingenuity  ;  but  experience  has  shown  that  the  influence 
of  such  causes  has  not  increased  proportionany,  and  that  with  ^en  times  more  ddbt  and 
more  wealth  than  the  nation  had  at  that  time,  the  price  of  provisions  is  found  to  rise 
and  fall  in  fluctuations' wliich  cannot  be  '<fxplamed  by  his  theory.  If  provisions  were 
dear  with  the  national  debt  and  private  wealth  of  1 7^7,  they  ought  hi  1 807  to  be  inac- 
cessible to  all  but  the  most  opulent  classes,  The  newspapers  were  filled  with  answers 
to  Mr.  Jenyns's  pamphle't,  and  the  return  of  plenty  made  it  be  foi'gotten. 

Biit  the  performance  which  excited  most  attention  was  publbhed  by  our  author  ib 
1776,  and  seems,  indeed,  to  form  an  important  era  in  his  life.  In  his  younger  days  he 
had  imbibed  the  principles  of  infidelity,  and,  it  has  been  said,  was  not  sparmg  in  his 
avo\val  of  them.  Time  and  reflection  brought  him  to  a  sense  of  his  folly.  He  Hudfed 
th(^  holy  scriptures  with  care,  and  probably  called  to  his  aid  some  of  the  able  defences 
of  Christianity  which  the  infidels  in  the  eighteenth  century  had  provoked.  It  is  certain^ 
however,  that  he  had  now  adopted  the  commoa  creed,  although  with  sdnie  singuhjur  re- 
finements of  his  own,  and  determined  to  avow  his  tentiaients  in  justice  to  tlie  cause  hs 
had  neglected  or  injured.  ' 

With  this  honourable  resolution,  he  published  A  View  of  the  Internal  Evidence  pf 
the  Christian  Religion,  which  was  at  first  lead  as  an  able,  (iefenc^  of  Chnstiaiuty, 
end  the  accession  of  an  ingenious  layman  to  the  ftupportifr^  of  retf^on  was  welcomed 
by  the  clergy  at  large.  Others,  however,  could  not  help  beteg  Auspicious  of  its  ten- 
dency, and  regarded  the  author  as  in  many  points  proving  Iiiinself  to  be  an  insidioiis 
enemy  to  the  cause  he  pretended  to  plead.  Those  who  call  themselves  rationed  ChrU- 
tioM  thought  he  yielded  too  much  to  the  orthodox  believer,  and  the  orthodox  betiever 
was  shocked  that  he  had  conceded  the  possibility  of  certain  miiucles  beii^  fbrgeries. 

DigitizedJDyV^OOQL€ 


5S4  UFE  OF  80AME  JENTNS. 

A  controversy'  immediately  took  plaoe,  and  oontimied  for  MNiie  tiac^  greatly  to  die  ad- 
vantage of  Mr.  Jenyns's  book,  which  sold  most  extensively,  while  the  euutroveiiy  wti 
kept  alive,  and  disappeared' with  the  last  answer.  Daring  its  cirailatioii,  it  ezdted  die 
attention  of  persons  of  rank^  and  probably  did  good.  The  great  errour  is  hb  ne^ect  of 
the  external  evidences,  and  hb  admitUng  the  use  of  reason  in  some  mstanoes,  wfaBe  he 
IreAises  it  m  others.  * 

But  whatever  difference  of  opinion  was  exdtod  by  thb  performance,  it  would  be  m- 
just  to  question  the  author^s  sincerity^  or  in  this,  however  short,  sketch  ctf*  hb  Itfe  to 
omit  the  very  explicit  deckratiou  he  has  made  of  hb  belief.  <'  Should  my  work  ever 
have  the  honour  to  be  admitted  into  such  good  company  (persons  of  fashion)  tb^  wffl 
immedbtely,  I  know,  determme  that  it  must  be  the  work  of  some  enthusiast  or  ase- 
thodbt,  some  beggar,  or  some  madman.  I  shall  therefore  b^  leave  to  aarare  them, 
that  the  author  b  very  far  removed  from  all  these  characters ;  that  he  once  perlM|M  be> 
iieved  ^  little  as  themselves ;  but  having  some  leisure,  and  more  cmiosity,  he  esnployed 
them  both  m  resolving  a  question,  which  seemed  to  him  of  some  inqxHtanoe^Wie- 
dier  Christianity  was  reidly  an  imposture,  founded  on  an  absurd,  incredible,  and  obsolete 
fable^  as  many  suppose  it?  or  whether  it  is  what  it  pretends  to  be,  a  revelatioB,  oosa- 
municated  to  mankiud  by  the  interposition  of  some  supernatural  power  ?  On  m  candid 
mquiiy,  he  soon  found  that  the  first  was  an  absolute  impossibility ;  and  that  its  preten- 
aions  to  the  latter  were  founded  on  the  most  solid  grounds.  In  the  further  pursufts  of 
hb  examination,  he  perceived  at  every  8tq>  new  lights  arisin§^  and  sook  of  the  brig^itcst 
from  parts  of  it  the  most  obscure,  but  productive  of  the  clearest  proofs,  becaoae  eqoaiy 
beyond  the  power  of  htiman  artifice  to  invent,  and  human  reason  to  discover.  These 
arguments,  which  have  convinced  him  of  tb^  divine  origin  of  thb  religion,  be  has  hcie 
put  together  m  as  dear  and  concise  a  mamier  as  he  was  able,  thmking  they  might  have 
the  same  effect  upon  others ;  and  bemg  of  ophaion  that;  if  there  were  a  few  uMwe  true 
Chrisdaiis  in  the  worid,  it  would  be  beneficial  to  themselves^  and  by  no  means  dctrineB- 
tal  to  the  pubUc." 

In  1782,  appeared  another  voIuom  of  doubtful  tendency,  and  certainly  more  abovad- 
ing  in  wild  pandoxes,  which  he  entided  Disquisitions  on  several  $ul>)ects.  Tbew  aie 
metaphysical  theological,  and  political,  and  in  all  of  them  he  advances,  araidat  much 
valuable  matter,  a  number  of  fanciful  theories,  to  which  he  seems  to  have  been  {Monspled 
merely  by  a  love  of  novelty,  or  a  desire  to  show  by  what  ingenuity  opinions  that  contra- 
dict the  general  sense  of  mankind  npqr  be  defended.    Thb  volume,  like  the  fonaer. 


*  The  following  are  fhe  titles  of  the  princlptt!  pamphlets  written  on  this  occttioii.    A  Letter  to 
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produced  a  few  fiatwen,  aiid  what  perfaaps  <)iitinbed  oar  aolii6r'$  traBqaiSity  yet  more, 
aa  admirable  piece  <rf  humour,  cndtfed  Tbe  Dean  and  the  Squire,  by  the  author  of  the 
Heroic  Epistle  to  Sir  William  Chambeffs'.  TiHeifam  was  Dr.  Tucker,  whose  opinions  oo 
dvil Jibortj  approached  those  of  our'authon  The  Disquisitions  an  however  an  extia- 
ordfaiary  fHrodaction  from  a  man  in  his  seventy-eigfath  year.'  Their  style  is  perhaps  mote 
tkffOkX  and  animated  than  that  of  any  of  his  former  writings;  and  if  mere  eloquence 
couM  atone  for  defect  of  argument,  they  would  yet  continue  to  be  read  as  modeb  of 
pure  and  correct  Englkh. 

In  1784,  whSe  the  propriety  of  a  pariiamentary  reformation  was  id  agitation,  he  pub* 
lished  some  Thoughts  on  that  suli^ject,  m  which  he  repeated  the  objections  ^  had 
aheady  brought  forward  in  his  Disquisitions,  to  any  ot  those  innovations  which  in  his 
opinioD  tended  to  anarchy. 

This  was  the  last  of  our  authoi^s  productions.    Tbe  infirmities  of  age  were  now 
'  creepmg  upon  him,  and  closed  his  life,  Dec.  18, 1787>  at  his  house  m  THney  Street, 
Attdley  Squared 

Air^  Cole,  his  biographer,  has  drawn  his  diaiacter  at  great  length,  and  with  die  par* 
tiality  of  a  fnend  Yet,  if  we  except  tbe  tmsetded  state  ot  hb  opinions,  much  cannot 
be  deducted  finom  it  Astbemagistrata,andasthe  beadofafemilyShewasexemphay 
in  tbe  discharge  of  the  religious  and  aMiral  dixies,  and  folfilled  hb  engagements  wi^  the 
strictest  integrity,  but  with  a  punctuality  whicfa  brought  on  him  sometinies  the  charge 
of  behig  penurious.  As  a  poUtioian  we  have  seen  him  giving  hb  uniform  support  to  a 
succession  <rf ministers;  but  as  he  did  not  conceal  hb  opinion^  they  could  not  alw^ 
be  in  unbon  with  those-ofhb  party,  and  hb  mtegrity  at  least  must  have  been  generally 
acfmowledged,  since  no  party  ofiered  to  remove  him. 

In  private  life  he  was,  says  BIr.  Cole,  a  nnn  of  great  mildness,  gentleness,  'and  sweet> 
ness  of  temper :  hb  earnest  desire  was,,  as  6r  as  possible,  never  to  oflfend  any  person. 
Thb  I  find  confirmed  by  the  rev.  Mr.  Cole  of  Bfihon,  who  b  not  remarkable  for  the 
lenity  of  hb  opinions  respecting  hb  contemporaries.  **  Mr*  Jenyns  was  a  man  of  lively 
tuicy  and  pleasant  turn  of  wit,  very  sparUiag  in  conversation^  mid  foil  trf*  many  conceits 
and  agreeable  drollery,  which  was  hdghtened  by  hb  inartinilatft  manner  of  qpeaking 
through  hb  broken  teeth,  and  all  thb  mixed  with  the  utmost  humanity  and  good-nature, 
having  hardly  ever  heard  bim  severe  upon  any  one,  and  by  no  means  satirical  in  hb 
mirtkand  good-humourV 

Mr.  Cumberhnd,  m  hb  Memoirs  of  hb  own  Life,  htely  published,  gives  us  some 
characteristic  trait$  of  Mr.  Jciqfns  whichcorrespondwidi  the  above.  *  A  disagreement 
about  a  name  or  a  date  vriU  mar  the  best  stoiy  that  was  ever  put  together.  Sir  Jodnm 
Reynolds  luckily  could  not  hear  an  mtemipter  ot  thb  smt ;  Johnson  would  not  hear» 
or,  if  be  heard  him,  would  not  heed  him ;  Soame  Jenyns  heard  him,  heeded  him,  sA 
him  right,  and  took  up  hb  tale,  vrhere  be  had  left  it,'  without  any  diminution  of  itn 
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iMMoor,  addbf  only  «  feMp  now  twMs  to  hi«  siNiff4iox,  a  ftw  more  taps  upoo  tlie  Bd 
•of  ky  wkh  a  prepantoiy  grunt  or  two,  tfaeiatarteble  ibremam^rs  of  the  tmetaaty  tftttt 
.was  al  iht  beeb  of  tinn.  .  He  «nia  tbe  mao  who  bore  his  part  id  all  societies  wjtfi  tbe 
Bosl  ereo  tenfm-  and  undisturbed  hibrity  of  ail  tlMe  good  cuwipauiOhB  wbon  I  crer 
knew.  He  came  into  yoar  bonse  at  tbe  Tcry  linoiMnt  700  had  pat  upon  y<Hir  card;  be 
•chvssed  binnelf  to  do  yoor  party  hanour  in  all  tbe  colours  of  tbe  jay ;  Ms  faKe  indeed 
.bad  long  since  lost  its  hntrer,  but  bis  coat  had  iaiUiMly  retained  its  cut  since  tlie  da^ 
when  gentlemen  embroidered  figured  velvets  witli  short  skeves,  boot  cafis,  and  bnckraii 
shirts^;  asnaturecast  him  in  tbe  exact  nM>nM  of  an  ill-oiadepanr  of  stiff  stays,  be  followed 
her  so^dose  m  t^e  fashion  of  bis  coat,  that  it  was  doabted  if  be  did  not  wear  tbem: 
.because  he  had  a  protuberaat  wen  just  under  his  pole,  be  wore  a  w^  that  did  not  cover 
above  half  his  head.  His  eyes  were  protruded  l^e  the  eyes  of  the  lobster^  who  wests 
tbem  at  tbe^nd'of  his  irelcfs,  and  yet  there  was  room  between  one  of  these  arid  hb  nose 
feff  another  wen  that  added  nothing  to  bis  beauty;  yet  I  heard  this  good  mafi  ^etymtub- 
cently  remark,  when  Gibbon  published  bis  History,  that  be  wondered  any  bocfy  so  ngly 
coaldiwrite  a  book. 

*'  $iiehwBstiie€xterioifofanian,wbowas-tfaiecbarBiof  tbedrde,dkidga^arBe9t  to 
evidry  company  be  came  bila;  bis  pleaiafctry  was  rfa  sort  pecniiar  <a  hjmsdf ;  it  faanno- 
nisEedwidi  everything;  itwas  like  the  bread  toon*  diwiir;  you  did  not  perhaps  raa&e  it 
the  whole,  or  principal  past  of  your  meal,  but  it  wal  an  adtninMe  and  wbi^esome 
auxili^  to  yanr  other  viands.  Sctme  Jenyns  tokl  yon  no  long  stoties,  engiroaaed  not 
lanchaf  yoar  attendant  and  was  not  angry  with  tfaase  that  did;  hb  thoughts  were 
ordinal,  aul^  were  apt  tO'haM  a  very  whimsiorfaflkiiiytothepara^  be  wrofe 

verses  upon  dancing,  and  prose  upon  the  origin  of  evil,  yet  he  was  a  very  indttferenC  ne- 
tspl^ician  and  a  wocse  dancer*;  iH^nafeaine and  ptrsanality,  with  ttie  single  cjcceptioo  of 
hb  hoes  iqibn  Jaiinion,I  never  heard  ftft  from  hbUpt:  those  Ines  I  have  forgotten, 
though  I  believe  I  iwto  the  first  person  to  whom^  he  rcdled  them ;  th^  were  very  bad, 
but  he  had  beentold '  HniJohnsdn  rklicttledihitf  metaphysks,  and  some  of  us  had  just 
then  been  making  extempore'  epitaphs  wpon  each  othtr.  Though  hb  wit  was  bannless, 
the  generabcast  of  it  waitinMiiiai ;  thert  was  a  tebitoess'  in  hb  rqtartees,  that  had  a  |^ 
jof  wordst^as  well  as  of  ^thought,  as  whett*speafciag  of  ^'  diffi»ence  bdtween  layb^  out 
jnoney  npoa  tend,  or  pnrchasing  inio' tbe  iiutd{^  be  said,  *  One  was  princq)ri  withoat 
interest,  and  the  other  mterest  without  principal.'  Certain  it  b  he  had  a  brevity  of 
eaptessbn^idtttntv^  hnng  upon  the  ear,  and^^toa  felt  tiie 'point  in  the  very  moment  that 
be  made  the  pu^.  it  wtb  rather  to  hehttMUted  t^  hb  tody,  Mrs.  Jenyns,  had  so  great 
SI  respect' for  hb  good* sittings,  and  sd'hnpei^feot  a*  recollection  of  them;  for  though  die 
abrays  prefiaxd  her  reeitab  'of  them  with— <i«  Mf*.  Jenynn  stfys — it  was  not  always  what 
Mr.  Jenyns  said,  and  i0fmi  I  aV)va|»t  tothhik,  m  Mr.  Jeinyns  said;  bat  she  was  ad  excel- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ITiis  old  lady  was  the  second  wife  of  Mr.  Jeuyns.  His  first  died  Jaly  30»  1739,  and 
Su  the  month  of  February  foUowmg  he  married  Elizabeth,  the  daughter  of  Henry  Grey, 
esq.  of  Hackney,  Middlesex.  She  must  at  this  time  have  been  advanced  in  life,  as  she 
died  at  the  age  of  nmety-four,  July  25,  179^. 

Mr.  Jenyns's  poems  were  added  to  the  second  edition  of  Dr.  Johnson's  collection 
in  1790.  They  are  now  reprinted  from  the  edition  which  his  biographer  published,  with 
considerable  additions,  and  some  explanatory  notes.  As'  a  prose  writer,  we  have  few 
that  can  be  compared  to  him  for  elegance  and  purity.  As  a  poet  he  has  many  equab 
and  many  superiors.  Yet  his  poems  are  sprightly  and  pleasing ;  and  if  we  do  not  find 
much  of  that  creative  fancy  which  marks  the  true  genius  of  poetry,  tliere  is  the  ^urit; 
sense,  and  wit  which  have  rendered  so  many  modem  versifiers  popular,  and  have 
made  it  impossible  for  a  general  collector  to  abide  by  the  stem  laws  of  Phillips  and 
Warton. 
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THE  ART  OF  DASCJNO. 

A  Foni. 

munm  ni  tbb  viae  nS8« 

imailBID  TO  THB 
BI0BT  BON.  THB  LADT  FAMff T  nWMJHMO  !» 

Ineewi  patvit  Dea.    Virf^ 


E 


CAirro  I. 

f  the  imooUi  dance  to  move  wHh  gracefbl  mieii, 
Easy  ^th  care^  and  uprightly  though  aerane, 
To  maik  th'  fantrnetiont  echoing  straint  confey, 
And  with  joft  ttepe  each  tuneftu  note  obey,  - 
I  teach ;  be  present,  all  ye  sacred  choh>. 
Blow  the  soft  lnte»  and  strike  the  sounding  lyre : 
When  Fteldinghids,  your  kind  assistance  brmg^ 
And  at  her  Uet  the  lowly  tribute  fling ; 
Oh,  may  her  e3res  (to  her  this  verse  is  due) 
What  flist  themselves  inspired,  vouchsafe  to  view ! 
Hail,  loveliest  art!  that  canst  all  hearts  insnare, 
And  nowke  the  feirest  still  appear  more  feir. 
Beauty  can  little  execution  do, 
Unless  she  borrows  half  her  arms  from  you ; 
Few,  like  Pygmalion,  doaton  lifeless  charms. 
Or  care  to  cla^  a  statae  in  their  arms; 


'  Lady  FamnrTielding  was  the  youngest  of  the 
six  daughters  or  Basil,  caul  of  Denbigh  and  Dea- 
nnnid,  by  his  wife  Hester,  daughter  of  sir  Basil 
Firebrass,  bart  She  was  one  of  the  finest  dancers 
of  her  time,  but  more  disthiguished  for  her  beauty 
and  amiable  manners.  She  married  Daniel,  the 
seventh  earl  of  Winchelsea,  and  thhd  earl  of  Not- 
tingbam,  in  th«  year  1199,  and  died  hi  the  year 
J734. 


But  breasts  of  flmt  must  melt  with  fierce  detiie. 
When  art  and  motion^wake  the  sleeping  fira. 
A  Venus,  drawn  by  great  Apdles*  hand. 
May  for  a  while  our  wond'ring  eyes  command. 
But  still,  though  formM  with  all  the  powers  of  art. 
The  lifeless  piece  can  never  warm  the  heart; 
So  a  feir  nymph,  perhaps,  may  please  the  eye^ 
Whilst  all  her  beauteous  limbs  unactive  lie. 
But  when  her  charms  are  in  the  dance  diqplay^ 
Then  ev'ry  heart  adores  the  knrely  maid : 
This  sets  her  beauty  in  the  feirest  Usht, 
And  shows  each  grace  in  ftill  perfection  bright; 
Then,  as  she  turns  aroond,  from  ev'ry  part. 
Like  porcupmes,  she  sends  a  piercmg  out; 
Invam,alas!  the  fond  spectator  tries 
To  shun  the  pleasmg  danger^  of  her  eyes. 
For,  Parthian  hke,  she  wounds  as  sure  behind^ 
WiUi  flowing  curb,  and  ivory  neck  reclin'd: 
Whether  her  steps  the  Blinuet's  mazes  traoe^ 
Or  the  slow  Louvre's  more  majestic  pace, 
Whether  the  Rigadoon  employs  her  care. 
Or  sprightly  Ji^  displays  the  nimble  feir. 
At  every  stqp  new  beauties  we  cacplore. 
And  worship  now,  what  we  admir'd  before: 
So  when  ^neas  in  the  lyrian  grove 
Fair  Venus  met,  the  charming  queen  of  love, 
The  beauteous  goddess,  whilst  unmov'd  she  stood, 
Seem'd  some  feir  nymph,  the  guardian  of  the  wood; 
But  when  she  mov*d,  at  once  her  heavenly  mien 
And  graceful  step  confiess  bright  beauty's  queen. 
New  glories  o^er  her  form  each  moment  rise. 
And  all  the  goddess  opens  to  his  eyes. 

Now  haste,  my  Muse,  pursue  thy  destln'd  way. 
What  dresses  beet  become  the  dancer,  say; 
The  rules  of  dress  forget  not  to  impart, 
A  lesson  previous  to  the  dancing  aft 

The  soldier's  soariet,  glowiog  from  afer. 
Shows  that  his  bloody  occupation  's  war  ; 
Whilst  the  lawn  band,  beneath  a  double  chin, 
As  plainly  speaks  divinity  within; 
The  milk-maid  safe  through  driving  nuns  and  snows, 
Wrapp'd  in  her  ck)ak,  and  prop'd  on  pattent  goes; 
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While  the  soft  beHe,  immur'd  in  vtUet  chair. 
Needs  but  the  silken  shoe,  and  trusts  her  bosom  bare : 
The  woolly  drab,  and  English  broad-cloth  warm. 
Guard  weU  the  horaeman  from  the  beatihg  storm* 
But  load  the  dancer  with  too  great  a  weight, 
Aufl  call  from  ev'ry  pore  the  dewy  sweat ; 
Rather  let  him  his'  active  linibt  display 
In  camblet  thin,  or  glossy  paduasoy, 
Let  no  unwieldy  pride  his  shoulders  preaiy 
But  airy,  light,  and  easy  be  his  dress ; 
Thin  be  his  yielding  sole,  and  low  hb  heel, 
So  shall  he  nimbly  oound,  and  safely  wheel. 

.  Bnt  let  not  precepts  known  my  verse  prolong. 
Precepts  which  use  will  better  teach  than  song; 
For  why  should  1  the  gpallant  spark  command. 
With  clean  white  gloves  to  fit  his  ready  hand? 
Or  in  his  fob  enlivening  spirits  wear. 
And  pungent  salts  to  raise  the  foioking  fair  ?   ■ 
Or  hint,  the  sword  that  dangtes  a(t  his  side 
Should  from  its  silken  bondage  be  unty*d  ? 
Why  should  my  lays  the  youthful  tribe  advise, 
Lest  snowy  clouds  from  out  their  wigs  arise : 
So  shall  their  partners  mourn  their  laces  spoil'd. 
And  shining  silks  with  greasy  powder  soil'it^  •    • 
Nor  need  I,  sure,  bid  prudent  youths  beware, 
Lest  with  erected  tongues  their  buckles  stare. 
The  pointed  steel  shall  oft  their  stockings  rend. 
And  oft  th*  approaching  netticoai  offend. 

And  now,  ye  youthful  fair,  I  sing  to  you. 
With  pleasing  smUes  my  useful  labours  view ;  . 
For  you  the  silkworms  fine-wrought  webs  display/ 
And  labVing  spin  their  UtUe  lives  away. 
For  you  bright  gems  with  radiant  colours  glow, 
Fair  as  the  dyes  that  paint  the  heav'nly  bow, 
For  you  the  sea  resigns  its  pearly  store. 
And  earth  unlocks  her  mines  of  treasur'd  ore ; 
In  vain  yet  nature  thus  her  gifts  bestows. 
Unless  yourselvte  with  art  those  gifts  akpose. 

Yet  think  not,  nymphs,  that  in  the  f^itt'ring  ball 
One  form  of  dress  prescribed  can  suit  with  all ; 
One  brightest  shines  when  wealth  and  art  combine 
To  make  the  finished  piece  completely  fine ; 
When  least  adom'd,  another  steals  our  hearts. 
And,  rich  in  native  beauties,  wants  not  arts ; 
In  some  are  such  resistless  graces  found. 
That  in  all  dresses  they  are  sure  to  wound ; 
Their  perfect  forms  all  foreign  aids  despise, 
And  gems  but  borrow  lustre  from  their  eyes. 

Let  the  fair  nymph»  in  whose  plump  cWksis  seen 
A  constant  blush,  be  clad  in  cheerfol  green ; 
In  such  a  dress  the  sportive  sea-nymphs  go ; 
So  in  their  grassy  bed  fresh  roses  blow :  ^ 

The  lass  whose  skin  is  like  the  hazel  brown. 
With  brighter  yellow  should  o^eroome  her  own'; 

\xrki1«>  mow1«  <rrf\wn  mtUt  with  sipkiUHM  nr  dpannir. 


O'er  all  the  plaifls  ummiber'd  gloriet  nte. 
And  a  new  bright  creation  channs  our  eyes  ; 
Till  Zephyr  breathes,  then  all  at  once  decay 
Hie  splendid  scenes,  their  glories  fade  avay. 
The  fields  resign  the  beauties  not  their  own. 
And  all  their  snowy  charms  run  trickling  down. 

Dare  I  in  such  momentous  points  advise, 
I  should  condemn  the  hoop's  enormoos  sise: 
Of  ills  Ifpsak  by  long  experience  found, 
Oftfaare  I  trod  th'  immeasurable  rooiid,   £woand. 
And  moarti*d  my  shins  bniis'd  black  with  many  a 
Nor  should  the  tighten'd  stays,  too  straitly  lac'il. 
In  whalebone  bondage^U  the  slender  waist ; 
Nor  waving  lappets  should  the  dancing  fair. 
Nor  rulBes  edg*d  with  dangling  fringes  wear; 
Oft  will  the  cobweb  ornaments  catch  bold 
On  th*  approaching  button  rough  with  gold. 
Nor  forcft  nor  art  can  then  the  bonds  divide. 
When  anoe  th'  entangled  Gordian  knot  is  tyVL 
So  the  unhappy  pair,  by  Hymen's  pov'r. 
Together  join'd  in  some  ill-foted  hour. 
The  more  they  strive  their  freedom  to  fegsi% 
The  foster  binds  th'  indissoluble  chain. 

Lei  each  foir  maid,  who  fears  to  be  dis^rac^ 
Ever  be  .sure  to  tie  her  garters  fast. 
Lest  the  loos'd  string,  amidst  the  pnUic  ball, 
A  wish'd-for  prize  to  some  proud  fop  shoold  foB, 
Who  the  rich  treasure  shall  triunqphant  shov  ; 
And  with  warm  blushes  cause  her  chaeks  to  glow. 

But  yet,  (as  Fortnne  by  the  self-same  ways 
She  humbles  many,  sbme  delights  to  raise) 
It  happened  once,  a  fair  illustrious  dame 
By  such  neglect  acqnlr^  immortal  foMe. 
And  hence  the  radiant  star  and  garter  Mae 
Britannia*s  nobles  grace,  if  fame  says  troe : 
Hence  still,  Ptuitagenet,  tky  beaotiea  Maoas, 
Though  long  since  moulder'd  in  the  dnsky  tamt, 
StiU  thy  lost  garter  is  thy  sovereign^  care. 
And  what  each  royal  br^st  is  prmid  to  wear. 

But  let  me  now  my  lovely  diarge  remind. 
Lest  they  forgetful  leave  thehr  fons  bdund; 
Lay  not,  ye  foir,  the  pretty  toy  aside, 
A  toy  at  once  diqplay'd,  Ibr  nse  and  pride, 
A  wondrous  engine,  that,  by  magic  chams, 
Gx>1s  your  own  breasts,  and  ev*ry  other's  waimk 
What  daring  bard  shall  e*er  attempt  to  tell 
The  powers  that  in  this  little  weapon  dwell  ? 
What  verse  can  e'er  explain  its  variona  partly 
Its  numerous  uses,  moUons,  charms,  and  arts? 
Its  painted  folds,  that  oft  extended  wide 
Th'  affli<^  fair-one's  blubber'd  beanties  bide» 
When,  secret  sorrows  her  sad  bosom  fill. 
If  Strephon  b  unkind,  or  Shock  is  ill : 
Its  sticks,  on  which  her  eyes  dejected  pore. 
And  minting  finflrers  number  o'er  and  o'er. 
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*51 


Fanny  Uie  ^ifaxmtVs  MJne»  as  abasie  at  Mr, 
Each  Tirgin*s  envy^and  each  swain's  despair; 
To  charn^  her  ear  the  rival  shepherds  sing. 
Blow  'the  fqft  Aiite,  and  wake  the  trembling  string; 
For  her  they  leave  their  wandVing  ilocks  to  rove. 
Whilst  Fanny's  name  resonnds  through  ev'ry  grove. 
And  spreads  on  evVy  tree,  enclosed  in  knots  of  love  ^ 
As  Fielding's  now,  her  eyes  all  h«*art8  inflame,    • 
Like  her  in  beauty,  as  alike  in  name. 

*T  was  when  the  summer  Sim,  now  mounted  hig|i» 
With  fiercer  beams  bad  scorch'd  the  glowing  sky, 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a  cooling  shade. 
To  shun  the  beat,  this  lovely  nymph  was  laid ; 
The  sultry  weather  o'er  her  cheeks  had  spnad 
A  blush,  that  added  to  their  native  red, 
And  her  (air  breast,  as  polisb'd  marble  white, 
Was  half  conceal'd,  and  half  exposM  to  sight: 
iEolns,  the  mighty  god  whom  winds  obey, 
ObservM  the  bounteous  maid,  as  thus  she  lay ; 
CVer  all  her  charms  he  gaz'd  with  fotid  delight. 
And  suck'd  in  poison  at  the  dang *rous  sight ; 
He  sig^  he  bums;  at  last  declares  his  pain. 
But  still  be  sighs,  and  still  he  wooes  in  vain; 
The  cruel  nymph,  regardless  of  his  moan. 
Minds  not  his  flame,  uneasy  with  her  own ; 
But  still  complains,  that  be  who  rul'd  the  air 
Would  not  command  one  ZejAyr  to  repair 
Around  her  face,  nor  gentle  (rc^e  to  play 
Through  the  dark  glade,  to  oool  the  snltry  day  ; 
By  Iqvc  incited,  and  the  hopes  of  joy, 
Th'  ingenious  god  contrived  this  pretty  toy. 
With  gales  incessant  to  relieve  her  flifroe ; 
And  caii'd  it  Fan,  from  lovely  Fanny's  name* 


CANTO  IL 

Now  see,  preparM  to  lead  the  sprightly  dance. 
The  lovely,  nymphs  and  well-droBsM  youths  ad- 
vance ; 
The  spacious  room  receives  each  jovial  guest. 
And  the* floor  shakes  with   pleasing  wejght  <^ 

pressed; 
Fhick  i-ang'ck  on.  ^*ry  side,  with  various  dyes 
rhe  fair  in  glossy  silks  our  sight  surprise  | 
So,  in  a  garden  bath'd  with  genial  show'rs, 
A  thoosancl  sorts  of  variegated  flow'rs, 
fonquils,  camat;iQPS^ pinks,  and  tulips  ri^ 
And  in  a  gay  confuMon  charm  our  eyes. 
High  o'er  their  heads,  with  numerous  candles ))rigbt» 
Large  sconces  shed  their,  sparkling  beams  of  KgNt, 
Fheirsparkling  beams,  t^at  still  more  brightly  glow. 
Reflected  l^ck  from  gems  and,  eyes  below :, 
Unnumber'd  fans  to  cool  the  crowde4  fair. 
With  breathing  Zephyrs  move  the  circling  air; 
Fbetpriglitiy  2ddle,a|xl  the  sounding  lyre, 


By  art  diraitcid  o'er  the  foamtng  tide ', 
Secure  fimn  rocks  the  painted  vesoela  glide  | 
By  art  the  chariot  aooms  the  dusty  p^t 
Springs  ajt  the  whip,  and  hears  the  straifning  rein  *f 
To  art  our  bodies  mutt  obedient  proves 
If  e'er  we  hope  with  graceful  ease  to  m«?e. 

Long  was  tbe  dancing  art  unfix'd  Mid  free. 
Hence  lost  iu^onrour  wid  uncertainty  $ 
No  precepts  did  it  mind,  or  rules  4)bey, 
But  ev*ry  master  taught  a  difierent  way ; 
Hence  epe  each  Qew*bon»  dance  wai  fully  try'df 
The  lov<Bly  product  ev'n  in  UeMPiag  dy'd ; 
Througb  various  hands  in  wild  ^oostusion  tost* 
Its  step^  were  alter'd,  and  its  beantics  lost ; 
Till  Fuillet^,  the  pride  of  Gallia,  rose. 
And  did  the  dance  in  characters  oompose ; 
Each  lovfly  grace  by  certain  marks  be  taught. 
And  ev'ry  step  in  lasting  vokmaes  wrote : 
Hence  o'er  the  world  this  pleasing  art  shall  sptead. 
And  ev'ry  dance  in  ev'nr  clime  be  read. 
By  distant  masters  shaU  each  step  be  seen. 
Though  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roar  between  ; 
Hencei  with  her  sister  arts,  shall  dancing  daim 
{An  equal  right  to  universal  fame; 
.And  Isaac's  Rigadoon  shall  live  as  long, 
JAs  Rapbael'tf  painting,  or  as  Virgils  song. 

V/^'ise  Nature  ever,  with  a  prudent  hand, 
iDispenses  various  gifts  to  ev  ry  land ;  ^ 

To  ev*ry  nation  frugally  imparts 
A  genius  fit  for  some  peculiar  arts ; 
To  trade  th^  Dutch  incline,  the  Swiss  to  arms, 
'Music  and  verse  are  soft  Italians  charms ; 
Britanma  justly  glories  to  have  found 
Xands  unexplored,  and  saii'd  the  globe  around ; 
llut  none  will  sure  presume  to  rival  France, 
"Wbether  she  forms  or  executes  the  dance  ; 
)To  her  exalted  genius  t  is  we  owe 
The  sprightly  Rigadoon  and  Louvre  slow, 
rrhe  Boree,  and  Gourant  unpraetis'd  long 
Th'  immorul  Minuet,  ajld  smooth  Bretagne, 
With  all  those  dances  of  tllustdons  fame, 
^Which  from  their  native  country  take  their  name  ^ 
With  these  let  ev*ry  ball  be  first  begun, 
iNor  Couatry-dance  intrude  tilt  these  are  done. 
*  Each  cautious  bard,  ere  he  attempts  to  sing, 
{First  gently  flutt'ring  tries  his  tender  wing ; 
And  if  he  finds  that  with  uncommon  fire 
The  ^Qae^  aU  his  raptnr'd  soul  insphre, 
|At  once  to  Heav'n  be  soars  in  lofty  odes, 
^  nd  sings  alone  of  heroes  and  of  gods  $ 

ut  if  he  trembling  lears  a  flight  so  high, 

le  then  descends  to  softer  elegy ; 
Und  if  in  elegy  he  cant  sueceed, 
tn  past*ral  b^  may  tune  the  oaten  reed : 
So  should,  thtt  dancer,  ere  he  tri^s  to  move, 
Withjcare  his  strength,  biaweight,  and  geniusprore] 
Then,  if  he  finds  kind  Nature's  gifts  impart 
Endowments  proper  for  the  dancing  art^ 
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If  these  he  fears  to  reeeh,  with  eisy  pace 
Let  him  the  Mnmet's  circling  mazes  trace: 
Is  this  too  hard  ?  this  too  let  H^m  fort>ear, 
And  to  the  Omntry-danoe  oonflne  his  care. 

Would  you  in  Cueing  er'ry  lisult  avoid. 
To  keep  true  time  be  fint  your  thoughts  employed  | 
All  other  errours  they  in  Tain  shall  mend, 
Who  in  this  one  important  point  oflfend ; 
For  this,  when  now  united  hand  in  hand 
Eager  to  start  the  youthful  couple  stand. 
Let  them  a  while  their  nimble  feet  restrain. 
And  with  soft  taps  beat  time  to  ev*ry  strain: 
80  for  the  t'aoe  prepar*d  two  coursers' stand. 
And  with  impatient  pawings  spurn  the  sand. 

In  Tain  a  master  shall  employ  his  care. 
Where  nature  has  once  fix*d  a  clumsy  air; 
Rather  let  such,  to  country  sports  coidin'd, 
Pursue  the  fljring  hare  or  thnYous  hind : 
Nor  yet,  while  I  the  rural  ^uire  despise^, 
A  mien  efieminate  would  I  sudvise : 
With  equal  scorn  I  would  the  fop  deride. 
Nor  let  him  dance, but  on  the  woman's  side. 

And  3rou,  fair  nymphs,  avoid  with  equal  care 
A  stupid  dulness,  and  a  coquet  air ; 
Neither  with  eyes,  that  ever  love  the  ground, 
Asleep,  like  qMuning  tops,  run  round  and  round, 
Nor  yet  with  giddy  kx>ks  and  wanton  pride. 
Stare  all  anramd,  and  skip  from  side  to  side. 

True  dancing,  like  true  wit,  is  best  express'd 
By  natnr^  only  to  advantage  dress*d ; 
T  is  not  a  nimble  bound,  or  caper  high. 
That  can  pretend  to  please  a  curious  eye, 
Oood  judges  no  such  tumblers'  tricks  regard. 
Or  thmk  them  beautiful,  because  they  're  bard* 

T  is  not  enough  that  ev*ry  stander-by 
Nor  glaring  errours  in  your  steps  can  qpy. 
The  dance  and  music  'must  so  nicely  meet. 
Each  note  should  seem  an  echo  to  your  feet; 
A  nameless  grace  must  in  each  movement  diwell. 
Which  words  can  ne'er  express,  or  precepts  tell. 
Not  to  be  taught,  but  ever  to  be  seen 
In  Flavia's  air,  and  Chloe's  easy  mien  ; 
T  is  such  an  air  that  makes  her  thousands  fUl, 
When  Fielding  dances  at  a  birthnight  ball ; 
Smooth  as'CamiUa  she  skims  o^er  the  plain, 
J^  flies  like  her  through  crowds  of  heroes  slain. 

Now  when  the  Minuet,  oft  repeated  o*er, 
(Like  all  terrestrial  joys^  can  please  no  mors^ 
And  ev*ry  njrmph,  refiosing  to  expand 
Her  charms,  declines  the  circulating  hand ; 
Then  let  the  jovial  Country-dance  begin, 
And  the  loud  fiddles  call  each  straggler  int 
But  ere  they  come,  permit  me  to  disclose 
How  first,  as  legends  tell,  this  pasthne  rose. 

In  ancient  ttmes  fsuch  times  are  now  no  more) 


Round  where  the  trembling  May-pole  fisUon  Idi^ 

Uplifts  its  flow'ry  honours  to  the  sky. 

The  ruddy  maids  and  sun-burnt  swains  innt. 

And  practise  ev'ry  night  the  lovely  sport; 

On  ev'ry  side  JEolian  artists  stand, 

Whose  active  elbows  swellif^^  winds  command  ^ 

The  swelling  winds  harmonious  pipes  inspire. 

And  bkiw  in  ev'ry  breast  a  gen'roos  fire. 

Thus  taught,  at  fint  the  Country-dance  I 
And  hence  to  cities  and  to  courts  It  ran; 
Succeedhig  ages  did  in  time  impart 
Various,  improvements  to  the  lovdy  art; 
From  fi^ds  and  groves  to  palaces  remold. 
Great  ones  the  pleasing  exercise  approve : 
Hence  the  loud  fiddle,  and  shrill  trampet*s  1 
Are  made  companions  of  the  dancer's  bounds; 
Hence  gems  and  silks,  brocades  and  ribbons  join. 
To  make  the  baU  with  perfect  lustre  shine. 

So  rude  at  first  the  tragic  Muse  appeared. 
Her  iroice  alone  by  rustic  rabble  heard ; 
Where  twisting  trees  a  cooling  aibour  made^ 
The  pleaSM  spectators  sat  beneath  the  shade; 
The  homely  stage  with  rushes  green  was  strewM^ 
And  in  a  cart  the  strolling  acton  rode : 
Till  time  at  length  improv'd  the  great  design. 
And  bade  the  scenes  with  painted  hmdacapcBi' ' 
Then  art  did  all  the  bright  machines  dispose. 
And  theatres  of  Parian  maible  rose. 
Then  mimic  thunder  shook  the  canvass  dqr. 
And  gods  descended  from  th«r  tow*n  on  Irij^ 

With  caution  now  let  ev*ry  yoath  prepare 
To  choose  a  partner  from  the  mii^led  foir  ; 
Vain  would  be  here  th'  Instnicting  Muse's  voioet 
If  she  pretended  to  direct  his  choice : 
Beauty  alone  by  fancy  is  expresS'd, 
And  charms  in  diir  rent  forms  each  diffVent  branst; 
A  snowy  skin  this  am'rous  youth  admires^ 
Whilst  nut-brown  cheeks  another's  boaom  firss; 
Small  waists  and  slender  limbs  some  hearta  insoan^ 
Whilst  othen  kive  the  more  substantial  fair. 

BM  let  not  outward  charms  your  judgment  svcy^ 
Your  reason  rather  than  your  eyes  obey. 
And  in  the  dance  as  in  the  marriage  noose. 
Rather  fbr  merit,  than  for  beauty,  choose: 
Be  her  your  chokse,  who  knows  with  perfect  skill 
When  ^  should  move,  and  when  she  should  be  at3^ 
Who  uninstructed  can  perform  her  dmre, 
Aad  kindly  half  the  plearing  burden  bear* 
Unhappy  is  that  hopeless  wretch's  fate. 
Who,  fetter'd  in  the  matrimonial  state 
With  a  poor,  simple,  unexperienced  wifi% 
Is  forc'd  to  lead  the  tedious  dance  of  life; 
And  such  is  his,  with  such  a  partner  join'd^ 
A  moving  puppet,  but  without  a  mind : 
Still  must  his  hand  be  pointimt  out  the  way. 
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S6,  in  »  wheel  with  rapid  fury  tost, 

The  undistinguish'd  spokes  are  in  the  motion  lost. 

The  dancer  here  no  more  requires  a  guide, 
To-  no  strict  steps  his  nimble  feet  are  ty'd. 
The  Muse's  precepts  here  would  useless  be. 
Where  all  is  fancy  d,  unconfin*d,  and  free ; 
I^et  him  but  to  the  Music's  voice  attend. 
By  tfiis  instructed  he  can  ne*er  offend ; 
If  to  bis  share  it  falls  the  dance  to  lead. 
In  well-known  paths  he  may  be  sure  to  tread ; 
If  others  lead,  let  him  their  motions  view, 
And  in  their  steps  the  winding  maze  pursue. 

In  every  Country-dance  a  serious  mind, 
Tam'd  for  reflection,  can  a  moral  find, 
In  hunt-the-squirrel  thus  the  nymph  we  view, 
Seeks  when  we  fly,  but  flies  when  we  pursue : 
Thus  in  round-><lance8  whei*e  our  partners  change. 
And  unconfln*d  from  fair  to  fair  we  range. 
As  soon  as  one  from  his  own  consort vflies. 
Another  seizes  on  the  lovely  prize; 
A  while  the  favVite  youth  enjoys  her  charms. 
Till  the  next  comer  steals  her  from  his  arms. 
New  ones  succeed,  the  last  is  s^U  her  care ; 
How  true  an  emblem  of  th'  inconstant  fair ! 
Where  can  philosophers,  and  sages  wise. 
Who  read  the  curious  volumes  of  the  skies, 
A  model  more  exact  than  dancing  name 
Of  the  creation^s  universal  frame  ? 
Where  worlds  unnumberM  o'er  th*  ethereal  way 
In  a  bright  reg^ilar  confusion  stray ; 
Now  here,  now  there  they  whirl  along  the  sky. 
Now  near  approach,  and  now  far  distant  fly, 
Now  meet  in  the  same  order  they  begun. 
And  then  the  great  cele^tial  dance  is  done, 
'^'here  can  the  morMist  find  a  juster  plan 
Of  the  vain  labours,  and  the  life  of  man  ? 
A  while  through  justling  crowds  we  toil  and  sweat, 
And  eagerly  pursue  we  know  not  what. 
Then  when  our  trifling  short-liv'd  race  is  runi 
Qutte  tir'd  sit  down,  just  where  we  first  begun. 

Though  to  your  arms  kind  Fate's  indulgent  care 
Has  giv'u  a  partner  exquisitely  fair, 
Let  not  her  charms  so  much  engage  your  heart. 
That  you  neglect  the  skilful  dancer's  part; 
Be  not,  when  you  the  tuneful  notes  should  hear. 
Still  whispering  idle  prattle  in  her  ear ; 
When  you  should  be  employed,  be  not  at  play. 
Nor  for  your  joys  all  other  steps  delay ; 
But  when  the  finished  dance  you  once  have  done, 
And  with  applause  through  ev*ry  couple  run, 
There  rest  a  while;  there  snatch  the  fleeting  bliss. 
The  tender  whisper,  and  the  balmy  kiss; 
I'lach  secret  wish,  each  softer  hope  confess, 
And  her  moist  palm  with  eager  fingers  press ; 
With  smiles  the  fair  shall  hear  your  warm  de- 
sires, / 
When  music  melts  her  soul,  and  dancing  fires. 

Thus  mixM  with  love,  the  pleasing  toil  pursue. 
Till  the  unwelcome  mom  appears  in  view ; 
Then.  w\wn  approaching  day  its  beams  displays. 
And  tne  dull  candles  shine  with  fainter  rays. 
Then,  when  the  Suu  just  rises  oVr  the  deep. 
And  each  bright  eye  is  almost  set  in  sleep. 
With  ready  hand  obsequious  youths  prepare 
Safe  to  her  coach  to  lead  each  chosen  fair. 
And  g^ard  her  from  the  mom's  inclement  air : 
I^  a  warm  hood  enwrap  her  lovely  head, 
And  o*er  her  neck  a  handkerchief  be  spread. 
Around  her  shoulders  let  this  arm  be  cast. 
Whilst  that  from  cold  defends  her  slender  waist ; 
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With  kisses  warm  her  balmy  lips  shall  glow, 
Unchiird  by  nightly  damps  or  wintry  snow, 
While gen*rous  white-wine,  muird  with  ginger  wanDy 
Safely  protects  her  inward  frame  from  harm. 

But  ever  let  my  lovely  pupils  fear 
To  chill  their  mantling  blood  with  cold  small-beer. 
Ah,  thoughtless  fair !  the  tempting  draught  refuse. 
When  thus  forewara'd  by  my  experienc'd  Muse : 
Let  the  sad  consequence  your  thoughts  employ. 
Nor  hazard  future  pains,  for  present  joy ; 
Destmction  lurks  within  the  poisonous  dose, 
A  fatal  fever,  or  a  pimpled  nose. 

Thus  through  each  precept  of  the  dancing  art 
The  Muse  has  play*d  the  kind  instructor's  part. 
Through  every  maze  her  pupils  she  has  led. 
And  pointed  out  the  surest  paths  to  tread ; 
No  more  remains;  no  more  the  goddess  sings. 
But  drops  her  pinions,  and  unfurls  her  wings; 
On  downy  beds  the  weary'd  dancers  lie. 
And  sleep's  silk  cords. tie  down  each  drowsy  eye. 
Delightful  dreams  their  pleasing  sp6rts  restore, 
And  ^*n  in  sleep  they  seem  to  dance  once  more* 

And  now  the  work  completely  finished  lies. 
Which  the  devouring  teeth  of  time  defies ; 
^liilst  birds  in  air,  or  fish  in  streams  we  find. 
Or  damsels  fret  with  aged  partners  joined ; 
As  long  as  nymphs  shall  with  attentive  ear 
A  fiddle  rather  than  a  sermon  hear: 
So  long  the  brightest  ^es  shall  oft  peruse 
These  useful  lines  of  my  instructive  Muse; 
Each  belle  shall  wear  them  wrote  upon  her  fan. 
And  each  bright  beau  shall  read  tbem*-if  be  can. 
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THE  EARL  OF  OXFORD'S  UBRARY 

AT  WIMPLE  ', 
AK.  1729. 

Who,  uninspired,  can  tread  this  saered  ground. 
With  all  the  sons  of  fame  encompassed  round  ? 
Where,  crown*d  with  wreaths  of  ever- verdant  bays, 
Each  sister  art  her  willing  charms  displays : 
Mellow'd  by  time,  here  b^uteous  paintings  glow, 
There  marble  busts  illustrious  faces  show : 
And  in  old  coins  are  little  heroes  seen. 
With  venerable  rust  of  ages  green : 

*  Wimple  Hall,  with  the  estate  round  it,  was 
formerly  the  possession  of  the  Cutts  family,  an  an- 
cient family  in  the  county  of  Cambridge,  and  a 
descendant  of  which  was  the  gallant  lord  Cutts, 
who  so  frequently  distinguished  himself  in  the  se- 
veral sieges  and  battles  during  the  war  in  which 
the  great  duke  of  Marlborough  commanded. — This 
estate  was  sold  by  the  Cutis  family  to  the  famous 
sir  John  Cutler,  who  settled  it  on  th^  marriage  of 
his  daughter  with  lord  Radnor.  Lord  Radnor  af- 
terwards sold  it  to  John  Hollis,  duke  of  Newcastle, 
in  the  partition  of  whose  estates  it  came  to  the  earl 
of  Oxford,  who  maiTtCd  his  only  daughter.  This 
he  made  his  country  residence,  and  here  was  kept 
his  famous  library  till  the  time  of  his  death.  After 
his  death,  it  was  sold  by  his  family  to  the  chancel- 
lor lord  Hardwicke,  from  whom  it  descended  lo  the 
pr^t  earl  Hardwicko^ig,^^^^^  by  V^OOgie 
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Around,  uowounded  by  the  teeth  of  age. 
By  gothic  fire,  and  persecution*^  rage, 
Perfect  and  fair  unnurobcr'd  volumes  stand. 
By  Providence  preservM  for  Oxford's  hand. 

•Hiitst  thus  within  these  mag'C  walU  I  stray. 
At  once  all  climes  and  ages  I  survey : 
On  fancy's  winces  I  fly  from  shore  to  shore. 
Recall  past  time,  and  live  whole  eras  o*er: 
Converse  with  heroes  famM  in  ancient  song, 
And  bards,  by  whom  those  heroes  breathe  so  long: 
Ol>se^e  the  quick  migrations  learning  makes, 
How  barass'd  nations  trembling  she  forsakes. 
And  hastes  away  to  bu.ld  her  downy  nest 
In  happier  climes,  with  peace  and  plenty  bless'd. 

See  how,  in  famM  Augustus*  golden  days, 
Wit  triumphs,  crown*d  with  universal  praise! 
Approaches  thrones  with  a  miyestic  air, 
liie  prince's  mistress,  and  the  statesman's  care. 
Mecaenas  shines  in  ev*ry  classic  page, 
Mecasnas,  once  the  Harley  of  bis  age. 
Nor  with  less  glory  she  her  charms  display 'd. 
In  Albkm  once  when  royal  Anna  sway'd. 


See  Oxford  smilei;  and  all  the  tonefiil  tnm^ 
In  hii  Britannia's  tons  revive  again; 
Prior,  like  Horace,  ttrikes  the  founding  ArnifS» 
And  m  harmonious  Pope  once  more  great  Maro  ni^gi* 

Again  she  waves  her  pinions  to  be  gone» 
And  only  hopes  protection  from  his  son: 
Chas*d  nom  the  senate  and  the  court  she  llicib 
There  craft  and  party  zeal  her  place  supplies. 
Yet  still,  since  fix'd  in  Wimple's  happy  plain, 
(Her  last  retreat)  she  knows  not  to  complain. 
There  in  great  Oxford's  converse  does  engage 
Th*  instructed  ear,  and  shames  a  vicious  age; 
Or  in  his  consorfft  accents  stands  confess'd^ 
And  charms  with  graceful  ease  each  list*ninggiicit; 
Or  with  her  lov*d  companions  gladly  ty'd. 
Goodness  smcere,  fnd  beauty  void  of  pride,^ 
Fixes  her  throne  in  Margaretta's  >  iace. 
And  from  her  lips  acquires  a  new  resittlew  gnccw 


*  Lady  Margaret  Cavendish  Harley,  afterwards 
married  to  William,  the  seccmd  duke  of  Portlani^ 


BONFONIUS*,  BAS.  XL 

Exoptat  se  florem  ilium  esse,  quo  uteretur  arnica. 

Eaoo,  floscule,  tu  mese  puell» 
Hoc  florente  sinu  usque  conquiesce*  i 
Ergo  tu  dominae  mes  papillis 
Beatus  nimis  insidebis  usque  ? 

O  si,  floscule,  mi  tu&  liceret 
Ista  sorte  fnii,  et  mee  puells    ' 
Incubare  sinu,  atque  desiderc 
Hos  inter  globules  papillularum, 
Non  sic  lentus  inersquc  conquiescaro, 
Non  sic  insideam  otiosus  usque. 
Sed  toto  spatio  mquietus  errcm, 
Et  feram  sinui,  feramque  collo 
Mille  basia,  mille  et  huic  et  illi 
Impingam  globulo  oscuUtiones. 

Nee  mihi  satis  hec  putes  futura : 
Namque  et  discere  cnriosus  optemt 
Quid  discriminis  inter  hnno  et  ilium, 
Et  quantus  tumor  hujus  illiusque; 
Quantum  albedine  prsstel  hie  vel  ille; 
Quantum  duritie  hie  vel  ille  vincat; 
Sinisteme  globus,  globusoe  dexter 
Pigura  placeat  rotundiore ; 
An  dexter  globus,  an  globus  sinister 
Papilla  rubeat  rubentiore : 
Explorem  quoque,  quo  beata  ducat 
Ilia  scmita,qu8e  globos  gemellos 


TO  A  NOSEGAY 

IN  PAMCHARILIA'S  BKSAST. 

warrrxN  m  1799, 

Must  you  alone  then,  happy  flowYs, 
Ye  8hort-liv*d  sons  of  vernal  show'rs. 
Must  yon  alone  be  still  thns  ble88*d. 
And  dwell  iu  Pancharilla's  breast? 
Oh  would  the  gods  but  hear  my  pray*r. 
To  change  my  form  and  place  me  there ! 
I  should  not  sore  so  quickly  die^ 
I  should  not  so  unactive  lie ;        , 
But  ever  wand 'ring  to  and  fro. 
From  this  to  that  fair  ball  of  snow. 
Enjoy  ten  thousand  thousand  blisses. 
And  print  on  each  ten  thousand  kisses. 

Nor  would  I  thus  the  task  give  o'er; 
Curious  new  secrets  to  explore, 
I  M  ne^r  rest  till  I  had  foond 
Which  globe  was  softest,  which  roost  roand-i* 
Which  was  most  yielding,  smooth,  and  white. 
Or  the  left  bosom,  or  the  right ; 
Which  was  the  warmest,  easiest  bed. 
And  which  was  tipM  with  purest  red. 

Nor  could  I  leave  the  beauteous  scene, 
Tdl  I  had  trac'd  the  path  between. 
That  milky  way  so  smooth  and  even, 
That  promises  to  lead  to  Hf  av*n : 
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AN  EPISH.E, 

WRITTBII  IM  THB  COUNTRY. 

to  THt  llOrr  HON.  THl  LORD  LOVtLACl  *  ' 
TOWK.      tEFTEMBBR  1735. 


In  days,  my  lord,  when  mother  Time, 

Thousch  now  grqwo  old,  was  m  her  prime, 

Wheu  Saturn  first  bjegan  to  rule. 

And  Jove  was  hardly  come  from  school. 

How  happy  was  a  country  life  !  , 

How  free  from  wickedness  and  strife  ! 

Thru  each  man  liv'd  upon  his  farm. 

And  thought  aud  did  no  mortal  harm  ; 

On  mossy  banks  fair  Tirgins  slept. 

As  harmless  as  the  Aocks  they  kept; 

Then  love  was  all  they  had  to  do,  ^ 

And  njrmphs  were  chaste,  and  swains  were  true. 

But  now,  whatever  poets  write,    \ 
T  is  sure  the  case  is  alter'd  quite,  \ 
Virtue  no  more  in  rural  plains,         \ 
Or  innocence,  or  peace  r^tnains;       ', 
But  vice  is  in  the  cottage  found, 
And  country  girls  are  oft  unsound ; 
Fifrce  party  rage  each  village  fires. 
With  wars  of  justices  and  'squires; 
Attorneys,  for  a  barley-straw, 
Whole  ages  hamper  folks  in  law, 
And  ev'ry  neighbour 's  in  a  flame  , 

About  their  rates,  or  tythes,  or  game : 
Some  quarrel  for  their  hares  andpigeoos. 
And  some  for  diflTrence  in  religions : 
Some  hold  their  parson  the  best  preacher. 
The  tinker  some  a  better  teacher ; 
These,  to  the  church  they  fight  for  strangers, 
Hare  faith  in  nothing  but  her  dangers  ; 
Wliile  those,  a  more  believing  people. 
Can  swallow  all  things but  a  steeple. 

But  I,  my  lord,  who,  as  you  know. 
Care  little  how  these  matters  go. 
And  equally  detest  the  strife 
And  usual  joys  of  country  life. 
Have  by  good  fortune  little  share 
Of  its  dirersious,  or  its  care ; 
For  seldom  1  with  'squires  unite. 
Who  hunt  all  day  and  drink  all  night; 
Nor  reckon  wonderful  inviting  * 

A  quarter-sessions,  or  cock-fighting. 
But  then  no  farm  I  occupy, 
With  sheep  to  rot,  and  cows  to  die : 
Nor  rage  I  much,  or  much  deqpair. 
Though  in  my  hedge  I  find  a  snare  ; 


>  Nevil  lord  Lovelace  was  ooe  of  those  with 
whom  the  author  made  a  friendship  on  his  first 
coming  into  the  world,  uninterrupted  till  his  death, 
which  happened  at  au  eariy  period  of  his  life. — 
Tliere  appMir  strong  marks  of  his  affection  for  him, 
in  some  letters  wrote  to  his  lordship's  sister,  the 
late  lady  Harry  Beaucletc,  now  m  the  possession 
of  her  descendants — He  was  a  man  of  letters,  a 
friend  to  the  Muses,  and  highly  fiuhioned  accord- 
ing to  the  breeding  of  tboae  days. 


Nor  view  I,  with  doe  admiration. 
All  the  high  honours  here  in  fashion ; 
The  great  commissions  of  the  quorum, 
Terrours  to  all  who  come  before  them ; 
Militia  scariet  edg'd  with  gold. 
Or  the  while  staflfhigh  sheri£&  hold; 
The  representative's  caressing. 
The  judge's  bow,  the  bishop's  blessing; 
Nor  can  I  for  my  soul  delight 
In  the  dull  feast  of  neighb'ring  knight. 
Who,  if  you  send  three  days  before, 
In  white  gloves  meets  you  at  the  door. 
With  superfluity  of  breeding 
First  makes  you  sick,  and  &en  with  feeding: 
Or  if,  with  ceremony  cloy*d. 
You  would  next  time  snch  plagues  avoid. 
And  visit  without  previous  notice, 
"  John,  John,  a  coach !— I  can  't  think  who 't  U," 
My  lady  cries,  who  spies  your  coach. 
Ere  you  the  avenue  approach ; 
**  Lord,  how  unlucky! — washing  day! 
And  all  the  men  are  in  the  hay  !'* 
Entrance  to  gain  is  something  hard, 
The  dogs  all  bark,  the  gates  are  barr'd ; 
The  yard  's  with  lines  of  linen  cross'd. 
The  hall  door's  lock*d,  the  key  is  lost : 
These  difficulties  all  o'ercome. 
We  reach  at  length  the  drawing-room; 
Then  there  's  such  trampling  over-head, 
-Madam  you  'd  swear  was  brought  to  bed; 
Miss  in  a  hurry  bursts  her  lock. 
To  get  clean  sleeves  to  hide  her  smock ; 
The  servants  run,  the  pewter  clatters. 
My  lady  dresses,  calls,  and  chatters; 
The  cook-maid  raves  for  want  of  butter. 
Pigs  squeak,  fowls  scream,  and  green  geese  flutter. 
Now  after  three  hours  tedious  waiting. 
On  all  our  neighbours'  faults  debating. 
And  having  nine  times  view'd  the  garden. 
In  which  there  's  nothing  worth  a  farthing. 
In  comes  my  lady  and  the  pudden :        * 
"  You  will  excuse,  sir, — on  a  sudden*' — 
Then,  that  we  may  have  four  and  four. 
The  bacon,  fowls,  and  collyflow'r 
Their  ancient  unity  divide, 
The  top  one  graces,  one  each  side  ; 
And  by  and  by,  the  second  course 
Comes  lagging  like  a  distanc'd  horse; 
A  salver  then  to  church  and  king. 
The  butler  swears,  the  glasses  ring; 
The  Qloth  remov'd,  the  toasts  go  round. 
Bawdy  and  politics  abound ; 
And  as  the  knight  more  tipsy  waxes. 
We  damn  all  ministers  and  taxes. 
At  last  the  ruddy  Sun  quite  sunk. 
The  coachman  tolerably  drunk. 
Whirling  o*er  hillocks,  ruts,  and  stones. 
Enough  to  dislocate  one's  t>ones. 
We  home  return,  a  wondrous  token 
Of  Heaven's  kind  care,  with  limbs  irabroken* 
Afflict  us  not,  ye  gods,  though  sinners. 
With  many  da3r8  like  this,  or  dinners ! 

But  if  civilities  thus  tease  me, 
Nor  business,  nor  diversions  please  me : 
You  'U  ask,  my  lord,  how  time  I  spend  ? 
I  answer,  with  a  book  or  friend:  ^ 

The  circulating  hours  dividing 
'Twixt  reading,  walking,  eating,  riding; 
But  books  are  still  my  highest  joy. 
These  earliest  please,  and  latest  cloy^^^^^T^ 
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Sometimes  o^er  distant  climes  I  stray. 

By  guides  experienced  taught  the  way ; 

The  wonders  of  each  region  view. 

From  frozen  Lapland  to  Peru ; 

Bound  o'er  rough  seas,  and  mountains  bare^ 

Yet  ne'er  forsake  my  elbow  chair. 

Sometimes  some  famM  historian's  pen 

Recalls  past  ages  back  again, 

Where  all  1  sec,  through  ev'ry  page, 

b  but  how  men,  with  senseless  rage, 

£ach  other  rob,  destroy,  and  bum, 

To  serve  a  priest's  or  statesman's  turn ; 

Though  loaded  with  a  difTrent  aim. 

Yet  always  asses  much  the,  same. 

Sometimes  I  view  with  much  delight, 

Divines  their  holy  game-cocks  fig^t; 

Here  fisith  and  works,  at  variance  set. 

Strive  hard  who  shall  the  vict'ry  get ; 

Presbytery  and  episcopacy 

They  fight  so  long,  it  would  amaze  ye : 

Here  free-will  holds  a  fierce  dispute 

With  reprobation  absolute ; 

There  sense  kicks  transubstantiation. 

And  reason  pecks  at  revelation. 

With  learned*  Newton  now  1  fly 

O'er  all  the  rolling  orbs  on  high. 

Visit  new  worlds,  and  for  a  minute 

This  old  one  scorn,  and  all  that's  in  it: 

And  now  with  lab*ring  Boyle  I  trace 

Kature  through  ev'ry  winding  maze^ 

The  latent  qualities  admire 

Of  vapours,  water,  air,  and  fire  t 

With  pleasing  admiration  see 

Matter's  surprising  subtilty ; 

As  how  the  smallest  lamp  displays, 

For  miles  around,  its  scattered  rays; 

Or  how  (the  case  still  more  t'  explain) 

A  f — ^t »,  that  weighs  not  half  a  grain. 

The  atmosphere  will  oft  perfume 

Of  ft  whole  spacious  drawing-room. 

Sometimes  I  pass  a  whole  long  day 
In  happy  indolence  away. 
In  fondly  meditating  o'er 
Past  pleasures,  and  in  hoping  more: 
Or  wander  through  the  fields  and  woods. 
And  gardens  bath'd  in  circling  floods; 
There  blooming  flowers  with  rapture  view, 
And  sparkling  ge.ms  of  morning  dew. 
Whence  in  my  mind  ideas  rise 
Of  Caella's  checks,  and  Chloe's  eyes. 

*T  is  thus,  my  lord,  I  free  from  strife 
Spend  an  inglorious  country  life; 
liiese  are  the  joys  I  still  pursue, 
When  absent  from  the  towa  and  you ; 
Thus  pass  long  summer  suns  away. 
Busily  idle,  calmly  gay: 
Nor  great,  nor  mean,  nor  rich,  nor  poor, 
Not  having  much,  nor  wishing  more ; 
Except  that  you,  when  weary  grown 
Of  all  the  follies  of  the  town. 


JENYNS^S  POEMS. 

A  house,  where  quiet  goards  the  door. 
No  rural  wits  smoke,  drink,  and  roar. 
Choice  books,  safe  hones,  wholesome  liquor. 
Clean  giris,  backgammon,  and  the  Ticar. 


AN  ESSAY  ON  VIRTUE. 

TO  THI  HOVOUIlilBLI  PHILIP  YOUEX,  O^ 

Trou,  whom  nor  honours^  wealth,  nor  youth  cas 

With  the  least  vice  of  each  luxuriant  aoil. 
Say,  Yorke,  (for  sure,  if  any,  thou  canst  t^) 
What  virtue  is,  who  practice  it  so  well; 
Say,  where  inhabits  this  sultana  queen  ; 
Piais'd  and  ador'd  by  all,  but  rarely  seen : 
By  what  sure  mark  her  essence  can  we  tracer 
\Vben  each  religion,  faction,  age,  and  plac«^ 
Sets  up  some  fancy 'd  idol  (k  its  own, 
A  vain  pretender  to  ber  sacred  throne  ? 
In  man  too  oft  a  well-dissembled  part, 
A  self-denying  pride  in  woman's  heart. 
In  synods  faith,  and  in  the  fields  of  fame 
Valour  usurpa  her  honours  and  her  name  ; 
Whoever  their  sense  of  virtue  would  e&press, 
T  is  still  by  something  they  themselves  possess, 
f lence  youth  good-humour,  frugal  craft  old-age^ 
Warm  politicians  term  it  party-rage. 
True  churchmen  zeal  right  orthodox;  and  hence 
Pools  think  it  gravity,  and  wits  pretence; 
To  constancy  alone  fond  lovets  join  it. 
And  maids  unask'd  to  chastity  confine  it. 

Rut  have  we  then  no  law  besides  our  will  ? 
No  just  criterion  fix'd  to  good  and  ill  ? 
As  well  at  noon  we  may  obstruct  our  sight. 
Then  doubt  if  such  a  thing  exists  as  li^t; 
Pur  no  less  plain  wouUI  Nature's  law  appear 
As  the  meridian  Sun  unchanged  and  clear. 
Would  we  but  search  for  what  we  were  dedgnM» 
And  for  what  end  th'  Almighty  fbrm*d  mankind; 
A  rule  of  life  we  then  should  plainly  sec, 
Por  to  pursue  that  end  must  virtue  be. 

Then  what  is  that  ?  not  want  of  power  or  fame^ 
Or  worlds  unnumbered  to  applaud  his  name. 
But  a  desire  his  blessings  to  diflfuse. 
And  fear  lest  millions  should  existence  lose; 
His  goodness  only  could  his  power  employ. 
And  an  eternal  warmth  to  propagate  his  joy. 

Hence  soul  and  sense,difi*os'd  through  er'ry  plaoc^ 
Make  hapiyness  as  infinite  as  space; 
Thousands  of  suns  beyond  each  other  blaze. 
Orbs  roll  o'er  orbs,  and  glow  with  mutual  rays; 
Each  is  a  world,  where,  fbrm'd  with  wondrons  art, 
Unnuniber'd  species  live  through  ev'ry  part : 
In  ev'ry  tract  of  ocean,  earth,  and  skies. 
Myriads  of  creatures  stHl  successive  rise : 
Scarce  buds  a  leaf,  or  springs  the  vilest  weed. 
But  little  flocks  upon  its  verdure  feed  ; 
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Bach,  form'd  for  all,  promotei  tkrough  private  care 
Phe  pablfc  good,  and  justly  tastes  its  share, 
ill  understaiKl  their  great  Creator's  will, 
Strire  to  be  happy,  and  in  that  fulfil ; 
tfanldnd  excepted,  lord  of  all  beside, 
)ut  only  slave  to  fblly,  vice,  and  pride; 
r  is  he  that 's  deaf  to  this  commaBd  alone, 
flights  in  others  woe,  and  courts  his  own ; 
lacks  and  destroys  with  tort*rhig  steel  and  flame, 
'or  lux'ry  brutes,  and  man  himself  for  fame; 
Sets  superstition  high  on  virtue's  throne, 
Phen  thinks  his  Maker's  temper  like  his  own ; 
leoce  are  his  altars  stain*d  with  reeking  gore, 
U  if  he  conkl  atone  ibr  crimes  by  more : 
ience  whilst  offended  Heav'n  he  strives  in  vain 
r  appease  by  fissts  and  voluntary  pain, 
5v'a  in  repenting  he  provokes  again.         •        ^ 

How  easy  is  our  yoke !  how  light  our  load  ! 
^id  we  Dot  strive  to  mend  the  laws  of  God  1 
'or  his  own  sake  do  duty  he  can  ask, 
1ie  common  welfare  is  our  only  task : 
W  this  sole  end  his  precepts,  kind  as  just, 
^orbid  intemp'nuice,  murdEer,  theft,  and  lust» 
Vith  ev*ry  act  injurious  to  our  own 
)r  others  good,  for  such  are  crimes  alone : 
'or  this  are  peace,  love,  charity  enjoin'd, 
Vith  all  that  can  secure  and  bless  mankind* 
[*biis  is  the  public  safety  virtue^  cause, 
lud  happiness  the  end  of  all  her  laws; 
'or  such  by  nature  is  the  human  frame, 
)ur  duty  and  our  interest  are  the  same. 

"  But  hold,"  cries  out  some  puritan  divine, 
Vhose  well-stuffed  cheeks  with  ease  and  plenty 
'  Is  this  to  fiist,  to  mortify,  refrain,  [shine, 

Lnd  work  salvation  out  with  fear  and  pain  ?" 
Ve  own  the  rigid  lessons  of  their  schools 
Lre  widely  diflTrent  from  these  easy  rules ; 
Hrtue,  with  them,  is  only  to  abstain 
'n>m  all  that  nature  asks,  and  covet  pain; 
Measure  and  vice  are  ever  near  a-kin, 
Lnd,  if  we  thirst,  cold  water  is  a  sin: 
leav'n's  path  is  rough  and  intricate,  they  say, 
''et  all  are  damn'd  that  trip,  or  miss  thdr  way ; 
rod  is  a  being  cruel  and  severe, 
lnd  man  a  wretch,  by  his  command  plac'd  here, 
Q  sunshine  for  a  while  to  take  a  turn, 
)nly  to  dry  and  make  him  fit  to  bum. 

Mistaken  men,  too  piously  severe  I 
lirough  craft  misleading,  or  misled  by  fear; 
low  little  they  God's  counsels  comprehend, 
>ur  universal  parent,  guardian,  friend ! 
Vho,  forming  by  degrees  to  blMS  mankind, 
rhis  globe  our  sportive  nursery  assigned, 
Vhere  for  a  while  his  food  paternal  care 
'easts  us  with  ev'ry  joy  our  state  can  bear ; 
^ch  sense,  touch,  taste,  and  smell  dispense  de- 

^nsic  our  hearing,  beanty  charms  our  sight; 
^Vees,  herbs,  and  flowers  to  us  their  spoils  resign. 
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Or  if  Mme  stripes  finom  Pixjvidence  we  feel. 

He  strikes  with  pity,  and  but  wounds  to  heal  2 

Kindly  perhaps  sometimes  afflicts  us  here. 

To  guide  our  views  to  a  sublimer  sphere. 

In  more  exalted  joys  to  fix  our  taste. 

And  wean  us  from  delights  that  cannot  last 

Our  present  good  the  easy  task  is  made. 

To  earn  superior  bliss,  when  this  shall  fade : 

For,  soon  as  e*er  these  mortal  pleasures  ck>y. 

His  hand  shall  lead  us  to  sublimer  joy ; 

Snatch  us  firom  all  our  little  sorrows  here. 

Calm  ev*ry  grief,  and  dry  each  childish  tear; 

Waft  us  to  regions  of  eternal  peace. 

Where  bliss  and  virtue  grow  with  like  increase ; 

From  strength  to  strength  our  souls  for  ever  guide- 

Through  wondrous  scenes  of  being  yet  untry'd, 

Wl.ere  in  each  stage  we  shall  more  perfect  gruw. 

And  new  perfections,  new  delights  bestow,     [guide^ 

Oh  i  would  mankind  but  make  these  truths  their 
And  force  the  helm  from  prejudice  and  pride. 
Were  once  these  maxims  fix'd,  that  Qod  *s  our  friend^ 
Virtue  our  good,  and  happiness  our  end, 
How  soon  must  reason  o*cr  the  world  prevail. 
And  errour«  firaud,  and  superstition  fail ! 
None  would  hereafter  then  with  groundless  feat 
Describe  th'  Almighty  cruel  and  severe^ 
Predestinating  some  without  pretence 
To  Hrav'n,  and  some  to  Hell  for  no  offence; 
Inflicting  endless  pains  for  transient  crimes. 
And  favouring  sects  or  nations,  men  or  timei^ 
To  please  him  none  would  foolishly  forbear 
Or  food,  or  rest,  or  itch  in  shirts  of  hair. 
Or  deem  it  merit  to  believe  or  teach 
What  reason  contradicts,  within  its  reach ; 
Nunc  would  fierce  zeal  for  piety  mistake. 
Or  malice  for  whatever  tenet's  sake. 
Or  think  salvation  to  one  sect  confined. 
And  Heav'n  too  narrow  to  contain  mankind. 

No  more  then  nymphs,  by  long  neglect  grown  nice» 
Would  in  one  female  frailty  sum  up  vice. 
And  censure  those,  who  nearer  to  the  right 
Think  virtue  is  but  to  dispense  delight*. 

No  servile  tenets  would  admittance  find» 
Destructive  of  the  rights  of  human  kind  ; 
Of  power  divine,  hereditary  right, 
And  non-resistance  to  a  tyrant's  might : 
For  sure  that  all  should  thus  for  cue  be  cun'd. 
Is  but  great  nature's  edict  just  reversed. 

No  moralists  then,  righteous  to  excess. 
Would  show  fair  Vjrtue  in  so  black  a  dress. 
That  they,  like  boys,  who  some  feign'd  sprite  array> 
First  from  the  spectre  fly  themselves  away: 
No  preachers  in  the -terrible  delight. 
But  choose  to  win  by  reason,  not  affright; 
Not,  conjurors  like,  in  fire  and  brimstone  dw(BU^ 
And  draw  each  moving  argument  from  HelL 

No  more  our  sage  interpreters  of  laws 
Would  fatten  on  obscurities  and  flaws. 
But  rather,  nobly  careful  of  their  trust. 


A^  -»:-.^  ,n^r«.v.«.  i„^^  . 
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No  more  would  bniUl  rage  dttlufb  our  peace, 
But  envy,  hatred,  war,  and  discord  ceaie; 
Our  own  and  othera*  good  each  hour  eonploy. 
And  all  thiugs  unik  with  uoiTersal  joy ; 
Virtue  with  Ifappinesa,  her  contort,  .ioin*d, 
Would  regulate  and  MeM  each  human  mind, 
And  man  be  what  bit  Maker  fint  detignU 


MODERN  FINE  GENTLEMAN. 

wiriTfii  iM  nu  TiAE  1746. 

Quale  portentum  Deque  miUtarit 
Daunia  in  latis  aiit  etculetit, 
Nee  Jub«  tellus  generat,  leooum 

Arida  nutrix.  Hor. 

Jorr  broke  from  tcbool,  pert,  impudent,  and  raw. 
Expert  in  Latin,  more  exp«'rt  in  taw, 
His  honour  potts  o*er  Italy  and  Prance, 
Measuret  St.  Peter's  dome,  and  learns  to  dance. 
Thence,   having  quick  through  various  countries 

Bown, 
GleanM  all  their  fillies,  and  expot'd  hit  own. 
He  back  retumt,  a  thing  to  strange  all  o'er, 
As  never  ages  past  produced  before: 
A  monster  of  such  complicated  worth. 
As  uo  one  single  clime  could  e'er  bring  forth ; 
Half  atheitt,  papist,  gamester,  bubble,  rook, 
Half  fidler,  coachman,  dancer,  groom,  and  cook. 

Next,  beeause  bu8*ness  is  now  all  the  vogue. 
And  who  *d  be  quite  polite  must  be  a  rogue. 
In  parliament  he  purchases  a  seat. 
To  make  the  accomplish*d  gentleman  complete. 
There  safe  in  self-sufBcient  impudence. 
Without  experience,  honesty,  or  sense. 
Unknowing  in  her  interest,  trade,  or  laws. 
He  vainly  undertakes  his  couAtiy's  cause : 
Forth  from  fats  lips,  prepared  at  all  to  rail. 
Torrents  Of  nonsense  burst,  like  bottled  ale,  [dull  * ; 
Though  shallow,  muddy;   brisk,  though  mighty 
Fierce  without  strtngth ;  o*eHlowing,  though  not  f ulL 

Now  quite  a  Frenchman  in  his  garb  and  air. 
His  neck  yok'd  down  with  bag  and  solitaire. 
The  liberties  of  Britain  he  supports, 
And  storms  at  placemen,  ministers,  and  courts ; 
Now  in  cropped  greasy  hair,  and  leather  breeches. 
He  loudly  bellows  out  his  patriot  speeches ; 
King,  lords,  aud  commons  ventures  to  abuse, 
Yet  dares  to  show  those  ears  he  ought  to  lose. 
From  hence  to  White's  our  virtuotis  Cato  flies, 
There  sits  with  countenance  erect  and  wise. 
And  talks  of  games  of  whist,  and  pig-tail  pies  ; 
Plays  all  the  night,  nor  doubts  each  law  to  break. 
Himself  unknowingly  has  belpM  to  make ; 
Trembling  and  anxious,  stakes  his  utmost  groat. 
Peeps  o*er  his  cards,  and  looks  as  if  he  thought ; 
Next  mom  disowns  the  losses  of  the  night. 
Because  the  fool  would  fain  be  thought  a  bite. 

Devoted  thus  to  politics  and  cards, 
Nor  mirth,  nor  wine,  nor  women  he  regards, 


■  Parody  on  these  lines  of  sir  John  Denbam : 

Though  deep,  yet  clear ;  tho\igh  gentle,  yet  not  doU ; 
Strong  without  rage,  without  o'etflowiog  fuU. 


So  €v  is  ev'ry  virtue  firon  fak  heaft* 
That  not  a  gea'rous  vice  can  daim  a  part ; 
Nay,  lest  one  human  pfion  e*er  lAtoaid  so 
His  soul  to  friendship,  tendemrtt,  or  love. 
To  Figg  and  Broughton  he  committ  bit  t 
To  steel  it  to  the  f athiooable  test. 

Thus  poor  in  weakh,  he  labours  to  no  end. 
Wretched  alone,  in  orowdt  witbovt  a  fnend; 
losentible  to  all  that  *s  good  or  kind. 
Deaf  to  all  merits  to  aU  beanty  blind ; 
For  k>ve  too  busy,  and  for  wit  too  gimwe, 
A  hardened,  sober,  ptoud,  luxurious,  knawn  $ 
By  little  actioot  striving  to  be  great. 
And  proud  to  be,  and  to  be  thought  a  dicat. 

Aiid  yet  in  thit  to  bad  it  his  soccett. 
That  as  his  fame  improvet  hit  rents  grow  leat ; 
On  parchment  wings  hb  acres  take  Uuir  lligbtv 
And  hit  unpeopled  groves  admit  the  light ; 
With  his  estate  hit  int'rett  too  it  done. 
His  honest  borough  teekt  a  warmer  sun ; 
For  him,  now  cash  and  Kqoor  flows  no  moroy 
His  inde|>endent  voters  oeate  to  roar ; 
And  Britain  toon  must  want  the  great  deHeooe 
Of  all  hrs  honetty  and  elequence. 
But  that  the  genVout  youth,  more  amdout  growa 
For  public  liberty  than  for  hit  own. 
Marries  tome  jointur'd  antiquated  crone  ; 
And  boldty,  when  his  country  is  at  stake, 
Bravet  the  deep  yawning  gulf,  like  Cuitiot,  for  its 

Quickly  again  distrett'd  for  want  of  coin,  [sake- 
He  digs  no  longer  in  th'  exhausted  mine. 
But  seeks  preferment,  as  the  last  resort. 
Cringes  each  mom  at  levies,  bows  at  coart. 
And,  from  the  hand  he  bates,  implores  support: 
The  minister,  well  pleased  at  small  expenae 
To  silence  so  much  rude  impertimnce. 
With  squeeze  and  whisper  yieldi  to  bis  < 
And  on  the  venal  list  enrolld  he  stands; 
A  ribband  and  a  pension  buy  the  slave, 
This  bribes  the  fool  about  him,  that  the  I 
And  now  arriv'd  at  his  meridian  glory. 
He  sinks  apace,  despis'd  by  Whig  and  Toiy  ; 
Of  independence  now  be  talks  no  more. 
Nor  shakes  the  senate  with  his  patriot  roar, 
But.tilcnt  votes,  and,  with  court-trappings  boagv 
Eyes  his  own  glitt'ring  star,  and  holds  his  tgmgmt. 
In  craft  politiasl  a  bankrupt  made. 
He  sticks  to  gaming,  as  the  surer  trade ; 
Turns  downright  sharper,  lives  by  sucking  blood. 
And  grcMvs,  in  short,  the  very  thing  he  woald: 
Hunts  out  young  heirs,  who  have  their  fortunes qMol, 
And  lends  them  ready  cash  at  cent  per  cent; 
Ijiys  wages  on  his  own  and  others'  lives. 
Fights  uncles,  fathers,  graBdmuthers,  and  wives, 
Till  Desth  at  length.  Indignant  tu  be  made 
The  daily  subject  af  his  sport  and  trade. 
Veils  with  his  sable  band  the  wretch's  eyes. 
And,  grilling  for  the  bets  be  loses  by  %  hediea 


THE  MODERN  FINE  LADY. 
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Skiu/d  in  each  art  that  oan  adorn  the  fair. 
The  aprisfatlT  danot^the  soAitatini  aii^ 
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The  tow  of  quajity  and  high-lnred  fleer. 
Now  lady  Harriot  reacb'd  her  fifteenth  year: 
WiDg*d  with  diversions  all  her  moments  flew. 
Each  a9.  i^  pass'd  presenting  someth'mg  new ; 
Breakfasts  and^  auctioDS  wear  the  morn  away, 
Each  evening  gives  an  opera,  or  a  play ; 
Then  brag*s  eternal  joys  all  night  remain, 
And  kindly  usher  in  the  mom  again. 

For  love  no  time  has  she,  or  inclination. 
Vet  must  coquet  it  for  the  sake  of  fieishion ; 
For  this  she  listens  to  ekich  fop  that 's  near, 
Th*  embroider'd  colonel  flatters  with  a  sneer, 
And  the  cropt  ensign  nuzzles  in  her  ear. 
But  with  most  warmth  her  dress  and  airs  inspire 
Til*  ambitious  bosom  of  the  landed  *squire, 
Who  fain  would  quit  plump  Dolly's  softer  charms. 
For  wither'd,  lean,  right  honourable  arms ; 
He  bows  with  reverence  at  her  sacred  shrine. 
And  treats  her  as  if  sprung  from  race  divine ; 
WTiich  she  returns  with  insolence  and  scorn, 
^for  deigns  to  smile  on  a  plebeian  bom. 

Ere  long,  by  friend«,  by  cards,  and  lovers  cross'd. 
Her  fortune,  health,  and  repuution  lost ; 
Her  money  gone,  yet  nci  a  tradesman  paid, 
liec  fame,  yet  she  still  damn'd  to  be  a  maid, 
!fer  spirits  sidk,  her  nerves  are  so  unstrung, 
)he  weepe  >,  if  but  a  handsome  thief  is  hung: 
)y  oiereera,  laceroen,  mantua-makers  pressed, 
3iit  most  for  ready  cash  for  play  di8treii»*d, 
Vhere  can  she  turn  ?   The  'squire  must  all  re- 
>he  condescends  to  listen  to  his  pray'r,  [pair, 

Ind  marries  him  at  length  in  mere  despair. 

But  soon  th*  endearments  of  a  husband  cloy, 
ler  soul,  her  frame  incapable  of  joy : 
Ihe  feels  no  transports  in  the  bridal-bed,   , 
)f  which  so  oft  sh'  has  beard,  so  much  has  read ; 
"hen  vex'd,  that  she  should  be  condemned  alone 
"o  seek  in  vain  this  philosophic  stone, 
*o  abler  tutors  she  resolves  t*  apply, 
i  prostitute  from  curiosity : 
[ence  men  of  ev*ry  sort,  and  ev'ry  size, 
mpatient  for  Heaven's  cord  a1  drop  *,  she  tries ; 
'he  fribbling  beau,  the  rough  unwieldy  clown» 
'he  ruddy  templar  newly  on  the  town, 
he  Hibernian  captain  of  gigantic  make, 
be  brimful  parK)n,,and  th'  exhausted  rake. 

>  Some  of  the  brightest  eyes  were  at  this  time  In 
Murs  for  one  Maclean,  condemned  for  a  robbery 
Q  the  highway. 

The*' cordial  drop  Heav'n  in  our  cup  has  thrown. 
To  make  the  nauseous  draught  of  life  go  down. 

Roch. 


But  still  malignant  fate  her  wish  denies. 
Cards  yield  superior  joys,  to  cards  she  flics ; 
All  night  from  rout  to  rout  her  chairmen  run. 
Again  she  plays,  aud  is  agaii:  nndone. 

Behold  her  now  in  ruin's  frightful  jaws  I 
Bonds,  judgments,  executions,  ope  their  paws; 
Seize  jewels,  furniture,  aud  plate,  nor  spare 
The  gilded  chariot,  or  the  tassePd  chair; 
For  lonely  seat  she  *s  forc'd  to  quit  the  town, 
And  Tubb63  convejrs  the  wretched  exile  down. 

Now  rumbling  oVr  the  stonc^  of  Tyburn-road, 
Ne*er  pressed  with  a  more  grievM  or  guilty  load. 
She  bids  adieu  to  all  the  well-known  streets. 
And  envies  ^ery  cinder-wench  she  meets; 
And  now  the  dreaded  country  first  appears, 
With  sighs  unfeign'd  the  dying  noise  she  heari 
Of  distant  coaches  fainter  by  degrees,   . 
Then  starts,  and  trembles  at  the  sight  of  trees. 
Silent  and  sullen  like  some  captive  queen. 
She  *s  drawn  along  unwilling  to  be  se(  n, 
I'ntil  at  length  appears  the  ruin'd  hall 
Within  the  grass  green  moat  and  ivy'd  wall. 
The  doleful  prison,  where  for  ever  she. 
But  not,  alas !  her  griefs,  must  bury'd  b^ 

Her  coach  the  curate  and  the  tradesmen  meet. 
Great-coated  tenants  her  arrival  greet. 
And  boys  with  stubble  bontires  light  the  street. 
While  bells  hw  ears  with  tongues  discordant  grate;. 
Types  of  the  nuptial  ties  they  celebrate: 
But  no  rejoicings  can  unbend  her  brow, 
Nor  deigns  she  to  return  one  awkward  bow. 
But  bounces  in,  disdaining  once  to  speak. 
And  wipes  the  trickling  tear  from  ofi'her  choek. 

Now  see  her  in  the  sad  decline  of  life, 
A  peevish  mistress  and  a  sulky  wife ; 
Her  nerves  unbrac'd,  her  faded  cheek  grown  pale 
With  many  a  real,  many  a  fancy*d  ail; 
Of  cards,  admirers,  equipage  bereft. 
Her  insolence  and  title  only  left ; 
Severely  humbled  to  her  one-horse  chgir. 
And  the  low  pastimes  of  a  country  f»ir : 
Too  wretched  to  endure  one  lonely  day, 
Too  proud  one  friendly  visit  to  repay. 
Too  indolent  to  read,  too  criminal  to  pray. 
At  length  half  dead,  half  mad,  and  quite  confin'd. 
Shunning,  aodshunnM  by  all  of  humankind. 
Even  robb'd  of  the  last  comfort  of  her  lifb. 
Insulting  the  poor  curate's  callous  wife. 
Pride,  disappointed  pride,  now  stops  hen  breath, 
And  with  true  scorpion  rage  she  stings  herself  to 
death. 

J  A  person  well  known  for  supplying  people  of 
quality  with  hired  equipages. 


r'l 


THE  FIRST  EPISTLE 

OP  THl 
SECOND   BOOE   OF  HOAACC,   IMITATED. 
to  TRIC  KMSirr  ROVOVIABII  PHILIP,  tOSD  BASDWICKE,  LOai>  RICH  CHAMCZlLOa  OP  GREAT  A^  ifAt^' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


6bo 


JENYNS'S  POEMS. 


eompmitiont;  tbeilntofvhomare  apttoftnke<mt  newaod  indepeoiieiit  th^ 

UUer  to  admire  such  iDJudicioas  excresoencet:  these  immediately  k»e  sight  of  theic  origiDalt  and  those 
acaroe  erer  cast  ao  eye  tavrank  hiro  at  all.  It  h  thought  proper,  therefore,  to  advertise  the  reader, 
that  m  the  fbllowhig  epistle  he  is  to  expect  nothing  more  than  an  apposite  conrenion  of  the  aerioos 
tentiments  of  Horace  on  the  Roman  poetry,  into  more  ladicroos  ones  on  the  sobject  of  EogGsh  poUtics; 
and  if  be  thinks  it  not  worth  while  to  compare  it  line  for  line  with  the  original,  he  will  find  in  it  aeitber 
wit,  homonr,  nor  even  comoiorf  sense ;  all  the  little  merit  it  can  pretend  to  couisthig  solely  in  the  c1ood> 
nets  of  so  long  and  nninienrapted  an  imitation. 


HORATII  EP.  L  UB.  IL 

AD  AUGCtTUK. 

1  CoMtotsnstineas,etUnUnegotiaio1ni, 
Rei  lUlas  armis  tuteria,  moribus  omes, 
Legibus  emendet,  in  publica  commoda  peoeem, 
Si  longo  sermone  oiorer  toa  tempora,  Casar. 

9  Romiuus,  at  Liber  pater,  et  cum  Castore  Pollux, 
Post  ingentia  facta,  deomm  in  templa  recepti, 
Dum  terras  bominomque  cdunt  genus,  asperm 

bella 
Componunt,  agros  assignant,  oppida  condunt, 
Ptoravere  suis  noo  respondere  faTorem 
Speraturameritis:  3diramqaicontndithydram|> 
NoUqoe  fatali  portenta  labore  subegit, 
Gomperit  invidiam  supremo  Ane  domari : 

4  Urit  enim  fulgore  suo  qui  prsBgravat  artes. 
Infra  se  postias ;  extinctus  amabitur  idem. 

5  Preseoti  tibi  maturos  largimur  honoresy 
Jurandasque  tuum  per  nomen  ponimus  aras, 

6  Nil  orittirum  alias,  nil  ortum  tale  fa^entes, 

T  Sed  tuus  hie  popnius  sapiens  et  Justus  in  uno, 
Te  Dostris  ducibus,  te  Grails  ante  ferendo, 
Csptera  oequaquam  simili  ratione  modoque 
Atimat,  et  nisi  qusB  terris  semota,  suisque 
Temporibus  defuncta  videt,  fastidit,  et  odit. 

8*  Sic  fautor  veterum,  ut  tabulas  peccare  vetantes 
Quas  bis  qainque  viri  saoxerunt,  fsDdera  regura 
Vel  Oabiis,  vel  cum  rigidis  ssquata  Sabinis, 
Pontiflcum  libros,  annosa  volumina  Vatum, 

*    Dictitet  Albano  Musis  in  monte  locutas. 

9  Si  quia  Onscorum  sunt  antiquissima  quxque 
Scripta  vel  optima,  Romani  pensantnr  eadem 
Scriptorea  tnitina,  non  est  quod  multa  loquamnr: 
Nil  intra  est  oleam,  nil  extra  eat  in  nuce  duri : 

10  Venimus  ad  summam  fortune :  piogimusatque 

1 1  PsalUmus,  et  luctamur  Achivis  doctior  ipsis. 
13      Si  meliora  dies,  ut  visa,  poemau  reddit, 

Scire  velim,  pretinm  chartis  quotus  arro^t  an- 
nus f 


1  Wmtrr  yon,  my  lord,  such  varions  toils  snstaii^ 
Preside  <^er  Britain's  peers,  her  laws  expUin, 
With  ev'ry  virtue  cv'ry  heart  engage. 
And  five  the  bright  example  of  the  age. 
With  tedious  verse  to  trespass  on  your  time^ 
Is  sore  impertinence,  if  not  a  crime. 

S    All  the  fom'd  herofs,  statemeu,  admirals^ 
Who  after  death  within  the  sacred  walls 
Of  Westminster  with  kings  have  been  receiT*d, 
Met  with  but  sorry  treatment  while  they  liv'd; 
And  though  they  labour'd  in  their  ooomry's 

cause. 
With  arms  defended  her,  and  form'd  with  laws. 
Yet  ever  mourn'd  they  tiird  a  barren  soil. 
And  left  the  world  ungrateful  to  tbeir  toil. 

3  Even  be »,  who  long  the  bouse  of  com — n&  led. 
That  hydra  dire,  with  many  a  gaping  head. 
Found  by  experience,  to  his  latest  breath. 
Envy  could  only  be  stibdu*d  by  death, 

4  Great  men  whilst  living  must  expect  disgraces, 
Dead  tbey  *re  ador*d — when  none  desire  th^ 

places. 

5  This  common  fate,  my  lord,  attends  not  yon, 
Above  all  equal,  and  all  envy  too ; 

With  such  unrivali'd  eminence  yoo  shine. 
That  in  this  truth  alone  all  parties  join. 
The  seat  of  justice  in  no  former  reign 

6  Was  e*er  so  greatly  fill'd,  nor  ever  can  again. 

7  But  though  the  people  are  so  just  to  you. 
To  none  besides  will  they  allow  their  doe, 
No  minister  approve,  who  is  not  dead. 

Nor  till  h'  has  lost  it,  own  he  had  a  head ; 

8  Yet  such  respect  th^  bear  to  ancient  things. 
They  've  some  for  ibrmer  ministers  and  kings; 
And  with  a  kind  of  superstitious  awe. 

Deem  Magna  Charta  jtill  a  sacred  law. 

9  But  if,  because  the  government  was  best 
Of  old  in  France,  when  freedom  she  possess'd. 
In  the  same  scale  resolv'd  to  weigh  our  o«n, 
England's  we  judge  was  so,  who  then  had  none; 
Into  most  strange  absurdities  we  foil. 
Unworthy  to  be  reasonM  with  at  all. 

10  Brought  to  perfection  in  these  days  we  see 
All  arts,  and  their  great  parent,  liberty ; 

1 1  With  skill  profound  we  sing,  eat,  dreas,  anddanee^ 
And  in  each  goiit  polite,  excel  e*en  Frauoe. 

1 1  If  age  of  mioisters  is  then  the  test. 
And,  as  of  wines,  the  oldest  are  the  best. 
Let 's  try  and  fix  some  era,  if  we  can. 
When  good  ones  were  extinct,  and  bad  began : 

12  Are  .they  all  wicked  since  Eliza's  days  ? 

Did  none  in  Charles*  or  James^  merit  prase  ? 


Sir 


W^.^ 


le 
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Scriptor  abhinc  -annos  centum,  qui  decidit,  inter 
Perfectos,  Tcteresne  refcrri  debet  ?  an  inter 
Viles,  atque  novos  ?  excludat  jurgia  finis. 

13  Est  vetus,  atque  probus,  centum  qui  perficit  an- 
no9? 
Quid  qui  deperiit  minor  uno  mense,  vel  anno, 
Inter  quos  refercndus  erit?  yeteresne  poetas. 
An  quoB  et  prsscns,  et  postera  respuet  stas  ? 
Iste  quidem  reteres  inter  ponetur  honeste. 
Qui  vel  mense  brevi  Tel  toto  est  junior  anna 
Utor  permisso,  caudasque  pilos  ut  equinas 

H  Paulatim  yello,  et  demo  unum,  demo  etiam 
unum; 
Dum  cadat  eiusus  ratione  mentis  acervi. 
Qui  redit  ad  fastos,  et  virtutem  estimat  annis, 
Miraturque  nihil  nisi  quod  LJbitina  sacravit 

1 5  Ennius,  et  sapiens,  et  fortis,  et  alter  Homerus, 
Ut  critici  dicunt,  leviter  curare  videtur 

Quo  promissa  cadant,  et  somnia  Pythagorea. 

16  Naevius  in  monibus  non  est,  et  mentibus  haeret 
Pene  recens :  adeo  sanctum  est  vetus  omne  po- 

ecna. 

17  Ambigitur  quoties  uter  utro  sit  prior,  aufert 
Pacuvius  docti  famam  senis,  Accius  alti : 
Dicitur  Afraui  toga  convenissfe  Menandro  j  [mi  j 
PlautUB  ad  exemplar  Stculi  properare  Epicbar- 

18  Vincere  Caecilius  gpravitate,  Terentius  arte. 

19  Hos  ediscit)  et  bos  arcto  stipata  theatro 
Spectat  Roma  potens :  habet  hos  numcratque 

poetas 
Ad  nostrum  tempU8,Livi  scriptorisab  xvo, 

SO  Interdum  vulgus  rectum  videt^  est  ubi  peccat. 

21  Si  veteres  ita  miratur  laudatque  poetos, 
Ut  nihil  anteferat,  nihil  illis  comparet,  errat : 

2Q  Si  quaedam  nimis  antiqua,  si  pleraquu  dure 
Dicere  credit  eos,  ignave  multa  fatetur, 
Et  sapit,  et  mecum  facit,  et  Jove  judicatxquo. 

83      Non  equidem  insector,  delendave  carmina  Livi 
Esse  reor,  memini  quae  plagosum  mihi  parvo 

S4  Orbilium  dictitare ;  sed  emendata  videri,  [ror. 
Pulchr^que,  et  exactis  minimum  distaiitia,  mi- 

%5  Inter  quae  verbum  emicuit  si  forte  decorum,  et 
Si  versus  paulos  concinnior  unus  et  alter, 
Injustum  totum  ducit  venditque  poema. 

26  Indi^nor  quicquam  reprehendi,  non  qui  crass^ 
Compositum  iliepideve  putetur,  sed  quia  nuper; 
Nee  veniam  antiquis,  sed  honorem  et  prasmia 
po6ci. 

d7  Rect^  necne  crocum  floresqueperambulat  Atta? 
Fabula  si  dubitem,  clamant  periisse  pudorem 
Cuncti  pene  patres ;  ea  cum  reprendere  coner 
Quse  gravis  jEsopus,  quae  doctusRosiMUs  egit: 
Vel  quia  nil  rectum,  nisi  quod  placuit  sibi,  du- 
cunt ; 

SB  Vel  quia  turpe  putantparere  minoribus,  et  qus 
Imberbis  didicere,  senes  perdenda  fateri. 

29      Jam  Saliare  Numx  carmen  qui  laudat»  et  il- 
lud     ' 
Quod  roecum  ignorat,  solus  vult  scire  videri : 
Ingeniis  non  iile  favet  plauditque  sepultis. 
Nostra  sed  impugnat,  nos  nostraquc  lividus  odit. 

50  Quod  si  tam  Gnecis  novitas  invisa  fuisset 
Quam  nobis,  quid  nunc  esset  vetus  ?  aut  quid 

haberet 
Quod  legeret,  tereretque  viritim  publicus  usus  ? 

51  Ut  primum  positis  nugari  Gnccia  bcilis 
Coepit,  et  in  vitium  fortuni  labier  sequa, 

52  Nunc  athletarum  studiis,  nunc  arsit  equorum ; 
23  Marmoris,  ut  eboris  fabros,  ut  sens  amavit ; 

Suspendit  picta  vultum  mentemque  tabella : 


Or  are  they  knaves  but  since  the  Revolution  ? 
If  none  of  these  arc  facts  then  ail 's  confusioo  ; 
And  by  the  self-same  rule  one  cannot  fail 

13  To  pluck  each  hair  out  singly  from  the  tail. 

14  Wise  Cecil,  lov*d  by  people  and  by  prince^ 
As  often  broke  his  word  as  any  since : 

15  Of  Arthur's  days  we  almost  uothing  know. 
Yet  sing  their  praise,  because  they  're  long  ago. 

1 6  Oft  as  't  is  doubted  in  their  several  ways 
Which  of  past  orators  best  merit  praise. 
We  find  it  to  decide  extremely  bard, 

If  Harley*s  head  deserv'd  the  most  regard. 
Or  Windham's  tongue,  or  Jekyl'b  patriot  heart, 

17  Old  Shippen*s  gravity,  or  Walpole's  art. 

1 8  These  were  ador'd  by  all  with  whom  they  voted. 
And  in  ihe  fullest  houses  still  are  quoted  ; 
These  have  been  fam'd  from  Anna's  days  till  ours. 
When  Pelham  has  improv'd,  with  unknown  pow- 
The  art  of  ministerial  eloquence,  [ers, 
By  adding  honest  truth  to  nervous  sense. 

19  Oft  are  the  vulgar  wrong,  yet  son^etimes  right; 
The  late  rebellion  in  the  truest  light 

By  chance  they  saw ;  but  were  not  once  ao  wise. 
Unknown,  unheard,  in  damning  the  excises 

20  If  former  reigns  they  fancy  had  no  fault, 

I  think  their  judgtnent  is  not  worth  a  groat: 

21  But  if  they  frankly  own  their  politics. 

Like  ours,  might  have  some  blunders,  andsomd 

tricks. 
With  such  impartial  sentiments  I  join. 
And  their  opinions  tally  just  with  mine. 

22  I  would  by  no  means  church  or  king  destroy. 
And  yet  the  doctrines,  taught  me  when  a  boy 

23  By  Crab  the  curate,  now  seem  wondrous  odd, 
That  either  came  immediately  from  God; 

24  In  all  the  writings  of  those  h'>gh-flown  ages 
You  meet  with  now  and  then  some  scatter'd 

pages 
Wrote  with  some  spirit,  and  with  sense  enough  ; 
These  soil  the  book,  the  rest  is  wretched  stuff: 

25  I  'm  quite  provok'd,  when^principles,  though 

true,  [uew. 

Must  stand  impeachM  by  fools,  because  they'  re 

26  Should  I  but  question,  only  for  a  joke. 

If  all  was  flow'rs,when  pompous  Hanmer  spoke. 
If  things  went  right,  when  St.  John  trod  the  stage. 
How  the  old  Tories  all  would  storm  and  rage  ! 

27  They  shun  conviction,  or  because  a  truth 
Confess'd  in  age  implies  they  err'd  in  youth ; 

«     Or  that  thf  y  scorn  to  learn  of  junior  wits : 
What !— to  be  taught  by  Lytteltons  and  Pitts. 

28  When  angry  patriots,  or  in  prose  or  rhymes. 
Extol  the  virtuous  deeds  of  former  times, 
They  only  mean  the  present  to  disgrace, 

And  look  with  envious  hate  on  all  in  place : 

29  But  had  the  patriots  of  those  ancient  days 
Play'd  the  same  game  for  profit,  or  for  praise. 
The  trade,  though  now  so  flourishing  and  new, 
Had  long  been  ruin'd  and  the  nation  too. 

30  England,  when  once  of  peace  and  wealth  pos- 

sessed. 
Began  to  think  frugality  a  jest. 
So  grew  polite ;  hence  all  her  well-bred  heirs 

31  Gamesters  and  jockies  tum'd,  and  cricket-play- 

ers; 

32  Pictures  and  busts  in  ev'ry  house  were  seen ; 
What  should  have  paid  the  butcher,  bought 

Pouasin ; 

33  Now  operas,  now  plays  were  all  the  fashion. 
Then  whist  became  the  bus'neis  of  the  natioq. 
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94  Nirae  tibtdnibiit,  mme  eit  gsrin  tragoedis : 

35  Sub  notrice  pucIUt  velut  si  ludo^t  infant, 
Quod  cnpidft  petiit,  mature  plena  reliquit. 
Quid  placet  aut  odioest,  quod  non  mutabile  Cf»- 

dan? 

36  Hoc  paces  habuere  boom,  rentique  secnndL 

37  KoianB  dnice  din  ftiit  et  soLnne  reclusa 
Mane  domo  vigrilare,  ciienti  promere  jura, 
Gautos  nominrbus  rectis  rxpeudere  numouM, 

38  MajoiTS  audire,  ininores  dicere  perquae 
Cresc«'re  res  pt>s:tet,  minui  damnoca  libido. 

39  Mutarit  mentem  populus  Icvis ;  et  calet  uno 
S5cribendi  stud'o:  pu«ri,  patr<»sque  severi 

40  Fronde  coma*  rincti  co&nani,  et  carm  •  na  dictant. 

41  Ipsee^,  qui  nullus  meaffirmo  soribere  versus, 
Invenior  Parthis  mendacior;  el  prius  orto 
Sole,  vigil  calamum  et  cbartas  et  scrinia  posco. 

4S      Narem  agere  ignarus  navu  timet ;  abrotonum 
»gTo  [rum  est, 

Non  audet  nisi  qui  didicit,  dare ;  '.uod  medico- 
Promittunt  mHici :  tractant  fabritia  ftbri : 
Scribimus  indocti  doctique  poemata  passim. 

43  Hie  ^rror  taraciif  et  levis  hxc  insania  quantas 
Virtntes  habcat,  sic  cotlige :  Vatis  avarus 

44  Non  temere  est  animus;  venui  amat,  boo  itu- 

det  unum ; 

45  Detrimenta,  fugas  serrorum,  incendia  ridet ; 

46  Non  fraudem  socio,  puerove  incugitat  ullum 
Pupillo,  47  vivit  siliquis,  et  panesecundo. 

48  Militias  quaoquam  piger  et  malus,  utilis  urbi ; 

49  Si  das  hoc  parvis  quoque  rebus  magna  juvari 

50  Os  tetierum  pucri  balbumque  poe'a  figurat ; 

51  Torquet  ab  obsccenls  jam  nunc  sermonibus  au- 

rem; 

52  Mox  etiam  pectus  preceptis  format  amicii, 
Asperitatiset  invidise  corrector,  et  ir»; 

53  Rocte  facta  resert ;  orientia  tempora  notis 
instruit  exempt  is ;  54  inopem  solatur  et  cgrum. 

55  Castis  cum  pueris  ignara  puella  mariti 
Disceret  unde  preces,  vatem  ni  musa  dedlsset? 
Poscitopemchdrus,  etpnesentia  numina  sentit, 

56  Coelestes  implorat  aquas  doct4  prece  blandns; 

57  Avertit  morbos,  metuenda  pericula  pelKt; 

58  Iropetrat  et  pacem,  et  locupletem  frugibus  an- 

num. 


54  That,  like  a  frovard  child,  in  waaloB  pla^ 
Now  cries  for  toys,  then  tosses  them  awmjr; 
Each  honr  we  chai^'d  our  pleasures,  dressy  muA 
diet; 

35  These  were  the  bless>d  efiects  of  bong  qvieL 

36  Not  thus  behav'd  the  true  old  English  'squire^ 
He  8mok*d  his  pipe  each  mom  by  his  ovn  fire. 
There  justice  to  diq»ense  was  evtr  wtillng. 
And  for  his  warrants  pick'd  up  many  a  sbilKng  : 

37  To  teach  his  younger  neighbours  al«ays  glad, 
Wher»»  for  their  com  best  markets  might  be  bad. 
And  from  experienced  age  as  glad  to  learn. 
How  to  defraud  unseen  the  panon*s  barn. 

38  But  now  the  world 's  quite  altered,  all  arc  bea* 
To  leave  their  seats,  and  fly  to  parliament ; 
Old  men  and  boys  in  this  alone  agree. 

And,  vainly  conrting  popularity. 

Ply  their  obstreperous  voters  all  night  long 

39  With  bumpers,  toasts,  and  now  and  then  a  soo^t 

40  Ev'n  I,  who  swear  these  follies  I  despise. 
Than  statesmen,  oi' their  porters,  tell  more  Iks; 
And,  for  the  fasbion-sake,  in  spite  of  oatore, 
Coi^ence  sometimes  a  most  important  ciea- 
Busy  as  Car — ^w,  rave  for  ink  and  quills,  [tore. 
And  stuff  my  head  and  pockets  full  of  bills. 

41  Few  landmen  go  to  sea  unless  they  *n  precs'd^ 
And  quacks  in  all  profatsions  are  a  jest ; 

None  dare  to  kill,  except  most  leamM  i^ya- 

cians : 
Learned,  or  unlearo'd,  we  all  are  poIiticimoB. 
There  *&  not  a  soul  but  thinks,  could  be  be  sesi^ 
,     He  »s  parts  enough  to  shuic  in  parliament. 

42  Though  many  ills  this  modem  taste  prodncci^ 
Yet,  still,  my  lord,  *t  is  not  without  its  uses  i 

43  These  minor  politicians  are  a  kind 
Not  much  to  selfish  avarice  inclin'd ; 

Do  but  allow  them  with  applause  to  speak, 

44  They  little  care,  though  all  their  tenants  break  ; 

45  They  fbrm  intrigues  with  no  man's  wife,  or 

daughter, 

46  And  live  on  pudding,  chicken-broth,  and  water | 

47  Pierce  Jacobites,  as  fu*  as  blust'ring  words. 
But  loth  in  any  cause  to  draw  their  swords. 

48  Were  smaller  matters  worthy  of  attcatioo, 
A  thousand  otlier  uses  I  could  mention  ; 
For  instance,  in  each  monthly  magazine 
Their  essays  and  orations  still  are  seen, 

49  And  magazines  teach  boys  and  girls  to  read. 
And  are  the  canons  of  each  tnulesman's  creed ; 
Apprentices  they  serve  to  entertain, 

50  Instead  of  smutty  Ules  and  plays  profisne, 

51  Instruct  them  how  their  passions  to  command. 
And  to  hate  none-— but  those  who  rule  the  land : 

52  Facts  they  record,  bhtbs,  marriages,  and  de«th^ 

53  Sometimes    receij>ts    fin*  daps,  and  stinking 

breaths.  [town, 

54  When  with  her  brothers  miss  comes  up  ta 
How  fir  each  play  can  she  affi>rd  a  crown  ? 
Where  fhid  diversious  gratis,  and  yet  prettv, 
UnleaB  she  goes  to  church,  or  a  committee  f 
And  sure  committees  better  entertain, 

55  Than  hearing  a  dull  parson  pray  for  raui^ 

56  Or  wining  beg  deliverance  fix)m  battle. 
Dangers,  and  sins,  and  sickness  amongst  cattle  ; 
At  church  she  hears  with  unattentive  ear 

57  The  pray*rs  for  peace,  and  for  a  plenteous  yeir. 
But  here  quite  charm *d  with  so  muc^  wit  and 
She  falls  a  victim  soon  to  eloquence ;     [sense; 

Well  may  she  fall,  since  eloquence  hzs  power 
58  To  govara  both  the  upper  bouse  and  tower* 
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58  Caittte  DB  tOfoci  plaeaator,  cmraainetMaDes 
69     ^gricolK  ptiiioi*  k>xttM,  parvoque  beati, 

61  Condita  postfrumenta,  leTantes  tempore  festo 
GocpuSr  et  ipsum  aAimum  spe  finis  dara  feren- 

tein, 
Oun  aociisoperain,.et  pneiis^  et  coi^uge  fidi, 
TeUorem  porao,  SylVanam  lacte.piabaot, 
Fioribns-et  vino  Geoiam,  memorem  bravia  svi. 

62  Fesceimioa  per  huno  inventa  Rceatia  morem 
VersUms  alternis  opprobria  nistica  f udit ; 

63  Ubertaaque  recuiteateH  accepta  per  annos 
Lusit  amabiliter,  donee  jam  ssevus  Bpertam 

64  In  rabiem  verti  coepit  jocus,  et  perbenestas 
Ire  domoB  impun^  minax:  doluere  cruento 

65  Dente  laceasiti :  fuit  intactift^uoque  cura 
CondJtione  super  <x>mmuni :  quia  etiam  lex 

66  FoBnaque  laca,  malo  qus  nollet.cannine  quen- 

quam 
Describi:  vertere  Daodum,  fiormidine  fostis, 
Ad  bene  dicenduin,  delectandurnqne  reduoti. 

67  GrsDcia  capta  ferum  victorem  cepit,  et  artes 
Intulit  agresti  Latio^  si&horridus  ille. 

68  Defluxit  numerus  Satumius ;  et  grave  virus 
MonditispepiiJere :  fled  in  lon^pam  tamen  avum 

69  Manserunt,  bodieque  manent  vestigia  ruris. 

70  Serua  enim  G  cscis  admovit  acqmina  cbartis ; 
£t  post  Pjunica  belia  quietus,  qnsreve  ooepit 
%ttd  Sopbodes,  et  Tbespis,  at  JEschylusj  utile 

ferrent. 
Teotavit  quoque  rein,ai  dign%  veitere  potset, 

71  £t  placuit  sibiy  na^ri  3ublimis  et  acec : 
Nam  spirat  tragicum  satis,  et  feliciter  audet ; 

75  Sed  turpem  putattn  scriptis,  metuitque  Hturam. 

73  Creditur  ex  medio  quia  res  arcessit,  habere 

74  Sudoris  mininum ;  sed  babet  Comcndia  tanto 
Pins  onetisy  quanto  venis  minus:  75  Aspice 

Plautus 

76  Quo  pacto  partes  tutatnr  amantia  epbebt ! 

77  Ut  patris  attenti ;  78  lenonis  nt  iosidiosi ; 
Quantus  sit  Dorsennus  79  edac<bus  in  parasitis  f 

80  Quam  non  adstricto  percurrat  pulpita  socco ! 

81  Gestit  enim  nummoain  localos  demittere,  post 
Securus  padat,  an  recto  siet  fisbnia  talo.     [boo 

82  Quern  tulit  ad  scenam  ventoso  gloria  curru, 
Exanimat  lentus  spectator^  sedulus  inflat ; 

83  Sic  leve,  sic  parmm  est,  animum  quod  laudis 

avamm  x 

Submit  aut  reficit.  84  Valeat  res  ludicra,  si  me 
Palma  negata  macrum,  donataredueit  opimiim. 
85      S»pe  etiam  audacem  fugat  hoc  terretque 
poetam, 
Qnod  numeroplures,  virtute  et  honore  miaores, 
Indoeti  stxdidiqiie,  et  depugnare  parati 
Si  disoordet  eqnes,  media  inter  carmina  poicnat 
§6  AuturKim,atttpufiles;  hisnamplebtcnlagau- 
det 
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59  Oar  aneicnt  gentry^  litogiM,  ho\d,  nShA  rough. 
Were  farmers,  yet  Uv*d  happily  enough ; 

60  Tbey,  when  in  bams  their  com  was  safely  laid. 
For  harvest-homes  great  entertainmentft  made. 
The  well.rubb'd  tables  crack'd  with  beef  and 

pork, 
And  all  Che  supper  sharM  who  shared  the  work  ^ 

61  This  gave  freeholders  first  a  taste  for  mating. 
And  was  the  source  of  alt  election- treating  | 

62  A  while  their  jests,  tliough  merry,  yet  were  wise, 
AjmI  tbey  took  none  but  decent  liberties. 
Brandy  and  punch  at  leng^  such  riots  bred, 

63  No  saber  family  could  sleep  in  bed  : 

64  All  were  alarm'd,  even  those  who  had  no  hurt 

65  Call'd  in  the  lav,  to  stop  such  dang*rous  sport. 

66  Rieh  citizens  at  length  new  arts'  brought  down 
-Wiih  Kody  cash,  to  win  each  country  town ; 

67  Thia  kss  disofders  caused  than  downright  drink. 
Freemen  grew  civil,  and  began  to  think ; 

68  Bnt  still. all  canvassing  produc'd  confusion, 
-   The  relics  of  its  rastic  institution. 

69  *  T  is  but  of  late,  since  thirty  years  of  peace 
To  useful  acienoes  have  given  increase, 
That  we  *ve  inquired  how  Rome's  lost  sons  of  old 

.  JBarter'd  their  liberties  for  feasts  and  gold ; 
Wbat  treats- pvood  Sylla,  Cesar,  Crassus  gave, 
Audtry'd,  like  them,  tobuy  each  hungry  knave; 
Nor  try\l  in  vain ;  70  too  fortunately  bold 
Many  have  purchased  vot«s,  and  many  sold ; 

.  No  laws  can  now  amend  this  venal  land, 

71  That  dreads  the  touch  of  a  reforming  hand. 
Some  think  an  interest  may  be  form'd  with 

ease, 

72  Because  the  rnlgar  we  must  chiefly  please ; 

73  But  for  that  reason 't  is  the  harder  task, 
For  such  will  neither  pardon  grant,  nor  ask. 

74  See  bow  sir  W ,  master  of  this  art, 

•  By  dffiVent  methods  wins  each  C n  heart. 

75  He  tella  raw  youths,  that  whoring  is  no  harm, 

76  And  teaches  their  attentive  sires  to  form ; 
To  his  own  table  lovinsrly  invites 

77  tinsjdious  pimps,  and  78  hungry  parasites : 
79  Sometimes  in  slippers,  and  a  morning  gown, 

.He  pays  his  early  visits  round  a  town, 
At  cv'ry  house  relates  his  stories  over, 
Of  place-bills,  taxes,  turnips,  and  Hanover ; 
30  if  tales -will  money  f^ave,  and  bus^nefis  do. 

It  matters  little,  are  they  false  or  true. 
81       Whoe'er  prefers  a  ciam'rous  mob's  applause 
To  bis  own  conscience,  or  his  country's  cause, 
la  soon  elated,  and  as  soon  cast  down 
By  ev'ry  drunken  cobler's  smile  or  frown  ; 
,  82  So  saall  a  matter  can  depress  or  raise 
A  mind  that  *s  meanly  covetous  orpraise : 
But  if' ray  quiet  must  dependent  be 
On  the  vain  breath  of  popularity, 
A  wmd  each  hour  to  diff*  rent  quarters  teering, 
88  Adieu,  say  I,  to  all  electioneering. 
84      The  boldest  orator  it  disconcerts. 

To  find  the  many  though  of  meanest  parts, 
lUit'rate.  squabbling,  discontented  prigs. 
Fitter  t*  aUend  a  boxing-match  at  Figgis, 
To  all  good  sense  and  reason  shut  their  ears, 
'    Yat  take  delight  in  S-^— m's    85  bulls  and 
bears.  [tant  shire 

.  86      Young  knights  now  sent  from  many  a  dis- 
Are  better  plea8*d  with  what  they  see  than  hear ; 
Their  joy  *8  to  view  his  majesty  approach. 
Drawn  by  eight  miik-white  steeds  in  gilded 
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87  Venim  eqaitb  quoqiie  jam  migimTitabaiire  to- 

luptas 
Omnif  ad  incertos  oculos,  et  gaudia  vana. 
Quatuor  aut  plaras  Aulsa  premuntur  in  horat, 

88  Dum  fugiant  equitum  tumne,  peditumque  ca- 

tenr»; 
Mox  trahitur  mauibus  regiMi  firtuna  retovtis, 
Esseda  festiaant,  piiaata,  petorrita,  navei, 

89  Captivum  partatur  ebur,  captiva  Corinthua. 
Si  fon^  in  terris  ridcret  Oemocrttus,  seu 
Divereum  coufusa  genus  paotbera  camelo; 
Sive  elephas  albus  vulgi  converteret  ora : 
Spectaret  populum  iudis  attentius  ipsis, 
l^  sibi  prsbentem  inimo  spectacula  plura. 
Scriptores  autem  narrare  putaret  aiello 

90  Fabeliam  surdo:  nam  que  previncere  voces 
Evaluere  sonum,  refereot  quern  nostra  tb^tra  ? 
Garganum  mugire  putes  nemus,  aut  mare  Tus- 

cam: 
Tanto  cum  strepitu  ludi  spectantur,  et  art^ 
Divitiseque  peregrintt;  91  quibusoblitus  actor 
,     Quum  itetit  in  scena,  concurrit  dextera  levae. 

92  Dixit  adhuc  aliquid  ?  Nil  sane:  quid  placet  er- 
Lana  Tarentioo  violas  imitata  veneno.       [go  ? 

93  Ac  ne  forte  putes  me,  quae  focere  ipse  rucusem, 
Quum  recte  tractent  alii,  laudare  maligne ; 

94  II le  per  extentum  funem  mibi  posse  videtar 

Ire  poeta,  meum  qui  pectus  inaoiter  angit. 

95  Irritat,  mulcet,  96  folsis  terroribus  implet, 

97  Ut  magus,  et    98  modo  me  Tbebis,  modo  ponit 

Athenii. 
99      Verum  age,  et  his,  qui  ae  lectori  credere  ma- 
lunt, 
Quam  spectatoris  fastidia  ferre  superbi, 
Curam  redde  brevem;  100  si  muDus  ApoUioe 
dignum  [car, 

Vis  complere  libris,  101  et  vatibus  addere  cal- 
Ut  studio  majore  i>ctant  Helicona  vireotem. 

102  Multaquidem  uobisfacimusmalassspepoetA, 

103  (Ut  vineta  egomet  csadam  mea)  quum  tibi  U- 

brum  [uQum 

104  Solficiio  damns,  aut  fesso;  quum  ledimor, 

1 05  Siquis  amicorum  est  ausus  reprendere  versum : 

106  Quum  loca,  jam  recttata  revolvinus  inrevocati, 

107  Quum  lamentamur,  non  apparere  labores 
Nostrot,  et  tenui  deducta  poemAta  filo  : 

108  Quum  speramus  eo  rem  venturam,  ut  simul 

atque 
.    Carmina  rescieris  nos  fingere,  commodos  ultro 
Arcessas,  et  egere  vetes,  et  scribere  cogas. 
1()9      Sed  tamea  est  operas  pretium  cognosoere, 
quales 
.Sdituos  habeat  belli,  qiectata  domiqne 
Virtus,  indigno  non  committenda  poetso. 
1 10  Oratus  Alexandro  regi  Magno  fuit  ille 

Cbmrilus,  incultis  qui  venibuset  male  natis 
Rettulit  acceptos,  regale  numisma,  Pbilippos. 


89 
90 


92 


93 


The  pageant  ihoir  and  battle  to  behold, 

87  The  guaids  both  hone  and  foot  lac'do*er  with 

goW, 
The  rich  insignia  from  the  To 

88  The  iv'ry  sceptre  and  the  radiant  < 
The  mob  huzza^  the  thund'ring  caanooi  roax^ 
And  business  is  delay'd  at  least  an  boor ; 
The  speaker  calls  indeed  to  mind  what  pasae^ 
But  might  as  well  read  orders  to  de«f  asses.  ■ 

Bat  now  see  honest  V rise  to  joke! 

The  hooseall  laugh ;  91  *•  What  says  be  ?  has 

he  spoke  ?"  [mirth  ? 

No,  not  a  word.    Then  whence  this  sudden 

Uisphiz  fbretels  some  jest's  approaching  both. 

But  lest  I  seem  these  orators  to  wioog. 

Envious  because  I  share  no  gift  of  tongue. 

Is  there  a  man  whose  eloquence  has  pov>r 

To  clear  the  fullest  house  in  half  an  boor. 

Who  now  appears  to  rave  and  now  to  weep, 

94  Who  sometimes  makes  usswear,  and  aometimes 

sleep, 

95  Now  £lls  our  beads  with  £slse  alamis  fiooi 

France, 

96  Then,  coigurer  Uke,  97  to  India  bids  osdanoe  } 
AU  eulogies  on  him  we  own  are  troe. 

For  surely  he  does  all  that  man  can  do. 

98  But  whilst,  my  lord,  these  makers  of  oar  laws 
Thus  speak  themselves  into  the  world's  ap- 
plause, 

99  Let  bards,  for  such  attempts  too  modest,  abare 
What  more  they  prize,  yoor  patronage  and 

care, 

100  If  you  would  spur  them  np  the  Muse's  hiO, 
Or  ask  their  aid  your  library  to  fill. 

101  We  poets  are,  in  ev'ry  age  and  natioii, 

A  most  absurd,  wrong-headed  genention  ; 
This  in  a  thousand  instances  is  shown, 

102  (Myself  as  guilty  as  the  rest  I  own) 

As  when  on  jrou  our  nonsense  we  impose, 

103  Tir'd  with  the  nonsenseyou  have  beard  in  pcose^ 

104  When  we  're  offended,  if  some  honest  frioid 
Presumes  one  unharmonioaa  vene  to  meod ; 

105  When  undesir'd  our  labouis  we  rqieat, 

106  Grieve  they  *re  no  more  regarded  by  tbe  great, 

107  And  fancy,  should  you  once  but  see  our  fcces. 
You  'd  bid  us  write,  and  pay  us  all  with  places. 

108  rr  is  your's,  my  lord,  to  form  my  soul  to 

verse, 
Who  have  such  numVous  virtues  to  rehearse ; 

109  Great  Alexander  once,  hi  anoieot  days. 
Paid  Choerilus  for  daubing  him  with  praise  i 
And  yet  the  same  fiun*d  hero  made  a  law. 
None  but  Apelles  diould  his  picture  draw; 

110  None  bnt^Lysippus  east  his  royal  bead 
In  bfaa»t  it  had  been  treaaon  if  in  lead : 
A  prince  he  was  in  valour  ne'er  surpau'd. 
And  had  in  I   •    •  - 
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1 14  Nee  magiB  cjcpifwi  mltns  per  a^inea  signa 
Quam  per  Tatis  apva  mores  animtqne  Tirorum 
Clarorum  apparent  115  Nee  ■ermoDet  ego 
mallem  [gestas; 

Repentes  per  humum,  quam  res  oomponere 
Terraramqae  situs,  et  flumina  dicere,  et  arces 
Mootibos  impositas,  et  barbara  regna,  tuiique 
:  1 6  Aospieiis  totom  cooiecta  doelU  per  orbem, 
*       Claustraqae  custodem  paci^  cohibentia  Janun, 
117  Et  fbrmidatam  Partbis  te  prineipe  Romam ; 
.18  Siquaiitumcnperem,po68emquoqiie:  119  sed 
neque  parvam 
CarmeD  majestas  recipit  toa,  nee  mens  aodet 
Rem  tentarepudorqoam  vires  feireTeoosent 
30   Sedulitas  atitem,  stiilte  quem  diligH,  urguet 
Praecipii^  eum  se  nomeris  commendat  et  arte: 
IHscit  enim  citios  meminitque  libentius,  Hind 
Quod  qnis  deridet,  qaam  quodprobatet  vene- 
ratnr.  [fieto 

NU  moror  offickmi  quod  me  gravat :  ac  neque 
In  pejus  vuHu  propcmi  oereus  nsquam, 
Nee  prave  fectis  decorari  Teifsibus  opto : 
Ne  rubeam  pingni  donatus  mnnere,  et  una 
Cum  scripCore  meo,  capsa  porrectus  aperta, 
21  Detferar  in  ricum  vendentem  thus  et  odores, 
£t  piper,  et  qukqlttid  chartis  amicitur  ineptis. 


114  Had  I  sneh  povV,  I  never  would  compose 
Such  creeping  lines  as  these,  nor  verse,  nor 

prose; 
But  rather  try  to  celebrate  your  praise, 

1 15  And  with  your  just  encomiums  swell  my  Ia3r8 : 
Had  I  a  genius  equal  to  my  will, 

Gladly  would  I  exert  my  utmost  skill 
To  consecrate  to  fame  Britannia's  land 
RecetTmg  law  frdm  yoiir  impartial  hand ; 
By  your  wise  counsels  once  more  powerful 

made, 
Her  fleets  rever'd,  and  flourishing  her  trade; 

116  Exhausted  nations  trembling  at  her  sword, 

1 17  And  peace »,  loilg  wish'd  <br,  to  the  world  re- 

stor»d. 

1 1 8  But  your  trae  greatiiess  suffers  no  such  praise, 

119  My  verse  would  sink  the  theme  it  meant  to 
Unequal  to  the  task  would  surely  meet  [raise  ; 
Deserv'd  contempt,  and  each  presumptuous 

sheet  [simple, 

Coukl  serve  for  nothing,  scrawIM  with  lines  so 

120  Unless  to  wrap  up  sugar-loaves  for  Wimple. 


<  .'A  general  peace  wad  at  this  time  j\ist  condud- 
edatAixlaChapelle. 


TO  TBB  RIOBT  BOMOOIABLK 

THE  EARL  OF  CHESTERFIELD, 

CM  HIS  BBIMO  mSTALLED  KNIQBT  OF  THB  OAETSI. 

Phesb  trophies,  Stanhopo,  of  a  lovely  dame, 
)nce  the  bright  object  of  a  monarches  flame, 
Vho  with  such  just  propriety  can  wear, 
Ls  thou  the  darling  of  the  gay  and  fair  ? 
tee  ev^  friend  to  wit,  politeness,  love, 
Vith  one  consent  thy  sovereign's  choice  approve  ! 
Ind  liv'd  Plantagenet  her  voice  to  join, 
Icrself  and  garter  both  were  surely  thine. 


A  LADY  IN  TOWN, 

SOON  Ama  HBA  LBAVIB6  THB  COCntrRT. 

^VniiiT'you,  dear  maid,  o'er  thousands  bom  to 

?or  the  gay  town  exchange  the  rural  plain,  [reign. 

The  cooling  breeze,  and  ev'ning  walk  forsake 

'or  stifling  crowds,  which  your  own  beauties  make  j 

rbrough  circling  joys  while  you  incessant  stray, 

^^harm  in  the  Mall,  and  sparkle  at  tlie  play; 

Think  (if  successive  vanities  can  spare 

One  thought  to  love)  what  cruel  pangs  I  bear, 

t^ft  in  th^  plains  all  wretched,  and  alone, 

To  weep  with  fountains  and  with  echoes  groan, 

^nd  mourn  incessantly  that  fatal  day. 

That  all  my  bliss  with  Chloe  snatch'd  away. 

^Say  by  what  arts  I  can  relieve  my  pain,  I 


In  vain  I  oft  harmonious  lines  peruse. 
And  seek  for  aid  from  Pope's  and  Prior's  Mose; 
Their  treachVons  numbers  but  assist  the  foe. 
And  call  forth  scenes  of  sympathising  woe : 
Here  Heloise  mourns  her  absent  lover*s  charms. 
There  parting  Emma  sighs  in  Henry's  arms  j 
Their  loves,  like  mine,  ill-lated  I  bemoan. 
And  in  their  tender  sorrows  read  my  own. 

Restless  sometimes,  as  oft  the  mournful  dove 
Forsakes  her  nest,  forsaken  by  her  love, 
I  fly  ftom  home,  and  seek  the  sacred  fields 
Where  Cam*8  old  urn  its  silver  current  yields, 
Where  solemn  tow'rs  o*er]ook  each  mossy  ^rove, 
As  if  to  guard  it  from  th*  assaults  of  love  ; 
Yet  guard  in  vain,  for  there  my  Chloe's  eves 
But  lately  made  whole  colleges  her  prize  ; 
Her  sons,  though  few,  not  Pallas  could  defend. 
Nor  Dullness  succour  to  her  thousands  lend; 
Love,  like  a  fever,  with  infectious  rage 
Scorch'd  up  the  young,  and  thaw'd  the  fipost  of  age. 
To  gase  at  her,  ev'n  Donns  were  seen  to  run, 
And  leave  unfinished  pipes,  «nd  authors — scarce 
begun. 

So  Helen  look'd,  and  mov*d  with  sucb  a  grace*. 
When  the  grave  seniors  of  the  Trojao  race 
Were  fovo'd  those  fatal  beauties  to  admire. 
That  all  their  youth  consumed,  andae^  tbeir  town<M% 
fire* 

At  £imVl  Newmarket  oft  I  spend  the  day 
An  unconcerned  spectator  of  the  play  ; 
There  pityless  observe  the  min'd  heir 
With  aAgfar.fifkU  or  melting  with  despair; 
For  how  should  I  his  trivial  loss  beatoan. 
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WHhooi^Be  wWi  I  »•  the 
V  Fate,  keep  your  gold,"  I  cry,  **  roakcChloe 
Now  lee,  preper'd  their  utmost  speed  to  try, 
,0*er  the  smooth  turf  the  bounding  raeert  if  1 
*Now  more  luid  more  their  flender  limbe  they  itittiii. 
And  foaming  stretch  akiog  the  velvet  pUin ! 
Ah  stay  !  swrft  ste«da,  your  rapid  Bight  delay. 
No  more  the  jockey's  smarthig  laah  obey  s 
But  rather  let  my  baad  direct  the  rein. 
And  guide  your  stepa  a  nobler  prise  to  gain ; 
Then  swift  as  eagles  cut  the  yielding  air,    ' 
^ear  me,  oh  bear  me  to  the  abaent  €nr. 

Now  when  the  winds  are  hosh'd,  the  air  leMM, 
And  cheerfnl  sunbeams  gild  the  braaleous  aaene, 
Pensive  o'er  all  the  neighb'hng  fields  I  stray. 
Where'er  or  choice  er  ehaoce  directs  the  way: 
Or  view  the  opening  la(wns,  or  private  woods, 
Or  distant  blubh  hills,  or  stiver  ioeds : 
Now  harmleM  birds  m  silken  nets  insnare. 
Now  with  bwift  dogs  pursue  the  flying  hare : 
Dull  sports  I  foroh  myCbloeismtthertI 

FatJguM,  at  length  1  willingly  rslire 
To  a  small  study,  and  a  cheeriful  fire ; 
There  o'er  some  folio  pore;  I  pore  *t  is  true. 
But  oh  my  thoughts  are  fled,  and  fled  to  you ! 
I  hear  you,  see  you,  feast  upon  yeur  eyes. 
And  clasp  with  t^ger  arms  the  lovely  prize; 
Here  for  a  while  1  could  forget  my  pain. 
Whilst  I  by  dear  reflection  live  again : 
But  ev'n  these  joys  are  too  sublime  to  last. 
And  quickly  fisde,  like  all  the  real  ooerp«Bt( 
For  juti  when  now  beneath  soom  s  lent  groew 
I  hear  you  talk^—and  talk  perhaps  of  love— 
Or  charm  with  thrilling  notes  the  list'ning  ear. 
Sweeter  than  angels  sing,  or  angels  hear. 
My  treach'fous  hand  its  weighty  charge  lets  go^ 
The  book  fails  thundering  en  the  floor  t>elosr. 
The  pleasing  vision  in  a  moment's  gone. 
And  I  onee  more  am  wretched,  and  alone. 

So  when  glad  Orpheus  from  th'  infernal  shade 
Had  just  recaird  his  long-lamented  maid. 
Soon  as  her  charms  had  reach 'd  his  eager  eye* 
tost  in  eternal  night  again  she  diesb 


TO  A  LADY, 
siXT  wrni  A  ptiscirr  of  sHvtu  akd  rroNss  ddtckcd 

roa  A  GROTTO. 

Wmi  gifts  like  then,  the  kpoiif  of  nelgWring 

shores. 
The  Indian  swain  his  sable  love  adores  ; 
OiTrings  well  suited  to  the  duiky  shnne 
Of  his  rude  goddew,  but  unworthy*  mine : 
And  yet  they  seem  not  such  a  worthless  prise. 
If  jiicely  viewed  by  philoscphic  eyes  ; 
And  such  are  jrour's,  that  Nature**  workatndmire 
With  warmth  like  that,  which  ttaey  thentoetves  hi- 

spire. 
To  such  how  fair  appenra  ea*h  grain  of  saod. 
Or  humblest  weed,  as  wrought  by  Natural  hand ! 
How  far  superior  to  all  human  pow^r   • 
Springy  Che  green  Wade,  orbudsthe'pahMH  tteWr! 
/  In  all  her  births,  tboogh  of  the  meanest  Iriiidt, 
A  just  observer  entertainroent  findf^  • 
With  fond  delight  her  bw  prodactkWMOS, 
And  how  she  gently  rises  by  degrees  ;< 
A  shell,  or  stone,  he  can  with  pleasure  view,  [you. 
Hence  trace  her  noblest  ^^oAa^'ftm  BtcrYit— and 
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Behbid,  hov  bffglit  thete  gxody^  biiea  I 
The  lovely  aportings  of  a  hand  tfirme! 
See  with  what  art  eadi  curious  abell  is  mmit; 
Here  c*rv*d  in  fretwork,  there  with  pearl  inlaid ! 
What  vivid  streaks  th*  enanelM  stooek  mtotb. 
Fair  as  thepaiatittgs  of  the  pafpie  norm ! 
Yet  sttil  aot  half  thehr  eharms  can  raadi  nor  eyes, 
While  thus  confue^  the  spariLftng-ebsna  Kea; 
Bonbiy  tbey  II  please,  when,  m  yovr  grotto  pAnc'd, 
They  plainly  spcsik  their  fisir  dispoaer'lB  tafte; 
Then  gleties  yet  nnaeen  shall  o'er  them  rise. 
New  order  from  your  band,  new  lustre  linona  your 
eyea. 

Haw  sweet,  how  charming  will  afipenr  tkis  grot. 
When  by  your  ait  to  full  peifcctiou  brosight! 
Here  variant  plants  and  blooBMig  flow^  will  grow. 
There  bubbling  currenla- through  the  ^idl-woffi 
Here  oeral  nmi\l  with  shells  of  various  dyes,  [4ow; 
There  polish'd  stones  will  charm  our  voodYii^  eyes: 
DeUgfatfulbewH-ofbllBs!  seeare  twtmt ! 
Fit  for  the  Muses,  and  Statira's  aent. 

But  still  how  good  OHist  be  that  finr  nne^  mind. 
Who  thns  in  solitude  can  pleasure  ftod  ! 
The  Muse  her  company,  good  lensci  ber  gnide:. 
Resistless  charms  her  pow'r,  but  not  ber  pride  : 
Who  thus  inrsakes  the  toWtt,'the  park,  and  ptay. 
In  silent  shades  to  pass  her  hours  away  ; 
Who  better  likes  to  breathe  fresh  country  aii^ 
Thaifa  ride  imprison^  in  a  velvet  chair; 
And  makes  the  warbUng  nightingale  her  ^oio^^ 
Before  the  thrills  of  Parmelli*s  voice  ; 
Prefen  her  books,  and  ooQScience  void  of  ill^ 
To  consorts,  balls,  asaemblies,  and  quadrQIe; 
Sweet  bow'rs  more  pleased  than  gilded  chariots  sees. 
For  grotes  the  playhouse  quits,  and  beaux  for  trees. 

Bless'd  is  the  man,  whom  Heav'n  shall  grant  one 
boor 
With  such  a  lovely  nymph,  in  such  a  lovely  bowV! 


TO  A  LADY, 
nc  A!<swzt  TO  A  urrmt  wion  m  a  viar  fixb 

BAXD. 


Whilst  well  wroto  lines  our  wond'ring  eyes 

mand. 
The  beanteoor  work  of  Chloe*i  aitftil  hand. 
Throughout  the  finish*d  piece  we  see  display'd 
Th'  exact  est  image  of  the  lovely  maid ; 
Such  is  her  wit,  and  such  her  fbrm  divine. 
This  pure,  as  flows  the  style  through  cv'ry  Kne, 
That,  like  each  letter,  exquisitely  floe. 

See  with  what  art  the  sable  currents  stain 
In  wand*ring  mazes  all  the  mHk-white  plain ! 
Thu!<  o*er  the  meadows  wrap'J  in  silver  snow 
Unfrozen  brooks  in  dark  meandets  flow  ; 
Thus  jetty  curls  hi  shining  ringlets  deck 
The  ivory  plain  of  lovely  Chloe's  neck : 
See,  like  some  virgin,  whose  uamennittg  charms 
Receive  jnew  lustre  from  a  lover*k  arms, 
Tl>e  yielding  paper*s  pure,  bat  vacant  breast. 
By  her  fair  band  and  flowing  pen  impresaVl, 
At  every  touch  mote  animated  grows. 
And  with  new  life  and  new  ideas  glows. 
Fresh  beauties  firom  the  kind  deflter  gains. 
And  shiDes  each  moment  brighter  from  its 

Let  migfattv  Love  no  longer  boast  his  darti, 


HORATII  UB.  U.  OD.  XVI.  IMITATED. 
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hloe,  yoar  qoill  eaa  «qna]  vonden  do, 
(Tound  full  as  mre,  and  at  a  dittaaca  too: 
.rm'd  with  your  ftelhar'd  weapoas  in  yt)ur  hands, 
rom  i^le  to  pole  you  send  your  great  commands, 
'o  distant  olknes  in  Tain  the  lorer  flies, 
^oor  pen  o'ertabei  him,  if  he  'scapes  your  ejres ; 
o  those  who  from  the  sword  in  hattje  run 
(at  peiish  vktmm  to  the  distant  gun. 

Beaaty  's  a  shert4>yd  blate,  a  fiading  flowV, 
iut  theqe  are  charms,  no  ages  can  devour ; 
"hese  fiar  superior  to  the  brightest  face, 
TriuiDph  alike  o'er  time  as  well  as  space. 
Vhen  that  fair  form,  which  thousands  now  adore, 
Jy  year*  decay 'd,  shall  tyrannise  no  more, 
rhese  Jovcly  lines  shall  future  ages  view, 
Knd  eyes  unborn,  like  onrs,  be  charm'd  by  yoo, 

How  oft  do  I  admire  with  fond  delight 
Phe  carious  piece,  and  wish  like  you  to  write ! 
lias,  vain  hope !  that  might  as  well  aspire 
To  copy  Paulo's  stroke,  or  Titian's  fire : 
£v*n  now  yonr  splendid  lines  before  me  lie^ 
ind  I  in  Tain  to  imitate  them  try ; 
Believe  me,  foir,  I  'm  practising  this  art. 
To  steal  j^oar  hand,  in  hopes  to  steal  yonr  heart 


TO  THE  aiOBT  HON.  TBB  LAST 

MARGARET  CAVENDISH  HARLEY\ 

niESBirrED  wrrn  a  coLLBcnon  of  poems* 

Tax  tonefbl  throng  was  ever  beauty's  care, 
And  verse  a  tribute  sacred  to  the  fhir ; 


>  Lady  Margaret  Cavendish  Harley  was  the  only 
daughter  and  heiress  of  Edward  earl  of  Oxford  and 
Mortimer,  by  his  wife  the  lady  Henrietta  Cavendish, 
sole  daughter  and  heiress  of  John  Holies  duke  of 
Newcastle.  *  She  married  William  the  second  duke 
of  Portland  July  11,  1734,  who  died  on  the  Ist  of 
May,  1762;  her  grace  surviving  him,  departed 
this  life  at  her  seat  at  Bulstrode,  on  Monday  the 
18th  of  June,  1785,  leaving  behind  her  that  famous 
museam,  replete  with  works  in  the  fine  arts,  and  a 
most  extensive  collection  of  natural  history,  which, 
with  no  less  industry,  than  judgment^  and  at  an  ex- 
pense which  could  be  only  supported  by  her  nrincely 
fortune,  she  had  been  the  greatest  part  of  ner  life 
collecting;    but  this  collection,  however  it  was 


Hence  in  each  age  the  lowliest  «3Pn|»fa  has  been^ 

By  undisputed  right,  the  Muse's  queen  | 

Her  smiles  have  all  poetic  bosemsftr'd. 

And  paCtonis^d  the  verse  thetaaeives  inspirVI : 

Lesbia  presided  thus  in  Roman  times. 

Thus  Sacharissa  reign'd  o'er  British  rhymes, 

And  present  bards  to  Margasetta  bow, 

For  what  they  were  of  old,  is  Harley  now. 

From  Oxford's  house,  in  these  dnU  busy  <lays. 
Alone  we  hope  for  patronage  or  praise; 
He  to  our  slighted  labour  still  is  kiad^ 
Beneath  his  roof  w'  are  ever  f  ore  to  find* 
(Reward  Sufiicient  for  the.world%  neglant) 
Charms  to  inspire,  and  goodness  to  protoeot;'* 
Your  eyes  with  rapt.ire  animate  our  lays. 
Your  sire^  kind  liand  nprearsiour  dn>ai|Ang  b^rs'^ 
Form*d  for  our  glory  and  support,  ye  seenf. 
Our  constant  patron  be,  and  you  our  theme. 
Where  should  poetic  homage  then  be  paid? 
Where  ev*ry  verse,  but  at  your  feet,  be  laid  ? 
A  double  right  3^ou  to  this  empire  bear. 
As  first  in  beauty,  and  as  Oxford's  heir.  - 

lllu8trio«js  maid !  in  whpse  sole  peraoa  join'd 
Ev'ry  perfection  of  the  fair  we^find, 
Charms  that  might  wan^imt  all  her  sex's  pride. 
Without  one  foible  of  her  sex  to  hide ; 
Oood-natnre  artless  as  the  bloon  that  dyes 
Her  cheeks,  and  wit  as  piercing  as  her  eyes. 
Oh,  Hartey!  could  but  you  these  lines  approve. 
These  childien  sprung  from  idleness  and  love. 
Could  they,  (bat  ah  how* rain  is  the  design ! ) 
Hope  to  amuse  your  hours,  as-onoe  they  've  mins, 
Th'  ill-judging  world's  applause,  and  orttie*s  blame. 
Alike  I  'd  scorn:  your  approbation 's  fame. 


gazed  at,  and  with  great  judgment  admired  by  men 
of  virtue  and  philosophy  of  our  own  and  foreign  na- 
tions, yet,  when  time  shall  have  done  aivay  all 
traces  of  its  existence,  her  grace'b unfeigned  religion 
and  piety,  exact  fulfilment  of  all  domestic  duties, 
superior  talents  of  mind,  native  dignity  amongst  her 
equals,  a  flowing  condescension  to  her  inferiors, 
which  made  those  whom  she  honoured  with  her  ac- 
quaintance forget  the  difierence  of  their  stations, 
unhrersal  benevplence,  and  the  most  amiable  sweet- 
ness of  temper,  will  cause  her  erer  to  be  remem- 
bered amongst  the  most  famous  of  her  sex,  whose 
superior  characters  reflect  a  lustre  on  the  Britisli 
nation.     E.  * 


HORATII  LIB,  IT.  OD.  XVL 

1  Orroit  divos  rogat  in  patent! 
Prensus  iEgeo,  simul  atra  nubes 
Condidit  Lunam,  neque  certa  fulgent ; 

Sideranautis; 

2  Otium  bello  furiosa  Thrace, 
Otiom  Medi  phai^ra  decori. 


IMITATED. 

TO  THE  HON.  PHIUP  tOR-^-w-.    -i*"^^' 
SOON  AFFSa  TBI  OBffBlUl  SUCTXc^^^  0i  ^ 

1  Foa  quiet,  Yorke,  the  aailpr  '^ffrg^  .^ 

When  gathering  storms  ooscure   ^L^  $1t*^» 
The  stars  no  mere  appeii>v^^,ir  # 
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4  Vhitar  parvo  beae,  cu  patenmip 
Splendet  in  mei»i  tenui  nltiiain ; 
Kec  teres  tomoos  thiior  ant  eapido 

Sofdidiit  aufert. 

Qaid  btevi  fortes  jaculainor  svo 
Malta  ?  quid  terras  alio  caleate 

5  Sole  mtttamns  ?  patric  qois  exal 

Se  qaoqoe  fugit } 


6  Scandit  eratas  vittosa  naves 
Cum  i  nee  tarmas  eqaittun  reiinqoit, 
Ocyor  cerris,  et  agente  nimbot 
Ocyor  Euro. 

1  ImtOB  m  pneseos  animus  quod  ultra  est 
OderH  curare,  et  amara  l«*nto 
Temperet  risu.     Nihil  est  ab  onrai 

8  Pftrtebeatum. 

9  Abstnlit  clarum  cita  mon  Aohillem ; 

10  Langa  Tithouuni  minuit  senectus; 
£t  mihi  fbrsao,  tibi  quod  negArit, 

Porriget  bora. 

11  Te  greges  centum,  Siculssque  circikm-  • 
Mugiunt  vacca ;  tibi  tollit  binni- 

12  Turn  apta  quadrigis  equa;  te  bis  Afro 

Muricetiocts. 

Vestiunt  lame:     13  mibi  panra  run  et 
U  Spiritum  GraisB  tenuem  CamoeosB 
I^rca  non  meodax  dedit,  et  malignum 
Spomere  Tulgus. 


JENTN^  POEMS. 


4  Alas!  beisBotbalfsoblaBVl 
Am  those  who  Vre  liberty  and  lest. 


no  RATH  LIB.  ir.  OD.  nil. 


5  Why  should  we  then  to  Loodoo  nn^ 
And  quit  our  cheerful  cooatiy  son 

For  bus'oesB,  dirt,  and  smoke? 
Can  we,  by  chai^h^  place  and  air, 
Omtelves  get  rid  o<;  or  oor  care  ? 

Intratby'tisallajoke. 

6  Care  climbs  prood  ships  of  mightiest  fane. 
And  mounts  behind  the  geoerars  hoise, 

Outstrips  hussars  and  pandours; 
Far  swifter  than  the  bounding  hind, 
StirifterthaD  clouds  before  the  wind. 

Or  Cope  '  before  th'  Highlanden. 

7  A  man,  when  once  he  's  safely  chose, 
Shoiitd  laugh  at  all  his  threat'nii^foes^ 

Nor  think  ef  future  evil : 
Each  good  has  its  attendant  ill; 

8  A  seat  is  no  bad  thing,  but  still 

Elections  are  the  deriL 

9  Its  gifts,  with  hand  impartial,  HeavVi 
Divides :  to  Oifoid  it  was  giv^ 

To  die  in  full-blown  gflory  ; 

10  To  Bath  indeed  a  longer  date. 
But  then  with  unrelenting  hate 

Pursued  by  Whig  and  Tory. 

1 1  The  gods  to  you  with  bounteous  hand 
Have  granted  seats,  and  parks,  and  laad; 

Brocades  apd  silks  you  wear; 
With  claret  and  ragouts  yoo  treat, 

12  Six  neighing  steeds  with  nimble  fleet 

Whirl  on  your  gilded  car. 

13  To  me  they  've  given  a  small  retreat. 
Good  port  and  mutton*  best  of  meat. 

With  broad-cloth  on  my  shoulders, 
A  soul  that  scorns  a  dirty  job, 

14  Loves  a  good  rhyme,  and  hates  a  mob, 

1  mean  who  a'  n't  freeholders. 

'  General  Cope,  in  the  year  1745,  had  made  a 
very  precipiUte  retreat,  before  the  rebel  ansy, 
from  Preston  Panns  to  Edinburgh. 


IMITATED. 

TOTHV  SAIft. 

1  Dm  but  kind  fate  to  me  impart 
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4  Sed  noD  hme  mihi  vis:  nee  tibi  taliom 
Res  est  aat  mnimus  deliciarum  egens. 
Gaodes  carminibas,  carmioa  possum  as 
Donare,  5  et  pretium  dicere  maneri. 


4  Non  incisa  notis  marmorm  publicis. 
Per  qusD  spiritns  et  vita  redit  bonis 
Post  mortem  ducibos ;  non  celeres  fu|:«, 
Bejectaqne  retrorsum  Annibalis  mine; 
Non  incendia  Carthaginis  impis. 
Ejus  qui  domiti  nomen  ab  AfricA 
Lacratns  rediit,  clarius  indicant 
Laudes,  qoam  Calabra  Pierides:  neque, 

7  Si  charts  sileant  quod  bene  feceris, 
Mercedem  tuleris.    8  Quid  fbret  Ilia 
Mavortisque  pner,  si  tacituniitas 
Obstaret  mentis  invida  Romuli  ? 
Ereptum  Stygiis  fluctibus  ^cura 
Virtus  et  favor  et  lingua  potentium 
Vatum  divitibus  consecrat  insnlis. 


9  Dignum  laude  vimm  Masa  vetat  mori, 
Coelo  musa  beat:     10  Sic  Jovb  interest 
Oputis  epulis  impiger  Hercule: 
Ciarum  Tyndaridae  sidus  ab  infirmii 
Qoassas  eripiunt  squoribus  rates : 
Omatus  yiridi  tempora  pampino 
Liber  vota  booos  ducit  ad  entai. 


4  But  since  these  gifts  exceed  my  power, 
And  you,  who  need  not  wish  for  oiore» 
Already  bless'd  with  all  that 's  fine, 

Are  pleas'd  with  verse,  tHough  such  as  mine; 

As  poets  us'd  in  ancient  times, 

I  'II  make  my  presents  all  m  rhymes; 

5  And,  lest  joq  should  forget  their  worthy 
Like  them  1 11  set  their  value  fbith. 

6  Not  monumental  brass  or  stones. 
The  guardians  of  heroic  bonei. 

Not  victories  won  by  Marlbro^s  sword, 
Nor  titles  which  these  feats  record. 
Such  glories  o'er  the  dead  diffuse, 
As  can  the  labours  of  the  Muse. 

7  But  if  she  should  her  aid  deny. 
With  you  3rour  virtues  all  must  die. 
Nor  tongues  unborn  shall  ever  say 
How  wise,  how  good,  was  lady  Grey. 

8  What  now  had  been  th*  ignoble  doom 
Of  him  who  built  imperial  Rome  ? 
Or  him,  deserving  ten  timet  |nore. 
Who  fed  the  hungry,  ck)th'd  the  poor* 
Clear'd  streams,  and  bridges  laid  aorosf. 
And  biiilt  the  little  church  of  Ross  ? 
Did  not  th'  eternal  powers  of  verse 
From  age  to  age  their  deeds  rehearse. 

9  The  Muse  forbids  the  brave  to  die^ 
Bestowing  immortality: 

10  Still  by  her  aid  in  bleas*d  abodes 
Alcides  feasts  aaiOD|  the  goda; 
And  royal  Arthur  still  b  able 
To  fill  his  hospitable  taUe 
With  English  beef,  and  English  knights. 
And  looks  with  pity  down  oa  White's. 


TO  THE  HON.  MISS  YORKE, 

ON  BEE  MAEaiACt  TO  LOED  AKSOR. 


VicTOKioos  AosoD  soo  rotums 

From  the  sufagecled  main ! 
With  joy  each  British  bosom  bums. 

Fearless  of  France  and  Spain. 

Honours  bis  gratefd)  sov*reign's  hand, 

Conquest  his  own  bestows. 
Applause  unfeign*d  his  native  land, 

Unenvy'd  wealth  her  foes. 

**  Bat  still,  my  son,*'  Britannia  cries, 
*<  Still  more  thy  merits  claim ; 

Tby  deeds  deserve  a  richer  prixe 
Than  titles,  wealth,  or  fame. 

«  Twice  wafted  safe  from  pole  to  pole 
Thou  'st  sail'd  the  globe  around ; 

Contains  it  aught  can  charm  thy  son]. 
Thy  fondest  wishes  bound  ? 

**  Is  there  a  treasure  worth  thy  care 

Within  th'  enoircling  lin^? 
Smjt  and  I  'U  weary  Heav*n  with  pray'r 

To  make  that  treasure  thhie.'* 
VOL.  XVIL 


Heav'n  listened  to  BritanniAli  voSoe, 

Agreed  that  more  was  due : 
He  chose— the  gods  approv'd  his  choice. 

And  paid  him  all  in  you. 


CHLOE  TO  8TREPH0K 


Too  plam,  dear  youth,  these  tell-tale  eyes 

My  heart  your  own  declare; 
Bnt,  for  Heav'n's  sake,  let  it  sufllce 

You  reign  trhnnphant  there. 

Forbear  your  utmost  powV  to  try. 

Nor  further  urge  your  sway ; 
Press  not  for  what  I  must  deny, 

For  fear  I  should  obey. 

Could  all  your  arts  sucoeMfol  pfove. 

Would  you  a  maid  undo. 
Whose  greatest  faUing  is  her  lore^ 

And  that  her  love  for  you  ? 
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Say,  would  ymk  me  tkat  Tery  powV 
Yoa  from  her  foadoMt  claim. 

To  rain,  in  one  fatal  hour, 
A  life  of  ipoUeM  fiune  ? 

Ah  !  c«ase,  my  dear,  to  do  an  ill. 
Because  perhaps  you  may ;    •, 
^ut  rather  try  your  utmost  skill 
To  save  me,  than  betray. 

Be  you  yourself  my  ▼irtoe's  guard. 
Defend,  and  not  pursue; 

Since  't  is  a  task  for  me  %x>  hard 
To  fight  with  lore  and  you^ 


JENYNS'S  POEMS. 


A  SOSG. 


CiAss,  Sally,  thy  charms  to  expand. 
All  thy  arts  and  thy  witchcraft  forhear, 

Hide  those  eyes,  hide  that  neck  and  that  hand. 
And  those  sweet  flowing  tresses  of  hair. 

Oh!  torture  me  not,  for  love^  sake. 
With  the  smirk  of  ihon^  delicate  lips. 

With  that  head*s  dear  significant  shake. 
And  the  toss  of  the  hoop  and  the  hips. 

Oh !  sight  still  more  fistal !  look  there 
O'er  her  tucker  what  murderers  peep ! 

So— now  there  's  an  end  of  my  care, 
I  shall  never  more  eat,  drink,  or  sleep. 

D* you  sing  too?  ah,  mischievous  thought! 

Touch  me,  touch  roe  not  there  any  more; 
Who  the  Devil  can  'scape  being  caught 

In  a  trap  that 's  thus  baited  all  o'er? 

But  why  to  advise  should  I  try? 

What  nature  ordains  we  must  prove: 
You  no  more  c^n  help  charming,  than  I 

Can  help  being  cbarm'd,  and  in  love. 


ASONO. 

Wbiw  first  I  sought  fiur  CelJa's  lov^ 
And  cv'ry  charm  was  new, 

I  swore  by  all  the  gods  above 
To  be  for  ever  true. 

But  long  in  vain  did  I  adora. 

Long  wept  and  sigh'd  iu  vain. 

She  still  protested,  vow'd,  and  swore. 
She  ne*er  would  ease  my  pain. 

At  last  o*ercome  she  made  me  bless'd. 
And  yielded  all  her  charms  ; 

And  I  forsook  her,  when  possessed. 
And  fled  to  others'  arms. 

But  let  not  this,  dear  Csslia,  now 
To  rage  thy  breast  h)cline; 

For  why,  since  you  forgot  your  vow, 
Should  I  remember  mine  ? 


THE  CHOICE. 


Has  I,  Pygmalion  like,  the  pow*r 
To  make  the  nymph  I  would  adore  ; 
The  model  should  be  thus  designed. 
Like  this  her  form,  like  this  her  mind. 

Her  skin  should  be  as  lilies  fkir. 
With  rosy  cheeks  and  jetty  hair; 
Her  lips  with  pure  vermilioa  spread. 
And  soft  and  moist,  as  well  as  red; 
Her  eyes  should  shine  with  vivid  Kgbt, 
At  once  both  languishing  and  bright ; 
Her  shape  should  be  exact  and  small. 
Her  stature  rather  low  than  tall ; 
Her  limbs  well  tura'd,  her  air  and  miea 
At  once  both  sprightly  and  sereoe ; 
Besides  all  this,  a  nameless  grace 
Should  be  diffused  all  o*er  her  face; 
To  make  the  lovely  piece  complete. 
Not  only  beautiful,  but  sweet. 

This  for  her  form:  now  for  her  mind ; 
I  'd  have  it  open,  gen'rous,  kind. 
Void  of  all  coquettish  arts. 
And  vain  designs  of  conquering  hearts, 
Not  sway'd  by  any  views  of  gain. 
Nor  fond  of  giving  others  pain ; 
But  soft,  though  bright,  like  her  own  eyes^ 
Discreetly  witty,  gayly  wise. 

I  *d  have  her  skiird  in  evVy  art 
That  can  engage  a  wandering  heart; 
Know  all  the  sciences  of  love, 
Y«t  ever  willing  to  improve ; 
To  press  the  band,  and  roll  the  eye. 
And  drop  sometimes  an  amorous  sigh  ; 
To  lengthen  out  the  balmy  kiss. 
And  heighten  ev'ry  tender  bliss ; 
And  yet  I  'd  have  the  charmer  be 
By  nature  only  taught.— or  me. 

I  'd  have  her  to  strict  honour  ty'd. 
And  yet  without  one  spark  of  pride  ; 
In  company  well  dressM  and  fine. 
Yet  not  ambitious  to  outshine  ; 
In  private  always  neat  and  clean. 
And  quite  a  stranger  to  the  spleen  ; 
Well-pleas'd  to  grace  the  park  and  play. 
And  dance  sometimes  the  night  away. 
But  oft'ner  fond  to  spend  her  boors 
In  solitude  and  shady  bowers. 
And  there,  beneath  some  silent  grove. 
Delight  in  poetry  and  love. 

Some  sparks  of  the  poedc  fire 
I  fain  would  have  her  soul  inspire, 
Enouprh,  at  least,  to  let  her  know 
What  joys  from  love  and  virtue  flow  ; 
Enough,  at  least,  to  make  her  wise. 
And  fops  and  fopperies  despise; 
Prefer  her  books,  and  her  own  Mnse^ 
To  visits,  scandal,  chat,  and  news  ; 
Above  her  sex  exalt  her  mind. 
And  make  her  more  than  womankind. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

Goroo  TO  THi  wEar  ixdiis. 

Foa  universal  sway  designM 
To  distant  realms  Clorinda  flies, 

And  scorns,  in  one  small  isle  con&i'd. 
To  bound  the  conquests  of  her  tytt. 
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From  our  cold  climes  to  India's  shore 
With  cruel  haste  she  viogs  her  way. 

To  scorch  their  sultry  plains  still  more. 
And  rob  us  of  our  only  day. 

Whilst  ev'ry  streaming  eye  overflows 
With  tender  floods  of  parting  tears. 

Thy  breast,  dear  cause  of  all  our  woes^ 
Alone  unmoY*d  aqd  gay  appears. 

But  still,  if  right  the  Muses  tell, 
The  fated  point  of  time  is  nigh, 

When  grief  shall  that  fair  bosom  swell, 
And  trickle  from  thy  lovely  eye. 

Though  now,  like  Philip's  son,  whose  arms 
Did  once  the  vassal  world  command, 

You  rove  with  unresisted  charms. 
And  conquer  both  by  sea  and  land; 

Yet  when  (as  soon  they  roust)  mankind 
Shall  all  be  doomed  to  wear  your  chain. 

You  too,  like  him,  will  weep  to  find 
No  more  unconquer^d  worlds  remain. 


CHLOE  ANGLING. 


On  yon  fair  brook's  enamell'd  side 

Behold  my  Chloe  stands ! 
Her  angle  trembles  o'er  the  tide. 

As  conscious  of  her  handjL 

Calm  as  the  gentle  waves  appear, 
Her  thoughts  serenely  flow. 

Calm  as  the  aoftly  breathing  air. 
That  curls  the  brook  below. 

Such  charms  her  sparkling  eyes  disclose. 
With  such  soft  pow*r  endu'd. 

She  seems  a  new-bom  Venus  rose 
From  the  transparent  flood. 

From  each  green  bank,  and  mossy  cave, 

The  scaly  race  repair. 
They  sport  beneath  the  crystal  wave. 

And  kiss  her  image  there. 

Here  the  bright  silver  eel  enrolPd 

In  shining  volumes  lies. 
There  basks  the  carp  bedropt  with  gold 

In  the  sunshine  of  her  eyes. 

With  hungry  pikes  in  wanton  play 
The  tira'rous  trouts  appear  ; 

The  hungry  pikes  forget  to  prey. 
The  tim'rous  trouts  to  fear. 

With  equal  haste  the  thoughtless  crew 

To  the  fair  tempter  flyj 
Nor  grieve  they,  whilst  her  eyes  they  view. 

That  by  her  hand  they  die. 

Thus  I  too  view*d  the  nymph  of  late; 

Ah  simple  fish,  beware! 
Soon  will  you  find  my  wretched  fate, 

And  struggle  in  the  snare. 


But,  fair-one,  though  these  toils  sncceed^ 

Of  conquest  he  not  vain ; 
Nor  think  o'er  all  the  scaly  breed 

Unpunished  thus  to  reign. 

Remember,  in  a  wat*ry  glass 
His  charms  Narcissus  spy'd. 

When  for  his  own  bewitching  face 
The  youth  despaired  and  dy'd. 

No  more  then  harmless  fish  insnai^ 
No  more  such  wiles  pursue ; 

Lest,  whilst  yon  baits  for  them  prepanv 
JLove  finds  out  one  for  you. 


CHLOE  HUNTING. 

Whilst  thousands  court  fair  Chloe's  love, 
She  fears  the  dang'rous  joy, 

But,  Cynthia  like,  frequents  the  jgrove, 
As  lovely,  and  as  coy. 

With  the  same  speed  she  seeks  the  hind, 

Or  hunts  the  flying  bare, 
She  leaves  pursuing  swains  behind. 

To  languish  and  despair. 

Oh !  strange  caprice  in  thy  dear  breast* 
Whence  first  this  whim  began; 

To  follow  thus  each  worthless  beast. 
And  shun  their  sovereign,  man ! 

Consider,  fair,  what  '.t  is  you  do. 
How  thus  they  both  must  die. 

Not  surer  they,  when  you  pureue. 
Than  we  whene'er  you  fly. 


ON  LUCINDA'8  RECOVERY 

FROM  THE  SMALL-POX. 

Bkight  Venus  long  with  envious  eyes 
The  fair  Lucidda's  charms  had  seen, 
"  And  shall  she  still,"  the  goddess  cries, 
"  Thus  dare  to  rival  l^uty's  queen  ^ 

She  spoke,  and  to  th'  infernal  plains 

With  cruel  haste  indignant  goes. 
Where  Death,  the  prince  of  terroura,  reigns. 

Amidst  diseases,  pains,  and  woes. 

To  him  her  pray'rs  she  thus  applies: 
<<  O  sole,  in  whom  my  hopes  confide 

To  blast  my  rival's  potent  eyes. 
And  in  her  fate  all  mortal  pride  ! 

«  Let  her  but  feel  thy  chilling  dait, 

I  will  forgive,  tremendous  god  ! 
Ev*n  that  which  pierc'd  Adonis'  heart" 

He  hears,  and  gives  th'  assenting  nod. 

Then  calling  forth  a  fierce  disease. 

Impatient  for  the  beauteous  prey. 
Bids  him  the  loveliest  fabric  seize. 

The  gods  e'er  form'd  of  human  day:  ^  ^  ^T  ^ 
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Assur'd  h«  metiit  LaciiidaVcliMnni, 
To  her  tb*  iofectious  demom  flies ; 

Her  neck,  ber  ehoeks,  her  lips  disanniy 
And  of  their  lightning  robs  her  eyes. 


The  Cymiwa  queen  with  omel  joy 
Befaoldfl  her  rivj»l'i  ehanns  o*erthroirB» 

Nor  doubu,  like  niorUl  &ir,  t'  eniplof 
Their  ruins  tq  angaeat  her  ovn. 

From  out  the  spoilt  of  «v*ry  grao^ 
The  goddess  picks  some  glorious  prise, 

Transplants  the  roses  from  her  fisce. 
And  arms  young  Cupids  from  her  eyes. 

Now  Death  (ah,  veil  the  mournful  scene !) 
Had  in  one  moment  pierc'd  her  heart. 

Had  kinder  Fate  not  stepped  between, 
And  tumM  aside  th>  uplifted  dart. 

"  What  firenzy  bids  thy  hand  essay, 
He  cries,  **  to  wound  thy  sorest  firiend. 

Whose  beauties  to  thy  realms  each  day 
Such  num*rous  crowds  of  victims  send  } 

'*  Are  not  her  eyes,  where'er  they  aim. 
As  thine  own  silent  arrows  sure  ? 

Or  who,  that  once  has  felt  their  flame, 
Dar'd  e'er  indulge  one  hope  of  cure  }^ 

Death,  thus  reprovM,  his  haAd  restrains, 
And  bids  the  dire  distemper  fly : 

The  cruel  beauty  lives  and  reigns, 
Th^  thousands  may  adore  and  die^ 


JENYNyS  POEMS. 


MR.  LOCKE'S  ESSAY 

0N  HUMAN  cmDRRITAMDlNG. 

Low>  had  the  mhid  of  man  with  cmk>us  art 
Seiurch'd  Nature's  wondrous  plan  through  ev'ry  part, 
Measured  each  tract  of  ocean,  eartii,  and  sky. 
And  number'd  all  the  rolling  orbs  on  high ; 
Yet  still,  so  leam'd,  herself  she  little  knew. 
Till  Locke's  unerring  pen  the  portrait  drew. 
So  beauteous  Eve  a  while  in  Eden  strayed. 
And  all  her  great  Creator's  works  surveyed  ;   . 
By  Sun,  and  Moon,  she  knew  to  mark  the  hour, 
She  knew  the  genus  of  each  plant  and  flow*r ; 
She  knew,  when  sporting  on  the  verdant  lawn, 
The  tender  lambkin  and  the  nimble  ftiwn : 
But  still  a  stranger  to  her  own  bright  face. 


waniiM  in 


A  LADY'S  VOLUME  OF  TR4GEDIE& 

SiNct  thou,  relentless  maid,  canst  dafly  hear 
Thy  slave's  complaints  without  one  sigh  or  tiev. 
Why  beats  thy  breast,  or  thy  bright  eyea  oi'erflow 
At  these  imaginary  scenes  of  woe  ? 
Rather  teach  these  to  weep  and  that  to  heave^ 
At  real  pains  themselves  to  thoaaaods  gi^a  ; 
And  if  ^such  pity  to  feign'd  love  is  due. 
Consider  how  much  more  yea  owe  to  true. 


CUPID  RELIEVED. 

As  once  young  Cupid  went  astray 

The  little  god  I  found ; 
I  took  his  bow  and  shafts  away. 

And  fast  his  pinions  bound. 

At  Chloe's  feet  my  spoils  I  cast. 
My  conquest  proud  to  show; 

She  saw  his  godship  fetter'd  £ut. 
And  smil'd  to  see  him  'so. 

But,  ah  !  that  smile  such  firesh  sopplu 

Of  arms  resistless  gave ! 
I  'm  forc'd  again  to  yield  my  prixe^ 

And  fisll  again  his  slate. 


THE  WAY  TO  BE  WISE. 

llirrATED  F>0M  LA  fOMTAIRI. 

Poor  Jenny,  am'rous,  yonng,  and  gay. 
Having  by  man  been  led  astray. 

To  nunnery  dark  retir'd: 
There  liv*d,  and  look'd  so  like  a  maid. 
So  seldom  eat,  so  often  pray'd. 

She  was  by  all  admir'd. 

The  lady,  abbess  oft  would  cry. 
If  any  sister  trod  awry. 

Or  prov'd  an  idle  slattern  ; 
"  See  wise  and  pious  Mrs.  Jane, 
A  life  so  strict,  so  grave  a  mien. 

Is  sure  a  worthy  pattern.'* 

A  pert  young  slut  at  length  rvpliat, 
(*  F.YTw>riAnnft.  madam,  makes  folks 
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LUSUS  PILM  (AMATORIUS)  EX  NIVE 
COACTJE. 

PSnOKII  AFBANIl  EPIOftAMMA*. 

Mb  nive  candenti  petiit  modo  Julia ;  rebar 

Igne  carere  Divem,  sed  tamen  ignis  erat. 
<hiid  nive  frigidiuB  ?  nostram  tamen  nrere  pectus 

Nix  potuit  manibus,  Ju^ia,  missa  tuis. 
Quia  locus  insidiis  dabitur  mihi  tutus  amoris, 

Frigore  coocretA  si  latet  ignis  aquA  ? 
Julia,  sola  potes  nostras  extinguere  flaonmas 

Non  dIt^  non  glacie,  sed  potes  igne  pari. 


'  The  only  account  that  could  be  fbund,  after  a 
diligent  search,  of  the  author  of  this  neat  and  elegant 
performance,  is  in  Fabricius's  Bibliotheca  Latma ; 
where  Petronius  Afranius  is  placed,  amongst  many 
others,  as  a  writer  of  epigrams,  without  any  notice 
taken  of  what  country  he  was,  at  what  time  he  liv- 
ed, without  any  one  circumstance  to  mark  who  or 
what  he  was.  This  Epigram  is  inserted  in  the  ap- 
pendix to  tb^  11th  edition  of  Epigrammatum  De- 
lectus, in  usum  Schols  Etonensis,  printed  at  Lon- 
don 1740,  accompanied  by  the  following  note : 
'<  Elegans  et  acutum  Epigramma !  me  judice,  ut 
in  tenui  materiA,  et  affabre  undequaque  concio- 
aatum  et  omnibus  numeris  absolutuai.*'    E. 


n  TanwaXir  wot'  *r»l 
Km  vmcwr*  fcvjc  f^h 

Eyit  XJTW  yncifAVPf* 
Oirwf  att  ^9pig  /tx*. 
T2a^  <^(Xa;  ynia^atf 

Kal  rmiln  fxinhr^ 

Ka2  uofVofW  rpox^ 
Km  ffwvlaXov  ytteifMth 


THE  SSOW'BALL. 


mm  nmioNros  AfRAMiosb 


Wem  as  her  hand  fisir  Julia  ^raw 

A  ball  of  silver  snow  \ 
The  frozen  globe  fir'd  as  it  flew. 

My  bosom  felt  it  glow. 

Strange  pow'r  of  lore !  whose  great  comniani 

Can  thus  a  snow-ball  arm ; 
When  sent,  fkir  Julia,  firom  thine  hand, 

£v'n  ice  itself  can  wamw 

How  shoqld  we  then  secure  our  hearts  } 

Love's  pow*r  we  all  muat  feel. 
Who  thns  can,  by  stiange  magic  aH»» 

In  ice  his  flames  oooceaL 

'T  is  thou  alone,  fair  Julia,  know. 

Canst  quench  my  fierce  desire. 
But  not  with  water,  ice,  or  i 

But  with  an  e^ial  fii^ 


ANACREON,  ODE  XX. 

A  ROCK  on  Phrygian  plains  we  see 
That  once  was  beauteous  Niobe : 
And  Progpoe,  too  revengeful  fair! 
Now  flits  a  wandering  bird  in  air: 
Thus  J  a  looking-glass  would  be. 
That  yon,  dear  maid,  might  gaze  on  me; 
Be  changed  to  stays,  that,  straiUy  lac'd, 
I  might  embrace  thy  slender  waist  i 
A  silver  stream  I  'd  bathe  thee^  fair. 
Or  shine  pomatum  on  thy  hair; 
In  a  soft  sable's  tippet's  fiorm 
I  'd  kiss  thy  snowy  bosom  warm ; 
In  shape  of  pearl  that  bosom  dec^ 
And  hang  for  ever  roond  tby  neck  : 
Pleas'd  to  be  ought  that  touches  you, 
Yonr  glove,  yo«r  garter,  or  your  shoe. 


A  TaAMsurriON  Of 
SOME  LATIN  VERSES 

OV  TUB  «AMKBA  0B9CVRA. 

Thb  various  powers  of  blended  shade  and  light. 
The  skilful  Ziuxu  of  the  dusky  night; 
The  lovely  forms,  that  paint  the  snowy  plain 
Free  from  the  pencil's  violating  stain, 
In  tuneful  lines,  harmonious  Phebus,  sing. 
At  once  of  light  and  verse  celestial  king. 

Bivine  Apollo !  let  thy  sacred  fire 
Thy  youthral  bard's  unskilful  breast  inspire, 
like  the  fahr  empty  sheet  he  h«9gs  to  view. 
Void,  and  onfoniish'd,  till  inspird  by  yo«| 


O  let  one  beam,  one  kind  enlightnjng  ray 
At  once  upon  his  mind  and  paper  play ! 
Hence  shall  his  breast  with  bright  ideas  glow. 
Hence  num'rous  forms  the  silvier  field  shall  strew*. 

But  now  the  Muse's  useful  precepts  view. 
And  with  just  care  the  pleasing  work  pursue* 
First  choose  a  window  that  convenient  lies. 
And  to  the  north  directs  the  wand'ring  eyes  5 
Dark  be  the  room,  let  not  a  straggling  ray 
Intrude,  to  chase  the  shadowy  forms  away. 
Except  one  bright,  refulgent  blaze,  convcy'd 
Through  a  strait  passage  in  the  shutter  made. 
In  which  th'  ingenious  artist  first  must  place 
A  little,  crnveXf  round,  transparent  glass. 
And  just  behind  th'  extended  paper  lay. 
On  which  bi»  art  itbaU  all  its  power  dtspla^j^ 
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There  rayt  reflected  from  ail  parti  shall  meet. 
And  paint  their  objects  on  the  silver  sheet; 
A  thousand  fbrms  shall  in  a  aiooaent  rise. 
And  magic  landscapes  charm  our  wandering  eyes; 
T  is  thus  from  er'ry  object  that  we  view. 
If  Epicnnis*  doctrine  teaches  true. 
The  subtile  parts  upon  our  organs  play. 
And  to  our  minds  th'  external  fbrms  convey. 

But  from  what  causes  all  these  wonden  flow, 
T  is  not  permitted  idle  bards  to  know, 
How  through  the  centre  of  the  convex  glass 
The  pterdog  rays  together  twisted  pass. 
Or  why  revers'd  the  lovely  scenes  appear. 
Or  why  the  9un*S  approaching  light  they  fear; 
Let  grave  philosophers  the  cause  ioanire. 
Enough  for  us  to  see,  and  to  admir^ 

See  then  what  forms  with  various  eolonn  stain 
The  painted  surface  of  the  paper  plain ! 
Now  bright  and  gay,  as  sluncs  the  heav*nly  bow, 
So  late,  a  wide  unpeopled  waste  of  snow: 
Here  verdant  groves,  there  golden  crops  of  com 
The  new  uncultivated  fields  adorn; 
Here  gardens  deck'd  with  flow'rs  of  various  dyes. 
There  slender  tow'rs  and  little  cities  rise : 
But  all  with  tops  inverted  downward  bend, 
Earth  mounts  aloft,  and  skies  and  clouds  descend : 
Thus  the  wise  vulgar  on  a  pendent  land. 
Imagine  our  antipodes  to  stand, 
And  wonder  much,  how  they  securely  go. 
And  not  fall  headlong  on  the  heavens  below. 

The  charms  of  motion  here  cxall  each  part 
Abore  the  reach  of  great  Apelles*  art ; 
Zephyrs  the  waving  harvest  gently  blow. 
The  waters  curl,  and  brooks  incessant  flow ; 
Men,  beasts,  and  birds  in  fair  confusion  stray, 
Some  rise  to  sight*  whilst  others  pass  away. 

On  all  we  seize  that  comes  within  oor  reach* 
Tlie  rolling  coach  we  stop,  the  horseman  cateh; 
Compel  the  posting  traveiler  to  stay; 
But  the  short  visit  causes  no  delay. 

Again,  behold  what  lovely  prospects  rise ! 
Now  with  the  loveliest  feast  yotir  longing  eyes, 
Nor  let  strict  modesty  be  here  afraid. 
To  view  upon  her  head  a  beauteous  matd  i 
See  in  small  folds  her  waving  garments  flow, 
And  all  her  slender  limbs  still  slenderer  grow; 
Gmtracted  in  one  little  orb  is  found 
The  spacious  hoop,  once  five  vast  elk  around ; 
But  think  not  to  embrace  the  flying  fiair, 
Soon  will  she  quit  your  arms  unseen  as  air. 
In  this  resembling  too  a  tcmder  maid. 
Coy  to  the  lover's  touch,  and  of  his  hand  afraid. 

Enough  we  've  seen,  now  let  tb*  intruding  day 
Chase  all  the  lovely  magic  scenes  away ; 
Again  th*  unpeopled  snowy  waste  returns, 
And  the  lone  plain  its  faded  glories  mourns. 
The  bright  creation  in  a  moment  flies, 
And  all  the  pigmy  generation  dies. 

Thus,  when  still  night  her  gloomy  mantle  spreads, 
The  fairies  dance  around  the  flow*ry  meads ! 
But  when  the  day  returns,  they  wing  their  flight 
To  distant  lands,  and  shun  th'  unwelcome  light 


ON  A  NOaSGAY 

IN  THS  couirms  or  coyBimtT^  BueitT '. 

ni  unTATion  or  wailb. 

9ku.ioHTFVL  scene !  in  which  appear 
At  ODce  all  beauties  of  the  year ! 
See  how  the  zephjrrs  of  her  breath 
Fan  gently  all  the  flowers  beneath ! 
See  the  gay  flowers,  how  bright  they  glow. 
Though  planted  in  a  bed  of  snow  ! 
Yet  see  how  soon  they  fade  and  die. 
Scorched  by  the  sunshine  of  her  eye ! 
Nor  wonder  if,  o>rcome  with  blissy 
They  droop  their  heads  to  steal  a  kiss ; 
Who  would  not  die  on  that  dear  breast  ? 
Who  would  not  die  to  be  so  blessed  ? 


THE  SQUIRn  AND  THE  PARSOX 

AN  BCI.OGUE. 
WinrEH  ON  THE  CONCLUSION  OP  IVB  PSAd,  H^S. 

Br  his  hall  chimney,  where  in  rusty  grate 
Green  faggots  wept  their  own  untimely  fate, 
In  elbow  chair  the  pensive  'Squire  reclined, 
Revolving  debts  and  taxes  in  his  mind : 
A  pipe  just  fill'd  upon  a  table  near 
Lay  by  the  London  Evening  %  stain'd  with  beer, 
With  half  a  Biblej  on  whose  remnants  torn 
Each  parish  round  was  annually  fbvswom. 
The  gate  now  clbps,  as  ev'ning  just  grew  dait« 
Tray  starts,  and  with  a  growl  prepares  to  bark; 
But  soon  discerning,  wHh  sagacious  nose, 
The  welUknown  savour  of  the  Parson's  toes, 
Lays  down  his  head,  and  sinks  in  soft  repose: 
The  doctor  entering,  to  the  tankard  ran. 
Takes  a  good  hearty  pull,  and  thua  began : 

rAKSON. 

Why  sits  thou  thus,  foriom  and  dull,  ray  fnmd, 
Now  war's  rapacious  reign  is  at  an  end  } 
Hark,  how  the  distant  bells  inspire  delight ! 
See  bonfires  spangle  o'er  the  veil  of  night ! 

*SQUIftS. 

What  *s  peace,  alas  1  in  foreign  partsto  me? 
At  home,  nor  peace  nor  plenty  qan  I  see ; 
Joyless  I  hear  drums,  bells,  and  fiddles  sound, 
'T  is  all  the  same — four  shillings  in  the  pound. 
My  wheels,  though  old,  are  clogg'd  with  a  newtsx; 
My  oaks,  though  young,  must  groan  beneath  thesxe 

■  Maria,  countess  of  Coventry,  theeldest  daogb* 
ter  of  John  Gunning,  esq.  by  his  wife  Bndg^ 
daughter  of  John  Bourk,  lord  viscount  Mayo,  in 
Ireland.  She  was  married  to  George  Willitmi  tbe 
sixth  earl  of  Coventry,  March  5,  1752,  aad  de- 
parted this  life  October  1,  1760.  Hertrsmcen- 
dent  beauty  was  the  admiration  of  all  who  bebdd 
her. 

a  The  London  Evening  Post,  the  only  pspff*^ 
that  time  Uken  in  and  read  by  the  enemiei  of  the 

house  of  Uanqyer.' 

Die  ^  - 
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My  barns  are  half  unthatchM,  trntird  my  house, 
Lost  by  this  fatal  sickness  all  my  cows  ; 
Sec  there  *8  the  bill  my  late  damn'd  lijw-sait  cost ! 
Ijvag  as  the  land  contended  for— and  lost: 
Ev'n  Ormond's  Head  I  can  frequent  no  more, 
So  short  my  pocket  is,  so  long  the  score ; 
At  shops  all  round  T  owe  for  fifty  things.— 
This  comes  bf  fetching  Hanoverian  kings. 

PARSOK. 

I  must  confess  the  times  are  bad  indeed. 
No  wonder ;  when  we  scarce  believe  our  creed ; 
When  purblind  Reason  *s  deem'd  the  surest  guide, 
And  heav*n-bom  Faith  at  her  tribunal  try'd ; 
When  all  church-pow*r  is  thought  to  make  men 

Saints,  martyrs,' fathers,  all  call'd  fools  and  knaves. 

'SQOOUK. 

Come,  preach  no  more,  but  drink,  and  hold  your 

tongue : 
I  *m  for  the  church : — but  think  the  parsons  wrong. 

PARSOK. 

See  there  1  free-thinking  now  so  rank  is  grown. 
It  spr^s  infection  through  each  country  town ; 
Deistic  scolft  fly  round  at  rural  boards, 
'Squires,  and  their  tenants  too,  profane  as  lords. 
Vent  impious  jokes  on  ev'ry  sacred  thing. 

'sQuni. 

Come,  drink ; 

p^asoN. 
— Here  *8  to  you  then,  to  church  and  king- 

'SQUIRB. 

Here  *8  church  and  king;  I  hate  the  glass  should 

stand, 
Though  one  takes  tythes,  and  t'other  taxes  land. 

PARSOM. 

Heav*n  with  new  plagues  will  scourge  this  sinful 

nation, 
Unless  you  soon  repeal  the  toleration, 
And  to  the  church  restore  the  convocation. 


Plagues  we  should  feel  sufficient,  on  my  word, 
Starv'd  by  two  houses,  priest-rid  by  a  third. 
For  better  days  we  lately  had  a  chance. 
Had  not  the  honest  Plaids  been  trick'dby  France. 


Is  not  most  gracious  George  our  fiuth's  defender  ? 
You  love  the  church,  yet  wish  for  the  Pretender  I 


Preferment,  I  suppose,  is  what  you  mean; 
Tarn  Whig,  and  you  perhaps  may  be  a  dean: 
But  you  must  first  learn  how  to  treat  your  betters. 
What 's  here  ?  sure  some  strange  ppws,  a  boy  with 

letters:; 
Oh,  oh  !  here  's  one,  I  /see,  from  parson  Sly  : 
«*  My  rev'rend  neighbour  Squab  being  like  to  die ; 
I  hope,  iC  Heav*n  should  please  to  take  him  hence. 
To  ask:  the  living  would  ba  no  offence." 


PARSOK. 


Have  you  not  swore  that  I  should  Squab  succeed  ? 
Think  how  for  this  I  taught  your  sons  to  read ; 
How  oft  discovered  puss  on  new-ploughM  land. 
How  oft  supported  you  with  friendly  hand ; 
When  I  could  scan:ely  go,  nor  could  your  worship 
stand. 

'SQU1R% 

'T  was  your's,  had  you  been  honest,  wise,  or  civil ; 
Now  ev'n  go  court  the  bishops,  or  the  Devil. 


If  I  meant  any  thing,  now  let  me  die ; 

I  'm  blunt,  and  cannot  fown  and  cant,  not  T, 

Like  that  old  presbyterian  rascal.  Sly. 

I  am,  you  know,  a  right  true-hearted  Tory, 

Love  a  good  glass,  a  merry  song,  or  story. 

'SQUIRI. 

Thou  art  an  honest  dog,  that 's  truth,  indeed — 
Talk  no  more  nonsense  then  about  the  creed. 
I  can't,  I  think,  deny  thy  first  request; 
'T  is  thine ;  but  first  a  bumper  to  the  best. 


Most  noble  'Squire,  more  gen'roos  than  your  wine. 
How  pleasing  's  the  condition  you  assign  ! 
Give  me  the  sparkling  glass,  and  here,  d'  ye  see. 
With  joy  I  drink  it  on  my  bended  knee: — 
Great  queen  !  who  govemest  this  earthly  ball. 
And  mak'st  both  kings  and  kingdoms  rise  and  fell ; 
Whose  wondrous  power  in  secret  all  things  rules,  • 
Makes  fools  of  mighty  peers,  and  peers  of  fbob ; 
Dispenses  mitres,  coronets,  and  stars; 
Involves  far  distant  realms  in  bloody  wars. 
Then  bids  war*s  snaky  tresses  cease  to  hiss, 
And  gives  them  peace  again — '  nay,  gave  us  this : 
Whose  health  does  health  to  all  mankind  impart. 
Here 's  to  thy  much-lov*d  health: 

'squire,  rubbing  his  hands, 
With  all  my  heart. 


GIFBN  TO  A  LADY 

WrrH  A  WATCH  WHICH  SHE  RORROWED  TO  HAKO  AT  HER 

red's  dead. 

Wflir-ST  half  asleep  my  Chloe  ifcs. 
And  all  her  softest  thoughts  arise  ; 
Whilst,  tyrant  Honour  lay'd  at  rest, 
Love  steals  to  her.  unguarded-  breast ; 
Then  whisper  to  the  yielding  fair. 
Thou  witness  to  the  pains  I  bear. 
How  oft  her  slave  with  open  eyes 
All  the  long  night  despairing  lies; 
Impatient  till  the  rosy  day 
Shall  once  agam  its  beams  display. 
And  with  it  he  again  may  rise. 
To  greet  with  joy  her.  dawning  eyes. 
Tell  her,  as  all  thy  motions  stand. 
Unless  recruited  by  her  hand, 

i  Madam  de  Pompadour. 
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So  shall  ray  Kfe  fbq»^  to  move; 

Unlew  each  da;  the  fiiir  I  l«ve  *   , 

Shall  new  repeattnl  Tigovr  five 

With  smile*,  and  make  me  fit  to  tiTe. 

Tell  her,  when  far  from  her  I  stray. 

How  oft  I  chide  thy  slow  delay ; 

Bat  when  beneath  her  smiles  I  lire, 

BleH'd  with  all  joys  the  gods  can  give. 

How  often  I  reprove  thy  naste, 

Aad  think  each  preciqiis  moment  fliet  too  fast 


BELPHEGOR, 
APABMk 

noM  lucHuni*  ^ 
.•Fogit  indignata  sub  nmbrai.    Vhrg. 


Tn*.  infernal  monarch  once,  as  stories  tell* 
Review'd  his  subjects  from  all  parts  of  Hell ;  ^ 
Around  hit  throne  nnnumberM  millions  wait, 
He  scarce  belier'd  his  empire  was  so  great ; 
Still  as  each  pa»*d,  he  ask'd  with  iHendly  care 
What  crime  had  cant'd  their  faH,  and  brongfat 

them  there: 
Scarce  one  he  questionM,  bat  rep1y*d  the  same, 
Aad  on  the  marriage  noose  layM  all  the  blame ; 
Thence  ev*ry  fatal  errour  of  their  lives 
They  aU  deduce,  and  all  aocose  their  wivei. 

Then  to  his  peers  and  potentates  around. 
Thus  Satan  spoke;  Hell  trembled  with  the  sound. 

**  My  friends,  what  vast  advantag««  would  flow 
To  these  onr  realms  ?  could  we  but  fully  know 
The  form  and  natwre  of  these  marriage  chains, 
That  send  such  crowds  to  oi^  iofemal  plains: 
Let  some  bold  pa;lriotthe%who  dares  to  ihow 
His  gen*rout  love  to  this  oi!ir  st^e  below. 
For  hb  dear  ceaatry's  good  the  task  essay. 
And  animate  awhile  some  human  day ; 
Ten  y^rs  in  marriage  bonds  he  shall  reniaiii, 
Enjoy  its  pleasures,  and  endure  its  pain. 
Then  to  his  friends  returned,  with  truth  relate 
The  nature  of  the  matrimonial  state.^       [prov'd : 

He  spoke ;  the  listening  crowds  his  scheme  ap- 
But  whoso  much  his  prince  or  country  lov*d. 
As  thus,  with  fearless  heart,  to  undertake 
This  hymeneal  trial,  for  their  sake  ? 

At  length  with  one  consent  they  all  propoae 
That  fortune  shall  by  lot  the  task  impose  i 
The  dreaded  chance  on  bold  Belpbegor  fell. 
Sighing  h'  obey'd,  and  took  his  leaf e  of  Hell. 

First  in  fair  Florence  he  was  pleas'd  to  fix. 
Bought  a  large  house,  fine  plate,  a  coach  and  sis ; 
Dressed  rich  and  gay,  play*d  high,  drank  bard,  and 

whor'dy 
And  liv'd,  in  short,  in  all  things  like  a  lord : 
His  feasts  were  plenteous,  and  his  wines  were  strong, 
So  poets,  priests,  and  pimps,  hts  table  throng. 
Bring  dedications,  sermons,  whores,  and  plays, 
The  0evil  was  ne'er  so  flattered  in  bis  days : 
The  ladies  too  were  kind,  each  tender  dame 
Sigh'd,  when  she  mentioa*d  Roderigo^s  name ; 
For  so  he 's  calPd :   rich,  young,  aud  deboonair. 
He  reigns  sole  monarch  of  the  longing  fair ; 
No  daughter,  sure,  of  Eve  could  e'er  escape 
The  Devil,  when  clothed  in  such  a  tempting  shape. 

One  nymph  at  length,  superior  to  the  rest,  i 

Gay,  beaotiftil,  and  young,  insphr'd  his  breast; 


POEMS. 

Soft  looks  and  ■ghshis  paMJ on  apoD  betrayed. 
Awhile  he  wooe,  then  w^eds  the  knvely  mmid. 
I  shall  not  now,  to  grace  oy  tale,  relate,      [ststc^ 
What  feasts,  what  balk,  what  dreases,  posap  an^ 
Adom*d  their  uoptial  day,  lest  it  liioald  aeea 
As  tedious  to  the  reader  as  to  him. 
Who,  big  with  expectation  of  dehgbt. 
Impatient  watted  Ibr  the  happy  night; 
The  happy  night  is  eome,  his  kmging  armi 
Press  dose  the  yi^ing  maid  in  all  her  charvs, 
The  yielding  maid,  who  now  wo  lot^tr  ooy 
With  equal  ardevr  loves,  and  gives  a  kwae  to  jof : 
Disiolv*d  in  bliss  more  exquisite  tfiaa  aH 
He  e'er  bad  felt  m  Heav's,  bdbre  his  laU, 
With  lapture  dinfiagto  his  lovely  bride. 
In  murmurs  to  himself  Belpbegor  cry'd,      [feais  f 
**  Are  ^Mse  the  marriage  cfaaim?  are  tbeae  my 
Oh,  had  my  ten  but  been  ten  thousand  y^ais  !** 

But  ah,  these  happy  moments  last  not  long ! 
For  in  one  month  his  wife  has  found  her  toogne; 
All  thoughts  of  love  and  tenderness  are  lost. 
Their  only  aim  is  who  shall  squander  most; 
She  dreams  of  nothing  now  ^ut  being  fine. 
Whilst  he  is  ever  guzzling  nasty  wine ; 
She  longs  for  jewels,  equipage,  and  plate. 
And  he,  sad  man !  sta3rs  oat  so  very  late  ? 
Hence  ev*ry  day  domcstie  wars  are  bred, 
A  trace  is  hardly  kept  while  they  *re  abed ; 
They  wrangle  all  day  long,  and  then  at  nigh^ 
Like  wooing  cats,  at  once  they  love  and  fi^it. 

His  riches  too  are  with  hb  quiet  flown. 
And  they  onee  spent,  all  friends  of  course  are  gofie  | 
The  sum  design*d  his  whole  ten  y^eart  to  laat. 
Is  all  consnm'd  before  the  first  is  past: 
Where  shall  he  hide  }  ah,  whither  must  he  fly  ? 
Legions  of  duns  abroad  in  ambnsh  lie. 
For  fear  of  them,  no  more  he  dares  to  rosLm, 
And  the  worst  dou  of  all,  his  wife  's  at  hooie. 

Qmite  tir'd  at  length  with  such  a  wretched  Ii6^ 
He  flies  one  night  at  once  from  debts  and  wife; 
Bat  ere  the  moraiog  dawn  bis  flight  is  known; 
And  crowds  pursue  him  close  from  town  to  town: 
He  quits  the  public  nmd,  and  wandering  strays 
Through  onfirequented  iroods,  and  pathless  ways; 
At  last  with  joy  a  little  form  he  sees. 
Where  liv'd  a  good  old  man,  in  health  and  ease ; 
Matthew  his  name:  to  him  Belph^por  gocs» 
And  begs  proCeetlon  from  pursuing  foes. 
With  tean  relates  his  BMlancholy  case, 
Telb  him  from  whence  he  came,  and  who  be  was, 
And  vows  to  pay  for  his  reception  well. 
When  next  he  shonkl  receive  his  rents  from  HeH; 
The  fermer  hears  his  tsJe  with  pitying  ear. 
And  bids  him  live  in  peace  and  sdety  there; 
Awhile  be  did ;  no  duns,  no  noise,  or  strife^ 
Disturb'd  him  there ;    tor  Matt  had  ne'er  a  wif^ 
But  ere  few  weeks  in  this  retreat  are  past 
Matt  too  himself  becomes  a  dun  at  last; 
Demands  his  promised  pay  with  heat  and  rage. 
Till  thus  Belphegor's  wovda  his  wrath  assuage. 

**  My  friend,  wedevils,  like  English peen,"hecTy^ 
**  Though  free  from  law,  are  yet  by  honour  tyHI; 
Though  tradesaicn*s  cheating*  biHs  J  soon  to  vic^ 
I  pay  all  debts  that  are  by  honoor  doe; 
And  therefore  have  contrived  long  sinoe  a  way. 
Beyond  all  hopes  thy  kindness  to  repay; 
We  subtile  spirits  can,  yon  know,  with  ease 
Posst'ss  whatever  human  breasts  we  please, 
With  sadden  frenzy  can  overcast  the  mind. 
Let  passions  loose,  and  canlive  reason  bind: 
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Thus  I  three  mortal  bosoms  will  infest, 
And  force  them  to  apply  to  you  for  rest ; 
Vast  sums  for  cure  they  willingly  shall  pay, 
Thrice,  and  but  thrice,  your  pow'r  I  will  obey." 
^  He  spoke,  then  fled  unseen,  like  mshing  wind, 
And  breathless  left  his  mortal  frame  behhid : 
The  corpse  is  quickly  known,  and  news  is  spread 
That  Roderigo  's  in  the  c|,esert  dead  ; 
His  wife  in  fashionable  grief  appears, 
Sighs  for  one  day,  then  mourns  two  tedious  years. 

A  beauteous  maid,  who  then  in  Florence  dwelt. 
In  a  short  time  unusual  symptoms  felt ; 
Physicians  came,  prescrib*d,  then  took  their  fees. 
But  none  could  find  the  cause  of  her  disease ; 
Her  parents  thought  *t  was  love  disturbed  her  rest, 
But  all  the  leam'd  agreed  she  was  possessM ; 
In  vaio^he  doctors  all  their  art  apply'd, 
In  vain  the  priests  their  holy  trump'ry  try'd ; 
No  pray'rs  nor  med'cines  could  the  demon  tame, 
Till  Matthew  heard  the  news,  and  hastening  came : 
He  asks  five  hundred  pounds ;  the  money 's  pay*d ; 
He  forms  the  magic  spell,  then  cures  the  maid : 
Hence  chas'd,  the  Dev'l  to  two  rich  houses  files. 
And  makes  their  heirs  successively  his  prize, 
Who  both,  by  Matthew's  skill  relieved  fix)m  pains. 
Reward  his  wondrous  art  with  wondrous  gains. 

And  now  Belphegor,  having  thrice  obey'd. 
With  reason  thinks  his  host  Js  folly  pay*d ; 
Next  free  to  range,  to  Gallia's  king  he  flies, 
As  dev*ls  ambitions  ever  love  to  rise ; 
Black  hideous  scenes  distract  his  royal  mind. 
From  all  he  seeks  relief,  but  none  can  find, 
And  vows  vast  treasures  shall  his  art  repay, 
Whoe'er  can  chase  the  strange  disease  away: 
At  length,  instructed  by  the  voice  of  fame. 
To  Matthew  sends;  poor  Matt  reluctant  came ; 


He  knew  his  pow*r  expir'd,  refused  to  try, 
But  all  excuses  faiVd ;  he  must,  or  die ; 
At  last  despairing  he  the  task  essayM, 
Approached  the  monarch's  ear,  and  whisp*ring  said : 

"  Since  force,  not  choice,  has  brought  thy  servant 
here. 
Once  more,  Belphegor,  my  petitidb  hear. 
This  once  at  my  request,  thy  post  resign. 
And  save  my  life,  as  once  I  rescuM  thine." 

Cruel  Belphegor,  deaf  to  his  request, 
Disdained  his  pray*rs,  and  made  his  woes  a  jest; 
With  tears  and  sighs  he  beg*d,  and  beg'd  agaui. 
Still  the  ungrateful  fiend  but  mock'd  his  pain; 
Then  turning  round  he  told  th'  expecting  courts 
This  dev'l  was  of  a  most  malignant  sort; 
And  that  he  could  but  make  one  trial  more. 
And  if  that  fail'd,  he  then  must  give  him  o'er  t 
Then  placing  num*rous  drums  and  trumpets  round. 
Instructed  when  he  mov*d  his  hand  to  sound,     ^ 
He  whisper*d  in  his  patient's  ear  again, 
Belphegor  answer'd,  all  his  arts  were  vain : 
He  gives  the  sign,  they  sound ;  th*  outrageous'din 
Startles  the  king,  and  frights  the  Dev'l  within ; 
He  asks  what  *t  is,  and  vows  that  in  his  life 
He  ne'er  had  heard  the  like — except  his  wife; 
"  By  Heav'n's !  't  is  she,"  Matt  cries,  "  you  'd  belt 

be  gone. 
She  comes  once  nM>re  to  seize  you  for  her  own ;" 
Belphegor,  frighted,  not  one  word  replies. 
But  to  th*  infernal  i>hades  for  refuge  flies ; 
There  paints  a  dreadful  sketch  of  marry'd  lives, 
And  feelingly  confirms  the  charge  on  wives : 
Matthew,  o'erpay'd  with  honours,  fame,  and  fees. 
Returns  to  bless*d  obscurity  and  ease. 
With  joy  triumphant  lo  pa»n  sings. 
And  vows  to  deal  bo  more  with  dev'is  or  kings* 


LIB.  III.  CARMEN  IX. 

DIALOGUS  HORATII  ET  LYDIJE. 


BORAT. 

DoNtc  gratus  eram  tibi. 

Nee  quisquam  potior  brachia  eandida 

Cervici  jovenis  dabat, 

Persarum  vigui  vege  baatior. 


A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEBN  THB  RIGHT  HON.  HBMRT  PBLHAH  AND 
MADAM  POPULARITY  >. 

m  imTATION  OP  HOKACB,  BOOK  III.  OM  IX. 


Wbiut  I  was  pleasing  in  your  eyes. 
And  you  was  constant,  chaste,  and  wise  ; 
Ere  yet  you  had  your  favovirs  granted 
To  ev'ry  knave  or  fool  who  canted. 
In  peaceful  joy  I  pass'd  each  hour. 
Nor  envy'd  Walpole's  wealth  and  pow*r. 


>  From  the  commencemeot  of  the  Spanish  war 
in  1739,  to  the  treaty  of  Aix-la^-Cbapdle,  signed 
October  7, 1748,  the  land-tax  was  raised  from  two 
shillings  to  four  shillings.  In  1749  it  was  lowered 
to  three  shillings,  at  which  rate  it  was  ooatfnued 
till  1752,  when  Mr.  Pelham,  at  that  time  the  mi- 
nister, reduced  it  to  two  shillings,  at  which  rate  it 
continued  till  the  time  of  his  d<»ith  in  1754.  This 
was  one,  amongst  others,  of  those  popular  mea- 
sures which  gilded  the  evening  of  this  mUiister'a 
life,  and  rendered  his  death  an  object  of  public  la- 
mentation. To  this  event  we  owe  this  happy  im»- 
tetion,  wrote  soon  altar  the  land-tax  act  of  that 
year  passed.  -  £. 
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Donee  non  aU4  magis 

Arsisti,  neque  erat  Lydia  poit  Chloen, 

Multi  Lydia  nominis 

fiomani  vigui  clarior  Ilii. 


Me  tuoc  TbresM,  Chloe  regit, 

Dulces  docta  inodos,  et  citbaroB  sciens ; 

Pro  qui  non  n^etuam  mori, 

Si  parcant  anims  fata  supefttiti. 


Me  torret  Oace  mutuft 
Thurini  Calais  fiJius  Omltbi; 
Pro  quo  bis  patiar  mori, 
Si  parcant  puero  fata  superstiti. 


BORAT. 

Quod  si  prisca  redtt  Venus, 
Diductosque  jugo  cogit  aenco : 
Si  flava  excutitur  Chloe, 
Ejectssque  patet  janua  Lydise  ? 


Quanquam  sidere  pulcbrior 

Ule  est ;  tu  levior  cortice,  et  improbo 

Iracundior  Adria : 

Tecum  yivere  amem^  tecum  obeam  Ubens. 


MADAM  POPULAtmr. 


Wbilc  I  possessed  your  love  alone. 
My  heart  and  voice  were  all  your  own; 
But  on  iny  soul  't  would  vex  a  saint. 
When  I  've  most  reason  for  complaint. 
To  hear  you  thus  begin  to  scold  ; 
Think  on  Britannia !  proud  and  old  ! 
Are  not  her  interests  all  your  theme. 
Your  daily  labour,  nightly  dream  ? 

H.  PEUJAM. 

My  just  regard  I  can't  deny 
For  her  and  her  procperity ; 
Nor  am  ashamed  it  is  so  great. 
That,  to  deliver  her  from  debt. 
From  foreign  wars  and  civil  strife, 
I  M  freely  sacrifice  my  life. 

MADAM  POPULAtriY. 

To  her  your  warmest  vows  are  plighted. 
For  her  I  cv'ry  day  am  slighted  ; 
Her  welfare  always  is  preferr*d, 
And  my  neglected  voice  unheard  : 
Examples  numerous  I  could  mention, 
A  peace  !  bad  as  the  old  convention  ; 
Money  reduced  to  three  per  cent. 
No  pity  on  the  poor  who  lent; 
Armies  that  must  for  ever  stand. 
And  still  three  shillings  laid  on  land. 


Suppose  now,  madam,  I  was  willing 
For  once  to  bate  this  grievous  shilling. 
To  humour  you — I  know  »t  is  wrong. 
But  you  have  such  a  cursed  tongue  ! 

MADAM  popuLAarnr. 

Why  then,  though  rough  as  winds  or  seas. 
You  scorn  all  little  arts  to  please. 
Yet  thou  art  honest,  faith,  and  I 
With  thee  alone  will  liv-e  and  die. 


A  SIMILE. 

CoRtKNA,  in  the  country  bred, 
Harbour'd  strange  notions  in  her  head, 
Notions  in  town  quite  out  of  fashion ; 
Such  as  that  love's  a  dangerous  passion. 
That  virtue  is  the  maiden's  jewel, 
And  to  be  safe,  she  must  be  cruel. 

"Dius  arm*d  she  'ad  long  secured  her  honour 
From  all  assaults  yet  made  upon  her. 
Had  scratch'd  th*  impetuous  captain's  hand, 

TfiiH  tnm  th«k  |«WAr*ii  irovn  nnH  hanH. 


They  saw  and  lik'd :  the  siege  beg:im : 
Each  hour  he  some  advantage  won. 
He  ogled  first; — she  tum*d  away  ;— 
But  met  his  eyes  the  following  day : 
Then  her  reluctant  hadd  he  seiees, 
That  soon  she  gives  htm,  when  be  pleases : 
Her  ruby  lips  he  next  attacks :  — 
She  struggles;— in  a  while  she  smacks : 
Her  snowy  breast  he  then  invades ; — 
That  yields  too  after  some  parades  ; 
And  of  that  fortress  once  posseas'd. 
He  auicklv  niAstmv  all  th«  n>st. 
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At  first  to  Hanoirer  a  plom 
Was  sent: — ^They  said — A  trivial  sum, 
Bat  If  he  went  one  tittle  further, 
They  ▼ow»d  and  nwore  they  *d  cry  out  niinrder: 
£re  long  a  larger  sum  is  wanted ; 
Tbey  pisbM  and  irown'd— hut  still  they  granted : 
He  push'd  for  more,  and  more  agen— 
"Well — Money's  better  sent  than  men : 
Here  virtue  made  another  stand. — 
Ko>— not  a  man  shall  leave  the  land. 
What  ? — net  one  regiment  to  Embden  ? 
They  start— but  now  they  're  fairly  hem*d  in : 
These  soon,  and  many  more  are  sent  ;^- 
They  *re  silent — silence  gives  consent 
Our  troops,  they  now  can  plainly  see, 
May  Britain  guard  in  Germany : 
Hanoverians,  Hessians,  Prussians 
Are  paid,  t*  oppose  the  French  and  Russians : 
Nor  scruple  they  with  truth  to  say. 
They  're  fighting  for  America : 
No  more  they  make  a  fiddle-faddle 
About  an  Hessian  horse  or  saddle ; 
No  more  qf  continental  measures. 
No  more  of  wasting  British  treasures ; 
Ten  millions  and  a  vote  of  credit — 
T  is  right — he  can't  be  wrong  who  did  it: 
They  're  fairly  sous'd  o*er  head  and  eani» 
And  cor'd  of  all  their  rustic  fears. 


PASSAGE  IN  OSSIAN  VERSIFIED, 

Thb  deeds  of  ancient  days  shall  be  my  theme; 
O  Lora,  the  soft  murmurs  of  thy  stream, 
Thy  trees,  Oarmallar,  rustling  in  the  wind. 
Recall  those  days  with  pleasure  to  my  mind. 
See*8t  thou  that  rock,  from  whose  heath-cover'd 
crown,  ^ 

Melvlna,  three  old  bended  firs  look  down  ? 
Green  is  the  plain  which  at  its  feet  is  spread. 
The  mountain -flower  there  sl^akes  its  milk-white 
Two  stones,  memorials  of  departed  wort^,   [head ; 
Uplift  their  moss-cap'd  heads,  half  sunk  in  earth ; 
T\\e  mountain  deer,  that  crop  the  grass  around. 
See  the  pale  ghosts  who  guard  the  sacred  ground. 
Then  starting  fly  the  place,  and  at  a  distance  bound. 


oirsnniGTHi 
EARL  OF  CHESTERFIELD  AT  A  BALL, 

AT  BATH. 

warnsM  nt  1770. 
Ik  times  by  selfishness  and  faction  sourM, 


Admires  the  foir,  enjoys  the  sprightly  ball, 
Deig^  to  be  pleas'd,  and  therefore  pleases  all. 
Hence,  though  unable  now  this  style  to  hit, 
Leara  what  was  once  politeness,  ease,  and  wit 
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Crowii*d  be  the  man  with  lasting  praise. 

Who  first  contrived  the  pin 
From  vicious  steeds  to  loose  a  chaise, 

And  save  the  necks  within. 

See  how  they  prance,  and  bound,  and  skip. 

And  all  control  disdain ; 
Defy  the  terroure  of  the  whip^ 

And  rend  the  silken  rein  ; 

Awhile  wc  try  if  art  or  strength 

Are  able  to  prevail ; 
But  hopeless,  when  we  find  at  length 

ThJit  all  our  efforts  fail. 

With  ready  foot  the  spring  we  press. 

Out  flies  the  magic  plug. 
Then,  disengag'd  from  all  distress. 

We  sit  quite  safe  and  snug. 

The  pamper'd  steeds,  their  freedom  gained. 

Run  off  foil  speed  together; 
But  having  no  plan  ascertaiaM, 

They  run  they  know  not  whither. 

Boys,  who  love  mischief  and  a  course. 

Enjoying  this  disaster. 
Bawl,  "  Stop  them !  Stop  them !"  till  they  Ve  hoarK^ 

But  mean  to  drive  them  futer. 

Each  claiming  now  his  native  right, 

Scorns  to  obey  his  brother  j 
So  they  proceed  to  kick  and  bit«, 

And  worry  one  another. 

Hung^  at  last,  and  blind,  and  lame. 

Bleeding  at  nose  and  eyes ; 
By  sufferings  growing  mighty  tame. 

And  by  experience  wise  5 

With  bellies  fnll  of  liberty. 

But  void  of  oats  and  hay; 
They  both  sneak  back,  their  folly  gee, 

And  run  no  more  away. 

Let  all  who  view  th*  instructive  ftcene. 

And  patronize  the  plan, 
Give  thanks  to  Glo'ster's  honest  dean. 

For,  Tucker ',— thou  »rt  the  man* 
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ANODE. 
Pindanim  quifqais  stodet  smulari. 
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Kgatiom,  periiaps,  may  make  me  paital  to  ils 
inertts,  as  to  tlie  publication  of  it  I 
for  this  o|>portiiiuty  of  aisvbi 
I  anil 

MTLORD, 


THE  EARL  OF  CARUSLE. 

MY  LORDy 

I  BEG  leave  to  present  to  jomr  lordahip  the  fol- 
lowing ode;  for  at  whose  ahrioe  caa  it  be  ofiered 
with  more  propriety  than  at  joor  lonUiip's,  whoae 
laste  for  poetry,  as  weB  as  for  every  otber  part  of 
polite  literature,  is  so  justly  and  so  oniTenaUy 
ackaowled){ed  ?  Your  lordship  has  yoofself  ande 
BO  inconsiderable  fignre  in  tfie  lyric ;  bat  I  will 
not  so  much  Batter  yon,  even  in  a  dedication,  as 
to  affims  that  yon  have  perfectly  succeeded.  I 
allow,  that  the  very  few  pieces  with  which  yon 
have  fovoored  the  public,  are  as  elegant  and  bean- 
tifol  as  any  in  our  huignage :  I  own,  that  in  every 
one  of  them  there  are  just  conception,  lively  in 
ginatioD,  correct  expressioa,  and  clear  connaction ; 
but  I  know  your  lordship's  goodness  wtD  pardon 
me,  when  I  presume  to  assert,  that  all  these  ex- 
cellences are  utterly  repugnant  to  the  nohla 
frenzy  and  sublime  obscurity  of  the  ode ;  both 
)pMch  are  suffidently  visiMe  hi  this,  which  I  have 
here  the  honour  to  faiy  before  your  lordship,  and 
which  I  take  to  be  a  model  of  perfection :  my  ob- 


advantages  of  the  British  empire,  because  they  re- 
fuse to  submit  to  the  authority  and  jurisdiction  of 
the  British  legislature;  offering  at  the  same  time 
to  enter  into  alliance  of  fnendship  aod  treaties  of 
commerce  with  them,  as  with  any  other  sovereign 
independent  state.  Not  any  one  of  those  who  are 
recorded  in  the  history  of  this  country  in  the  re- 
nowned list  of  her  ablest  statesmen,  had  be  lived 
at  this  time,  could  have  foreseen  with  more  saga^ 
city  what  was  likely  to  happen  from  that  sad  busi* 
nes%  or  with  g^reater  wisdom  provided  a  remedy  to 
prevent  it,  than  what  the  deao*s  propositions  con- 
tained. But,  alas !  they  were  not  attended  to  by 
those  who  only  at  that  time  could  endeavour  to 
carry  them  into  execution  ^  and,  aiier  a  long  strug- 
gle, in  which  much  blood  was  spilt,  enormous  trea- 
sures wasted,  and  two  British  armies  compelled  to 
go  into  captivity,  the  parent  state  suffered  the  dis- 
grace of  being  compelled  to  surrender  that,  of 
which  the  dean  of  Gloucester  long  before,  with  the 
soundest  policy,  advised  her  to  make  a  frec-wift 
offering.  This  pamphlet  was  the  foundation  of  the 
preceding  short  poem,  written  about  a  year  after 
it,  in  which  the  author,  with  that  conciseness  as  to 
the  matter,  and  humour  in  the  manner,  so  peculiar 
to  himself,  recommends  and  supports  the  dean*s 


yonr  lordship's  most  devtHed  and 

obedient  fanable  mnrnatf 

THE  EDTIOB. 


PRBFACB. 

Ths  following  ode  was  found  in  the  ciAinet  of  a 
late  celebrated  writer;  and  b  esteemed,  by  the 
best  judges,  to  be  the  moet  perfect  composition  of 
the  kind  that  is  any  where  to  be  met  with  anaongst 
the  productions  of  the  numerous  lytic  poets  of  ido- 
dem  times. 

That  learned  and  judicimis  critic,  I>r.  Joseph 
Trap,  in  his  Prslectiones  Poeticae,  thus  deacribei 
the  most  excellent  composers  of  lyric  poems  or 
odes:  Gooceptus  omnhim  ardentissimi ;  a  toI^ 
garibus  cogitatb  remotiSBimi ;  methodum  fagere 
videntur;  transitiones  afbctant,  qus  nuHa  arte 
fieri  videntur,  nihilo  licet  plus  artis  instt.  Senten- 
tiarum  nexus  et  copulas  negligere  amant ;  niodo 
abrupto  et  improviso  poema  incipiunt,  et  finumt; 
et  fiirore  quodam  usitatis  legibus  et  regufis  supe- 
riore,  ah  hoc  ad  illud  devolant,  nulla  loqueadi  for- 
mulis  venia  vel  obtenta  prius,  ant  petita.  Which, 
for  the  benefit  of  ladies  and  r  gentlemen,  I  thus 
translate:  "  Their  conceptions  are  the  most  daring 
and  most  remote  from  all  vulgar  ideas,  or  oommoa 
sense ;  they  seem  to  fiy  frum  all  mi^hod  ;  they 
affect  transitions,  which  appear  to  be  void  of  afl 
art,  though  in  them  there  is  a  |reat  deal ;  they 
are  fond  of  neglecting  all  connections;  they  begin 
and  end  th^r  poem  in  a  manner  abrupt,  sadden, 
and  unexpected ;  and,  with  a  madness  superior  to 
all  the  laws  and  rules  of  ^ting,  dash  about  horn 
one  thing  to  another,  without  obtaining  pardon,  or 
even  coudesceading  to  ask  it."  These  rales  Yanrt 
been  observed  with  grent  diligence,  and  some  suc- 
cess, by  most  of  the  writers  of  modem  odes ;  baft 
have  never  been  adhered  to  with  that  happy  ex- 
actness, as  in  the  piece  which  is  now  before  us.  R 
begins  in  a  manner  the  most  abrupt  and  unex- 
pected, and  ends  as  abnxptty  as  it  b^ins.  Itopens 
with  a  most  sublime  speech  of  a  giant,  supposed  to 
have  run  mad  fiom  some  disappointment  in  ambi- 
tion or  love ;  and  this,  in  conformity  to  the  strict- 
est laws  of  criticism,  and  the  example  of  our  most 
admired  writers  of  odes,  is  so  artificially  contrived. 
that  the  reader,  however  sagacious  he  may  be, 
cannot  possibly  discover,  before  be  arrives  at  the 
end  of  the  second  stanza,  whether  it  is  the  ^ecch 
of  the  giant  or  the  poet,  or  any  speech  at  au. 

The  transition  from  the  giant's  %>eech,  to  that 
beautiful  description  of  the  moroing,  is  truly  Pin- 
daric ;  the  sudden  apostrophe  to  the  Sun  is  per- 
fectly suMhne ;  and  that  to  the  Moon  no  less  tea-^ 
der  and  pathetic :  the  descriptions  of  the  four  sea- 
sons are  wonderfully  picturesque,  and  are  not,  ss 
usual,  copies  drawn  from  the  scenery  of  ItaUaa 
groves,  and  the  plains  of  Arcadia,  but  true  orip- 
nals,  taken  on  the  spot  in  oM  ibifland|  aod  foraisi 
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'  ideas  euttretjr  mw.  And  tbe  addreiB  to  Liberty, 
hich  concludes  this  admirable  ode,  is  Ht  superior 
>  any  things  of  Ibat  kind  with  which  we  areso  fre- 
uently  enteriahied  by  our  most  admired  poets ; 
3  it  is  more  expressive  of  the  true  sense  and  ipirit 
r  an  Englishman.  '^ 

Just  and  lively  pictures  are  the  very  e»ence  of 
n  ode,  as  weH  as  of  an  auctioo-room,  whether 
lere  are  any  proper  places  to  hang  ^em  in  or 
ot ;  and  such  there  are  in  the  narrow  compass  of 
his  little  piece,  of  every  thing  that  is  great  and 
eautiful  in  nature ;  of  the  morning  rising  from  the 
cean  ;  of  the  Sun,  the  Moon,  and  the  planetary 
ystem  |  of  a  giant  and  a  hermit ;  of  woods,  rocks, 
nd  mountains,  and  the  seasons  of  the  revolving 
rear :  and  in  all  these,  the  images  are  so  entirely 
lew,  the  transitions  so  sudden  and  unexpected,  so 
t)id  of  all  apparent  art,  yet  not  without  much  of 
hat  which  is  qnite  invisible ;  the  thoughts  are  so 
ublime,  so  distant  iirom  all  vulgar  ideas  or  com^ 
non  sense,  that  the  judicious  reader  will  scarcely 
ind  in  it  a  single  deviation  from  the  severest  laws 
>f  just  criticism;  and  if  he  can  peruse  this  incom- 
>arabla  work  without  an  enthusiastic  admiration, 
le  ought  to  conclude,  that  whatever  delight  he 
may  receive  from  poetry  of  other  kindn,  he  is  one 
>f  those  unfortunate  geniuses  who  have  no  taste  for 
that  most  sublime  speeles  of  it,  the  ode. 


ODE. 

"  Tix  combat  Nature,  interrupt  her  ooune. 
And  baffle  all  her  stated  laws  by  force ; 
Tear  from  its  bed  the  deeply-rooted  pine. 

And  hurl  it  up  the  craggy  mouptain's  side ; 
Divert  the  tempest  from  its  destinM  line, 

And  stem  the  torrent  of  th'  hnpetnens  tide ; 
Teach  the  dull  ox  to  dance,  the  ass  to  play. 
And  even  obstinate  Americans  f  obey. 

'*  like  some  dread  Herald,  tigers  I  '11  compel 
In  the  same  field  with  stags  in  peace  to  dwell : 
The  rampant  lion  now  erect  shall  stand. 

Now  codchant  at  my  fieel  shall  lie  depress'd ; 
And  K  he  dares  but  question  my  command. 

With  one  strong  blow  I  '11  halve  him  to  a  crest" 
Thus  spoke  the  giant  Gogmagog:  the  sound 
Reverberates  from  all  the  echoing  rocks  aroond. 

Now  Morning,  rob'd  in  safiron-colour'd  gown. 
Her  head  with  pink  and  pea-green  ribliands 
dress'd. 
Climbs  the  celestial  staircase,  and  looks  down 
From  out  the  gilt  balcony  of  the  east ; 
From  whence  around  she  sees 
The  crystal  lakes  and  tufted  trees. 
The  lawns  all  powder'd  o*er  with  straggling  flocks. 
The  scarce^nfighten'd  vales,  and  high  o'ershadow- 
ing  rocks.  > 


Parent  of  lifol  refiilgent  lamp  of  day ! 

Without  whose  genial  animating  ray 

Men,  beasts,  the  teeming  earth,  and  rolling  seas^ 

Courts,  camps,  and  mighty  cities,  in  a  trice 
Must  share  one  common  rate,  intensely  freeze, 

And  all  become  one  solid  mass  of  ice; 
Ambition  would  be  froze,  and  Faction  numb. 
Speeches  congeal'd,  and  orators  be  dumb. 

Say,  what  new  worids  and  systems  you  survey  t 
In  cirelhig  round  your  planetary  way ; 
What  beings  Saturn's  orb  inhabit,  tell. 

Where  cold  in  everlasting  triumph  reigns; 
Or  what  their  frames,  who  unconsumM  can  dwell 

In  Mercury's  red-hot  and  molten  plains ; 
Say  !  for  most  ardently  I  wish  to  know, 
What  bodies  can  endure  eternal  fire  or  snow ! 

And  then,  sweet  Moon !  canst  tell  a  softer  tale; 
To  tbee  the  maid,  thy  likeness,  fair  and  pale, 
In  pensive  contemplation  oft  applies. 

When  parted  from  her  lov'd  and  loving  iwanOt 
And  looks  on  3rou  with  tear-besprinkled  eyes. 

And  sighs  and  looks,  and  looks  and  sighs  again ; 
Say,  for  thou  know'st  what  constant  hearts  endure  ; 
And  by  thy  frequent  changes  teach  the  cure. 

Thy  gentle  beams  the  lonely  hermit  sees 
Qleam  through  the  waving  branches  of  the  trees. 
Which,  high-embow'ring,  shade  his  gloomy  pell. 

Where  undisturbd  perpetual  silence  reigns. 
Unless  the  owl  is  heard,  or  distant  bell. 

Or  thb  wind  whistling  o^er  the  furzy  plains. 
How  blessed  to  dwell  in  this  sequestered  spot: 
Forgetting  parliaments ;  by  them  forgot  1 

Now  lovely  Spring  her  velvet  mantle  spreads, 
.And  paints  with  green  and  gold  the  flow*ry  meads ; 
Fniitrtrees  in  vast  white  periwigs  are  seen. 

Resembling  much  some  antiquated  beau. 
Which  north-east  winds,  that  blow  so  long  and  keen. 

Powder  full  oft  with  gentle  flakes  of  snow ; 
Soft  nightingales  their  tuneftil  vigils  hold. 
And  sweetly  sing  and  shake^and  shake  with  cold. 

Summer  succeeds;  in  ev'nings  soft  and  warm 
Thrice-happy  lovers  saunter  arm  m  arm  ; 
The  gay  and  fair  now  ouit  the  dusty  town. 

O'er  turnpike-roads  incessant  chaises  sweep. 
And,  whirling,  bear  their  lovely  ladings  down, 

To  brace  their  nerves  beneath  the  briny  deep ; 
There  with  success  each  swain  his  nymph  assails. 
As  birds,  they  say,  are  caught— can  we  but  salt 
their  tails. 

Then  Autumn,  more  serene,  if  not  so  bright, 
R^Ies  at  once  Our  palate  and  our  sight ; 
With  joy  the  ruddy  orchards  we  behold. 

And  oif  its  purple  clusters  rob  the  vine ; 
The  spacious  fields  are  oover'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Which  the  glad  fnrmer  counts  as  ready  coin : 
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Nor  wants  ht  beaattet— 4te  the  smnhwimi  glow 
O'er  Ukei  of  crysul  ice,  aod  plains  of  silver  sdow  ! 

Tbns  roll  the  seasons  o*er  Bntaonla's  land. 
But  none  her  free-born  weather  can  command ; 
Seasons  nnlike  to  those  in  senrile  climes. 

Which  o^er  Hispania's  or  Italians  plains 
Dispense,  at  re^lar  and  stated  times. 

Successive  heat  and  cold,  and  drought  and  rains; 
Her's  scorning,  like  her  sous,  to  be  coatrol'd. 
Breathe  beat  in  winter  oft,  and  oft  in  summer  cold. 

Hail,  Liberty,  fair  goddess  of  this  isle ! 
Deign  on  my  verses,  and  oo  roe,  to  smile ; 
Like  them,  unfettered  by  the  bonds  of  scose, 

Permit  us  to  enjoy  life's  transient  dream. 
To  live,  and  write,  without  the  least  pretence 

To  method,  order,  meaniujf,  p'an,  or  scheme : 
And  shield  us  safe  beneath  thy  guardian  wings, 
From  law,  jreligion,  ministers,  and  kings. 


WaOTl  AT  TBI 


COUNTESS  OF  SAUSBVI^Y*S  ASSEMBLY, 

1787. 

FtoM  Salisbury's  garter  dropp*d,th' historian  knows, 
TYC  illustrious  order  so  entitled  rose ! 
Another  Salisbury  now  our  bosoms  warms. 
With  equal  elegance  and  equal  charms. 
Let  then  her  form,  her  trophies,  and  her  name. 
With  justice  be  consignM  to  equal  fame  ; 
Let  kings  with  no  les«  pride  her  garter  wear, 
Then  every  noble  knight  may  have  a  pair. 


EPITAPH 

ON  m.  SAMVEL  JOHNSOK. 


Hire  lies  Sam  Jobnsoa :  ^Reader,  have  a  care. 
Tread  lightly,  lest  you  wake  a  sleeping  bear : 


Rflligioiii^  moral,  geoerom,  and  haaane 
He  was ;  but  self-sufficient,  proud,  and  vain. 
Fond  of,  and  overbeahng  in  dispose, 
A  Christian,  and  a  scholar — bat  a  bc«te. 


on  A  LATE  EXBCEABLE 

ATTEMPT  OS  HIS  MAJESTY'S  LIFE, 
1786. 

LoM  had  our  gradoos  George,  with  gentle  hand. 
And  love  paternal,  Britain't  aceptre  swayed; 

To  render  this  a  firee  and  happy  land. 
Was  all  for  which  he  wisb'd  to  be  obeyU 

With  radiance  bfight,thoagh  mild,  hisThtocssboae, 
For  be  of  every  virtoe  was  possessed. 

Which  can  add  lustre  to  a  monarches  throne^ 
Or  warm  an  undisMmbling  patriot's  breaaL. 

Pattem  of  female  exoellence!  his  toils 
His  royal  consort  ever  soothes  and  shares; 

Imparting  sweet  domestic  bliss,  with  smiles 
'lluit  can  diqierse  the  heaviest  ckwd  of  cnrei. 

Though  Faction,  Disappointment's  restless  cikid. 
Has  sometimes  dar'd  to  interrupt  his  peace  ; 

Yet  aw'd  at  once,  and  cbarm'd,  whene'er  be  saoilM, 
She  bade  disonler  and  confusion  cease. 

Lov'd  and  adored  by  all,  to  all  a  friend. 
Caution  seeraM  needless  to  protect  hb  life  ; 

Till  Hell  and  Madness  sent  alroad  a  fiend. 
And  arm'd  that  fiend  with  a  destructive  knife. 

But  BriUin's  guardian  angd,  who  still  watoh'd 
To  shield  her  imvourite  son  from  every  barm. 

Just  in  tb'  important  moment  trembling  catch'd. 
And  tum*d  aside,  th'  assassinating  arm. 

Let  then  Earth,  air,  and  the  higfa-vaolted  sky. 
With  praises,  pray'rs,  and  load  tbankagivingi 

Joy  fire  each  breast,  and  sparkle  m  each  eye. 
That  Heav'n  has  thus  preserv'd  our  coni^  and 
our  king. 


THE  JMMORTALmr  OF  THE  SOUL. 

TKAIfSLATBD  PSOM  TBS  LATIN  OF 

ISAAC  HAWKINS  BROWNE,  ESQ'. 


ANIMI IMMORTALITATE. 

LIBER  PRIMUS. 

CxTEiA  per  terras  animalia  sorte  fruuntnr 
Quam  sua  coique  dedit  Natnra ;  nee  amplins  optant. 
Solus  homo,  qui  scire  sagax,  cui  snoMna  copido 
Scratari  causas  et  mutua  fosdera  remm, 

■  Isaac  Hawkins  Browne,  esq.  the  son  of  tbe  rer. 
Mr.  Browne,  vicar  of  Burton  on  Trent,  was  edu- 


ONTHS 

IMMORTALTTY  OF  THE  SOUL. 

BOOK  L 

To  all  huferior  animab  t  is  giv*n 
T'  ei^oy  the  state  allotted  them  by  Heav'n  ; 
No  vain  researches  e'er  disturb  their  rest. 
No  fears  of  dark  futurity  molest 

cated  at  Wc^tmiivter  sch^,  from  whence  be  west 
to  Trinity  College,  Cambndxe,  and  afterwards  set- 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ON  THE  IMMORTAUTY  OF  THE  SOUL. 


625 


Vanumiteriogrediiur;  iiignsnainqueiinininetalit, 
Et  cursa  in  medio  Mors  intercludit  euntem. 
Quorsum  isthoc,  si  oil  sapieotia  dia  cre&rit 
Incassum  ?  Quorsum  hssc  divios  semina  lAentii, 
In  proprios  si  non  poterunt  adolescere  fructus  } 
Ccquid  enim  prodest  rerum  cognoscere  uausas; 
Jungere  Venturis  praesentia ;  mente  vagari 
Solem  atque  astra  super,  morituro?  Scilicet  omnei 
Una  manet  Lethi  lex  et  commune  sepulcrum. 
Nonne  ergo  satius  cam  Phyllide  ludere  in  umbra  ^ 
Teque,  Lyaee  pater,  letis  ceiebrare  choreis  ? 
Novit  enim  Bacchus  curas  depellere,  novit 
Prseteriti  sensus  abolere  metumque  futuri. 

Quare  age,  vina  liques:  epuls,  convivia,  lusus, 
Psallere  docta  Cbloe,  citharsque  perita  Neaera, 
Non  absint ;  volucrb  rapj^laetul  dona  diei ; 
Querere  nee  cures  quid  crastina  proferat  bora. 
Atqui  pertesum  est  harum  citb  deliciarum  ; 
Scilicet,  hsc  satiat  vix  dum  libata  vuluptas. 
Ergo  dimissis  quaeramus  seria  nugis. 
Accumuientur  opes ;  ducit  qu6  gloria,  qu6ve 
Ambitio,  stipatus  eas  examine  denso 
Man^  salutantum.    Quid  multa  ?  Hue  denique  e6- 

dem 
Volveris,  ut  claraes  heu!  quantum  in  rebus  inane! 
Quaenam  igitur  teatanda  via  est  ?  Ubi  littus  ami- 

cum? 
Nempe  vides  ut  semper  ayet,  dum  corpore  clausa 

est. 
Mens  alia  ex  aliis  scire,  ac  sine  fine  gradatim 
.£tcmum  (sic  fert  natura)  attingere  veruin. 

Gaudia  quinetiam  non  bsc  fugientia  poscit. 
At  magis  apta  sibi,  vicibusque  obnoxia  nuUis ; 
Gaudia  perpetuum  non  interitura  per  aevum. 

Quare  sume  animum ;  neque  enim  sapentia  dia 
Frustra  operam  impendit  -,  neque  mens  arctabitur 

istis 
LioButibus  quibus  hoc  periturum  corpus ;  at  exsors 
Terrenae  labis  viget,  etemilmque  vigebit : 
Atqne  ubi  corporeis  cmissa,  ut  carcere,  vinclis, 
Libera  cognatum  repetet,  vetus  incola,  coelum, 
Nectareofi  Latices  veri  de  fontc  perenni 
Hauriet,  setheriumque  ipereonis  carpet  amomum. 

At  ver6  dum  vita  maoet  (si  vita  vocanda  est 
Corporis  hiec  caeco  conclusa  putaminc)  torpet 
Vivida  vis  ainimi,  nee  ovantes  explicat  alas. 
Multa  tamen  veteris  retinet  vestigia  stirpis. 
Unde  etenim  tot  res  reminiteitur  ?  Unde  tot  apto 
Ordine  disponit,  mox  et  depromit  in  usus? 
Qaippe  baud  tam  locuples  haec,  tamque  immeoia 

supellex 


tied  in  lincoln^s  Inn,  where  he  engaged  in  the  pro- 
fessioQ  of  the  law.  In  175^  he  published  this 
poem,  De  Animi  Immortalitate,  which  was  univer- 
sally  read,  and  as  universally  admired,  not  only 
for  the  choice  and  arrangement  of  the  matter,  but 
the  purity  of  the  language,  which  Lucretius  him- 
self would  have  acknowledged  as  a  perfect  copy  of 
his  style.    Struck  with  the  arguments,  the  disposi- 


Man,  only  man,  solicitous  to  know 

The  springs  whence  Niiture's  operations  flow, 

Plods  through  a  dreary  waste  with  toil  and  pain. 

And  reasons,  hopes,  and  thinks,  and  lives  in  vain  ; 

For  sable  Death  still  hov'ring  o'er  his  head. 

Cuts  short  bis  progress,  with  his  vital  thread. 

Wherefore,  since  Nature  errs  not,  do  we  find 

These  seeds  c^  Science  in  the  human  mind. 

If  no  congenial  fruits  are  predesigned  ? 

For  what  avails  to  man  this  power  to  roam 

Through  ages  past,  and  ages  yet  to  come, 

T'  expilore  new  worlds  o*er  all  th'  ethereal  way. 

Chained  to  a  spot,  and  living  but  a  day  ? 

Since  all  must  perish  in  one  common  grave. 

Nor  can  these  long  laborious  searches  sa^ve. 

Were  it  not  wiser  far,  supinely  laid, 

To  sport  with  Phillis  in  the  noontide  shade  ? 

Or  at  thy  jovial  festivals  appear. 

Great  Bacchus,  who  alone  the  soul  can  clear, 

From  all  that  it  has  felt,  and  all  that  it  can  fear  ? 

Come  on  then,  let  us  feast:  let  Chloe  sing, 
And  soft  Neasra  touch  the  trembling  string  ^ 
Enjoy  the  present  hour,  nor  seek  to  know 
What  good  or  ill  to  morrow  may  bestow. 

But  these  delights  soon  pail  upon  the  taste; 
Let's  try  then  if  more  serious  cannot  last: 
Wealth  let  us  heap  on  wealth,  or  fame  pursue. 
Let  pow*r  and  glory  be  our  points  in  view  j 
In  courts,  in  camps,  in  senates  let  us  live. 
Our  levees  crowded  like  the  buzzing  hive : 
Each  weak  attempt  the  same  sad  lesson  brings ! 
Alas !  what  vanity  in  human  things ! 

What  means  then  shall  we  try  ?  where  hope  to 
find 
A  friendly  harbour  for  the  restless  mind  ? 
Who  still,  you  see,  impatient  to  obtain 
Knowledge  immense,  (so  Nature's  laws  ordain) 
Ev'n  now,  though  fetterM  in  coporeal  clay. 
Climbs  step  by  ste|»  the  prospect  to  survey. 
And  seeks,  unwearied,  truth's  eternal  ray. 

No  fleeting  joys  she  asks,  which  must  depend 
On  the  frail  senses,  and  with  tl\em  must  end ; 
But  such  as  suit  her  own  immortal  fame. 
Free  from  all  change  eternally  the  same. 

Take  courage  then,  these  joys  we  shall  attain  ; 
Almighty  wisdom  never  acts  in  vain ; 
Nor  shall  the  soul  on  which  it  has  bestow'd 
Such  pow'rs  e'er  perish  like  an  earthly  clod ; 
But  purg'd  at  length  firom  foul  corruption's  stain. 
Freed  from  her  prison  and  unbound  her  chain. 
She  shall  her  native  strength,  and  native  skies  regain: 
To  Heav'n  an  old  inhabitant  return,  [urn. 

And  draw  nectareous  streams  from  truth's  perpetual 

Whilst  life  remains,  (if  life  it  can  be  call'd 
T'  exist  in  fleshly  bondage  thus  enthraird) 
Tir'd  with  the  dull  pursuit  of  worldly  things. 
The  soul  scarce  wakes,  or  opes  her  gladsome  wm^^, 
Yet  still  the  godlike  exile  in  disgrace 
Retains  some  marks  of  her  celestial  race ; 
Else  whence  from  mem'ry's  store  can  she  produce 
Such  various  thoughts,  or  range  them  so  for  use  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


6u 


JENYNS^S  POEMS. 


Corporis  in  cellis  poterit  ttipata  taieri ; 
Aat  vi  corporea  revocari  in  laminifl  ormi. 

nU  etiftm  inTantriz,  vmriat  qos  protaHt  artai, 
AippediUiit  ntm  dmoM  et  tntamen  egcne; 
Nomina  qom  impotuit  rebas,  Tocemque  ligarit 
literulis;  ant  que  degentes  more  ferarum, 
Diiperfoiqae  homines  dedaxit  in  o^ida ;  qaare 
Legibus  edomoit,  todasaoe  coegitm  anom; 
Qturoam  istha»c  nisi  tis  aivinior,  asUieriosque 
Sensos,  et  afliatu  cttlerti  oonctta  virtus  ? 

Jam  <|iionim  undanti  eloquium  fluH  amne,  ni- 
pitque 
Qo6  vetit  affectns,  toDitrnqiie  et  fulgnim  miscet ; 
DiTitias  trahit  onde  suas?  Vigor  igneus  ille 
Nam  mortale  sonat?    Quid  censes  carmina  va- 

tum? 
Sire  etenim  flexn  numerorum  Tique  canon, 
Obleciet  Taria  dulcedine  lapsus  ad  aures ; 
Sen,  speciona  canens  rernm  rairacula,  fictis 
Ludiat  imaginibus,  peragretque  per  intima  cordis; 
Nil  parrum  spirat,  nil  non  sublime  Poeta. 
Cunique  super  terns  qua  fitmt,  qneque  tuemur 
Omni^  curriculo  votventia  semper  eodem, 
Non  explent  animum,  varia  et  magis  ampla  peten- 

tern; 
Sanctus  adest  rates,  per  quern  sublimior  ofrdo% 
Puterior  et  species,  et  mentis  idonea  TOtis 
Exuritur,  vita  spes  auguriuroque  fnturs. 

Quid,  qui  ccelcstes  oAnint  describere  motus ; 
flMera,  qua  circa  solem,  qua  lege  cometa 
Immensum  per  inane  rotentur,  ut  ethere  vasto 
Astra  alia  iUustrent  alios  immota  pianetas; 
Nonne  banc  credideris  mentem,  qu»  nunc  quoque ; 

coslum 
Astraque  pemolitat,  delapsam  ccelitus,  illuc 
Unde  abiit  remeare,  suasque  rerisere  sedes  } 

Qui  tandem  bssc  flerent  nisi  qussdam  in  mente 
subesset 
Vis  sua,  materic  raixtura  immunts  ab  omni  ? 
Cootcia  porrb  sibi  est,  Tult,  nonrult,  odtt,  amat- 

que, 
Et  timet,  et  sperat ;  gaudet,  mceretque  sua  ti 
Ipsa ;  OHnisterio  neque  corporis  indiget  ullo : 
Viribus  ipsa  sub  inter  se  oomparat,  et  res 
S^ungit  rebus;  vaga  dissociataque  Teri 
Membra  minutatim  legit,  ac  concinnat  amic^ 
Elicit  bine  rerum  causas,  atque  artibus  artes 
Hinc  alias  aliis  super  extrutt  ordine  pnlcro ; 
"Bt  magis  atque  magis  summa  ad  fastigia  tendit 
Unde  omnis  series  causarum  apparet,  et  omnis 
Numinis  k  solio  ad  terram  demissa  catena. 
Denique  et  in  sese  descendit,  et  aspictt  iutus 
Rerum  ideas,  quo  qussque  modo  nascantor;    et 

unde 
Cogitet,  ac  prope  jam  sua  qus  sit  (iibrica  noirit 
Tantane  corporea  est  virtus  ?  An  machina  vires 
Percipit  ulla  suas,  aut  quid  sibi  prssbeat  escam  ? 
Omne  etenim  corpus  nihil  est  nisi  machina,  motu 
Impulsa  extemo,  non  interiore  suoque. 

Vulgiigitur  studiis  noli  alts  mentis  acumen 
Metiri ;  ast  illos,  etiam  nunc  lande  recentes, 
Gontemplare  viros  tellus  quos  Attica,  vel  quoi 


I  Si  quis  rem  acntius  introspiciat,  firmmn  ex 
Poesi  sumitur  argnmentum,  magnitudinem  rerum 
magis  illnstrem,  ordinem  magis  perfectum,  et  va- 
rietatem  magis  pulchram  animsB  humane  compla- 
Cere,  qnam  hi  natura  ipsa,  post  lapsum  reperire 
olio  modo  powiti    QuapnoptR-,  con  res  gests,  et 


Can  matter  these  contain,  dispose,  apply  ? 

Can  in  her  cells  such  mighty  treasures  tie? 

Or  can  her  native  force  produce  them  to  the  ejre? 

Whence  is  this  powV,  this  fouudiess  of  all  aits, 
Serving,  adorning  life,  through  all  its  paits^ 
Which  names  impo^,  by  4etters  marlE'd  tkee 
Adjusted  properly  ty  legal  daims,  [vabms, 

From  woods  and  wilds  collected  rude  manfciad. 
And  cities,  laws,  and  governments  design'd  } 
What  can  this  be,  but  some  bright  ray  firMi  Beav*n, 
Some  emanatioo  from  Onmiscience  giv'n  ? 

When  now  the  rapid  stream  of  doqneoce 
Bears  all  before  it,  passion,  reason,  sesM, 
Can  iti  dread  thunder,  or  its  lightning^  force 
Derive  their  essenop  from  a  mortal  source  f 
What  thmk  you  ofthe  Card's  enchanting  art. 
Which,  whether  be  attempts  to  warm  the  heart 
With  fobled  scenes,  or  charm  the  ear  with  riiyme^ 
Breathes  all  pathetic,  loirely,  and  snbUme  ? 
Whilst  things  on  Earth  roll  round  from  age  to  ag^ 
The  same  dull  force  repeated  on  the  stage  ; 
The  poet  gives  us  a  creation  new. 
More  pleasing  and  more  perfect  than  the  tme; 
The  mind,  who  always  to  perfection  hastes. 
Perfection,  such  as  here  she  never  tastes^ 
With  gratitude  accepts  the  kind  deceit. 
And  thence  foresees  a  system  more  complete. 

Of  those  what  think  yon,  who  the  drcKog  i«ee 
Of  suns,  slnd  their  revolving  planets  trace. 
And  comets  joumeyhig  through  unbounded  space? 
Say,  can  yon  doobt,  but  that  th'  all-searching  sool» 
That  now  can  traverse  Heav*n  ftxNn  pole  to  pole. 
From  thence  descendmg  visits  but  this  Earth, 
Aud  shall  once  more  regain  the  regions  of  her  birth  ? 

Could  she  thus  act,  unless  some  power  unkBOwni 
From  matter  quite  distinct  and  all  her  own. 
Supported  and  impeird  her?  She  approves 
Self-conscious,  and  condemns ;  she  bates,  and  loves, 
Mourns,  and  rejoices,  hopes,  and  is  afimid. 
Without  the  body's  unrequested  aid : 
Her  own  internal  strength  her  reason  gnidea. 
By  this  she  now  compares  things,  now  divides. 
Truth's  scattered  fragments  piece  by  piece  collects. 
Rejoins,  and  thence  her  edifice  erects ; 
Piles  arts  on  arts,  effects  to  causes  ties. 
And  rears  th'  aspiring  fobric  to  the  skies : 
From  whence,  as  on  a  distant  plahi  below. 
She  sees  from  causes  consequences  flow. 
And  the  whde  chain  distinctly  comprdicnds. 
Which  finom  th*  Almighty^  throne  to  Eaith  da- 
And  lastly,  turning  ininu^ly  her  eyes,      [soends: 
Perceives  bow  all  her  own  ideas  rise. 
Contemplates  what  she  is,  and  whence  she  came, 
And  almost  comprehends  her  own  amazing  flrame. 
Can  mere  machines  be  with  such  pow'rs  endu^ 
Or,  conscious  of  those  powers,  suppose  they  con^f 
For  body  is  but  a  machine  alone 
Mov*d  l^  external  force,  and  impulse  not  its  own. 

Rate  not  th'  extension  of  the  human  mind 
By  the  plebeian  standard  of  mankind. 
But  by  the  size  of  those  gigantic  few. 
Whom  Oreeca  and  Home  still  oflfer  to  osr  view; 


eventus,  qui  Terv  histrate  siA»pcrantnr,  aoo  wa 
^us  amphtndinis,  in  qua  anima  hnmana  nbi  sstis- 
faciat.  Presto  est  Poesis  qnsi  focta  magis  Heroica 
confingaL— Bacon  de  Augmentis  Scientianim,  fi^ 
ii.    El 
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fioma,  nee  alterutri  ced«Bs  taitt  Aoglia,  nutriz 
Heroum,  dum  ftmpus  erat,  raeUoiibos  annis. 

Quid  tiM  tot  memorem  divino  pectore  Tates, 
Totve  repertores  legum,  fandiTe  potentes  ? 
Quid,  per  qaos  renit  spectanda  scientia ;  dud^m 
Informi  cooperta  ntu,  luoemqoe  perosa? 
Ante  alios  ver6  Baconas,  at  etberius  sol, 
£ffu1geitt,  artes  aditam  patefecit  ad  omiieg. 
Hie  k  figmentts  sophiam  revocavit  ineptis 
Primus;  qu^ue  regit  fida  experientia  gressas, 
Secorum  per  iter,  Newtono  scilicet  idem 
Designalque  viam,  et  prsBcarsor  lampada  tradit 

Illustres  animae !  Si  quid  mortalia  tangunt 
Oelicolas,  si  gentis  adbuc  cura  ulla  Britannai ; 
Vos  precor,  antiquum  vos  instaorate  vigorem ; 
Ut  tandem  excusso  nttamur  ad  ardua  somno, 
Virtutis  verac  memores,  et  laodis  avitJe. 

Nempe  horum  egregias  reor  baud  sine  nmaine 
dotes 
Enasd  potuisse;  Deum  quin  tenpove  in  omai 
Coospersisse,  velut  Stellas,  bine  inde  locorum 
Splendidiora  ani'mi  quasi  quxdam  lumina ;  ut  istis 
Accensa  exemplis  se  degener  effisrat  attas, 
Agnoeeatque  sut  quim  sit  sublimit  origa 

PrKterea  esse  aliqnid  ver^  quod  pertinet  ad  nos, 
Morte  obita,  nemo  secum  non  concipit ;  intus, 
Monstn&tum  est  intus;  testatur  doota  vetustas; 
Publica  yox  clamat ;  neqne  gens  tarn  bartmraquse 

non 
Prospiciat  trans  funus,  et  ulteriora  reqnirat. 

tiincseritur,  tard^cresceos,  et  postfaamamerces, 
^ercu9,  natorum  natis  q  ie  prosit:  et  ingens 
Pyramid  urn  moles  stat  inexpugnabilis  annis. 

Hinc  cura  i:1a  omnis  vivendi  extendere  metas, 
Komine  victuro;  tanti  est  hinc  fama  supi^rstes, 
Ingenio  nt  qu^«^uis  prseceflit,  nulla  recuset 
Ille  subire  pericia,  nee  uUos  ferre  labores. 
Si  mode  venturi  speciem  sibi  vendicet  aeri, 
Okn-iaque  ad  seros  veniat  mansura  nepotes. 

Nonne  videmus  uti  convictus  criminis,  ipso 
Limine  sub  mortis,  culpam  tamen  abnegotomnem; 
Mendax,  ut  sibi  constet  honos  atque  intfgra  foma  ? 
Nempe  animis  hxc  insevit  natura  futuri 
Indicia  obscurasque  ootas;  hinc  solicita  est  mens, 
De  se  posteritas  quid  sentiat ;  at  nihil  ad  nos 
Postera  vox,  erimus  si  nil  nisi  puivis  et  umbra; 
Sera  venit,  cineres  nee  tang^t  fama  quietos. 

Quid  porrb  exequisB  voluere  ?  Quid  anxia  cnra 
Defunctis  super,  et  moles  operosa  seputcri  ? 
Pars  etenim  terr»  mandant  exsangue  cadaver, 
Et  tumulo  Arta  imponunt,  et  sacra  quotaraiis 
Persolvunt ;  tynquam  poecant  ea  muaera  manes: 
Extructa  pars  rit^  pyttUt  oremat  innuper  aftus, 
Colligit  at  eineves,  fldaque  reponit  in  uma ; 
Ut  sic  relliquiss  dumndo  siecula  vincant 

Quid  memorem  fluctn  quo*  divite  NiluA  inundans 
Irrifat?  His  patrius  vam  non  exurare  tenttia. 
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Or  Britain,  wdl-deiervkig  equal  pnm. 
Parent  of  heroes  too  in  better  days. 

Why  sbonld  I  try  her  nnin'rQiis  sons  to  wun^ 
By  Terse,  law,  eloquenoe,  oonsifpVl  to  €wAe  ^ 
Or  ifbo  have  (brcM  §m  Scianoe  tntp  ^ight 
Long  lost  in  darkness,  mad  alraid  «f  Vight? 
0*er  ail  superior,  like  the  solar  ra^, 
First  Bacon  U8her*d  in  tb«  davning  d^yi 
And  drove  Ibe  mistk  of  sophistry  away ; 
Pervaded  nature  with  ama^ipg  feroa, 
Following  experience  still  throughout  his  eoatmp 
And  finishing  at  length  his  destined  way. 
To  Newton  he  beqn^th'd  the  radiimtlaa^of  day* 

Uloftnons  soals !  if  any  tender  cares 
Affect  angelic  breasts  for  man's  affairs. 
If  in  your  present  happy  heav'niy  state. 
You  *re  not  regardless  quite  of  Britain's  fote» 
Let  this  degonerate  land  again  be  bless'd 
With  that  true  vigour  which  she  once  possesti 
Compel  us  to  unfold  our  slumb^iing  eyes. 
And  to  our  ancient  dignity  to  rise. 

Sueh  wondrous  pow^  as  these  must  sure  begiv*B 
For  most  important  purposes  by  Heav'n ; 
Who  bids  these  stars  as  bright  examples  shine. 
Besprinkled  thinly  by  the  hand  divine. 
To  form  to  virtue  each  degenerate  time. 
And  point  out  to  the  soul  its  origin  sublime. 

That  there  's  a  self  which  after  death  shall  IWe, 
All  are  concem'd  about,  and  aU  believe ; 
That  something's  ours,  when  we  from  life  depart. 
This  all  conceive,  all  feel  it  at  the  heart; 
The  wise  of  learn'd  antiquity  proclaim 
This  truth,  the  public  voice  declares  the  same; 
No  land  so  rude  but  looks  beyond  the  tomb 
Fpr  future  prospects  in  a  world  lo  come. 

Hence,  without  hopes  to  be  in  life  repaid. 
We  plant  slow  oaks  posterity  to  shade ; 
And  hence  vast  pyramids,  aspiring  high. 
Lift  their  proud  beads  alaft,  and  time  defy. 

Hence  b  our  love  of  fiime,  a  love  so  strong. 
We  think  no  dangers  great,  or  labouis  long. 
By  which  we  hope  our  betags  to  extend. 
And  to  remotest  times  in  glory  to  4esceod. 

For  fame  the  wretch  beneath  the  gallows  lidi^ 
Disowning  ev'ry  crime  for  which  he  dies; 
Of  life  prduse,  tenacious  of  a  name. 
Fearless  of  death,  and  yet  afraid  of  shame. 
Nature  has  wove  into  the  human  mind 
This  anxioQs  care  lor  names  we  leave  bebiod, 
V  extend  our  narrow  views  beyond  the  tomb. 
And  give  an  earnest  of  a  life  to  come: 
F6r  if  when  dead  we  are  but  dust  or  clay. 
Why  think  of  what  posterity  shall  say  ? 
Her  praise  or  censure  cannot  us  eoncem^ 
Nor  ever  penetrate  the  silent  urn. 

What  mean  the  nodding  plumes,  the  fun^^l 
train. 
And  marble  monument  that  speaks  in  vain. 
With  all  those  cares  which  ev'ry  nation  pays 
To  their  unfeeling  dead  in  different  ways? 
Some  in  the  flower-strewn  grave  the  corpse  have 

laid. 
And  aimual  obsequies  around  it  paid, 
As  if  to  please  the  poor  departed  shade; 
Others  on  blazing  piles  the  body  bum. 
And  store  their  ashes  in  the'iaithful  um  ; 
But  all  in  one  great  principle  agree. 
To  give  a  fancy'd  imuKMrtality. 

Why  should  1  mention  those,  whose  ouzy  soil 
U  renders  fertife  b][,U^'i  iTSflJTO^^g  le 
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NoQ  inhuoMDV  w^ ;  ted  inidMit  coqxinr  prim^m 
VisceribQi,  terf^ntAie ;  dehinc  Tim  tburis  odonun 
Et  pidt  infoiidaDt,  lentoque  bitamiiie  conpleiit : 
Hit  dM^m  etactlfl,  Tittoram  tegmioe  nalto 
ConstringuDty  plurt  at  libi  qaaque  cofamreat  apti ; 
PicU  nuperflcieni  deoorat  Tiveods  imago. 
CFiqae  ade6  ingenita  est  spet,  et  fiduciar  caique 
CoongDaU,  fore  at  menbrf s  jam  mdrte  tolatis 
Rettet  adhoc  oottri  mdior  pari ;  qomm  neqae  €iti 
Via  perimet,  oec  edax  poterit  delere  vetutta& 

ilipioe  qoas  Oangei  interluil  lodicus  omM-. 
niic  geos  bominam  mediot  te  mittit  in  tgom^ 
Bn^^ieos  vitas  $  Tel  ad  ipta  altaria  divfttn 
Spoote  animam  reddit,  percuwa  capidine  csca 
Migrandi,  ledes  obi  fata  ded^re  quietai; 
Ver  ubi  perpetaam,  et  folei  tine  nube  tereoi. 

Nee  vAniM  nxoret  fanii  celebrantor  Eos : 
Nod  ills  laciymia^  noo  foBmiaeo  ulolatu 
FatA  TirAm  ptorant ;  TeriUn  (mirabile  dicta  !) 
CoDSceDdontqae  rogam,  llammaque  Torantor  eft- 

dem. 
NimJrikin  credant  ▼eterum  sic  potie  maricOm 
Ire  ipsaf  comitea,  t«danx|ae  noTare  tub  umbrit. 

A^Moe  qalt  Boreat  vternaque  frigora  spirant, 
loriclat  bello  gentet :  par  omnibnt  ardor ; 
Ptr  lucts  cootemptus  agit  per  tela,  per  ignet, 
IndomiU  Tirtute  ferot :  boo  conciut  oettrum. 
Hot  Tersat  stimolos,  ecqoid  nim  dulcis  imago 
PromisMB  in  patriam  merittt  per  tccula  vitie  ? 

Adde  ittboc  quae  de  campit  narrantar  amoenit 
Elytii,  Stygioque  laca,  Pblegethontit  et  anda. 

Fraade  tacerdotum  tint  b«c  conflcta ;  quid  ad 
rem? 
Kon  fircadi  locos  allot  enim  niti  primit&t  etiet 
Intita  notitiet,  licet  imperfecta,  futori : 
Subttratum  agnoscont  etenim  icU  omnia  Terom. 

At  quia  difficile  ett  mentem  tine  corpore  quid  tit 
Per  te  coocipere,  et  cratto  tejungere  tento, 
Corporeat  illi  triboit  plebecula  format ; 
Dat  timilet  mltot,  dat  membra  timillima  rerit, 
Et  certit  habitaie  locit  dat  corporit  inatar. 
Unde  alii,  quibut  bsc  prava  et  delira  videntor. 
Nee  coottat  quo  more  animat  post  fata  sopernt, 
Exi^goi  oranino  commani  fuoere  censent 
V«%1  quia  ditcendi  neqoeont  perferre  laborem ; 
Vel  quia  turpe  putant  qoidvit  netcire  fateri. 
Namqur  oput  baud  tenue  ett  tincerom  excemeie 

ficto. 
Pitcote  tegnitiem  idcirco,  neqae  retpoe  Terum, 
Fabellat  propter  qnm  intertpertit  iniquut 
Sive  dolus,  tea  vana  foAt  petolaatia  tatAoi. 

Quid,  nonne  ette  Deom  coosentot  oomprobat 
omnit, 
Contensut,  qui  vox  Nature  rit^  putatar  ? 
At  qukm  falta  hominet,  indignaqoe  nomine  fin- 

gont! 
Qoippe  humana  deo  tribuont,  numerumqoe  deorom 
MultipHcant,  juxta  ac  tpes  erigit  ant  metot  angit 
Inttabilet  animot;  quid  enim?  que  profbre  cre- 

dunt 
n»c  divot  tibi  prssentet,  at  numioa  leva 
Quae  m^uSre  putant ;  valuitque  insania  tanti^m, 
Bettiolas  ut  defbrmet  pro  numine,  et  iptom 
Cspe  etiam  et  porrum,  coleret  lympbata  vetostat. 

Haec  igitur  reputans  sopbiae  dux  Attiout  iUe 
Affore  prstdixit  perfecto  temporit  orbe, 
Athdit  et  nobis  al'u/uando  oftantibui  tttas 
Auxilium  adventumque  Det  3  ;  qui,  solit  ot  ortut, 
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Tbesr  dead  tbey  bory  not,  nor  Imni  with  tns. 
No  gravet  tbey  dig,  erect  no  fon'rat  py^et ; 
Bot  washing  ftnt  tb'  embowefd  body  clettD, 
Oomt,  spice,  and  melted  pitch  they  pour  wHbin; 
Hmo  with  ttitiDg  ftUets  bind  it  roond  and  nxud. 
To  make  each  flaccid  part  compact  and  aomd  ; 
And  lastly  pamt  the  vannih'd  torfoce  o'er 
With  the  tame  festovet  which  in  life  it  wmnz 
So  ttrong  their  preiage  of  a  fotnte  atate. 
And  that  oor  liobler  part  tOrrivet  the  body*t  firta. 

Nations  behold,  remote  from  reaao«i*t  beams. 
Where  Indian  Gtoiget  roUt  bit  sandy  stre^nay 
Of  Ule  impatient  TO!»h  intO'the  fire, 
And  willing  victimt  to  th^r  gods  expire ! 
Pertoaded  the  looted  soul  to  regioDS  fliet, 
Blett'd  with  eternal  tpring  and  cloadlesa  akiei. 

Nor  it  lett  fiim*d  the  oriental  wilie 
For  ttediut  virtue,  and  conteoipt  of  life ; 
These  heroinet  mourn  not  with  lood  female  criei 
Their  hatbands  lost,  or' with  o'erflowing  eyea; 
Bot,  ttrange  to  tell !  their  funeral  pilct  ascend. 
And  in  the  same  sad  flames  their  sorrows  end ; 
In  hopes  with  them  beneath  the  thadet  to  rove^ 
And  there  renew  their  ioterropted  love. 

In  dimet  where  Boreat  breathes  eternal  cold. 
See  nam'rout  nationt,  warlike,  fierce,  and  bold. 
To  battle  all  onanimously  ran. 
Nor  fire,  nor  tword,  nor  iottant  death  they  shun : 
Whence  thit  disdain  of  life  in  ev*ry  breast, 
Bot  from  a  notion  on  their  minds  impressed, 
'  Tbat  all  who  fbr  their  country  die  are  bleaa'd  ? 
Add  too  to  these  the  once-prevatlhig  dreama 
'  Of  tweet  Eljrtian  grovet,  and  Stygian  ttreaaaa : 
All  thow  with-  what  content  mankind  agree 
In  the  firm  hope  of  immortality. 

Grant  these  th*  inventiont  of  the  crafty  priest^ 
Yet  tuch  inventions  never  could  tobost, 
Unlatt  tome  glimmVingt  of  a  fotore  ttate 
Were  with  the  mind  coeval  and  innate : 
For  ev*ry  fiction,  which  can  long  personde. 
In  troth  most  have  Itt  first  fbondatioot  laid. 

Becaote  we  are  unable  to  conceive 
How  unembody*d  toalt  can  act  and  live. 
The  volgar  give  them  fbrmt,  and  limbs,  and  fecei^ 
And  habitationt  in  pec«iliar  placet ; 
Hence  reat'oen  more  refin'd,  but  not  more  wite^ 
Strnck  with  the  glare  of  tocb  abtardities» 
Their  whole  existence  fiibalous  sutpect. 
And  troth  and  falsehood  in  a  lump  rgect ; 
Too  indolent  to  learn  what  may  be  known. 
Or  elte  too  proud  that  ignorance  to  otrn. 
For  hard  *t  the  tatk  the  daubing  to  pervade 
Polly  and  fraod  on  Trath*t  fair  form  have  laid ; 
Yet  let  that  tatk  be  oort ;  fbr  great  the  prize ; 
Nor  let  OS  Troths  cdeattal  duurma  detpiae, 
Becaote  that  prietts  or  poett  may  disgaiaew 

That  there  's  a  God  from  Natore^  voice  is  dear. 
And  yet  what  erroors  to  this  truth  adhere  I 
How  have  the  fears  and  follies  of  manldod 
Now  ma1tiply*d  their  gods,  and  now  tabjoin'd 
To  each  the  frailtiet  of  the  homan  mind  1 
Nay,  toperttition  tpread  at  length  to  wide. 
Beasts,  birds,  and  onions  too  were  deify*d. 

Th'  Athenian  sage,  revolving  in  hit  mind 
This  weakness,  blindneai,  madneai  of  mankind^ 
Foretold  that  in  maturer  dayt,  thoogfa  late. 
When  time  thoold  ripen  the  decreet  of  fate, 
Some  God  woold  light  at,  like  the  rising  day, 
Through  errour^  mac^  and  chase  these  dondlt^ 
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Biscuteret  tenebras  animi,  et  per  ccca  vianim 
Duceret,  ipse  regens  certo  vestigia  filo. 
Interea  multis  licuil  dignoscere  sigoU 
Nature  monstraote,  velut  per  nubila,  venun. 
Ergo  age  qua  ducit  nos  conjecture  sequamur. 
Nee  speraamus  opem  si  quam  Ratio  ipsa  mioistret 
Haud  equidem  inficiar  mentem  cum  corpore 
multis 
Coosentire  modis;  lex  mutuih foederis  ilia  est: 
Ast  eadem  in  multis  dispar  se  disparis  esse 
Nature  probat  ac  divina  stirpe  profectam* 

Sspe  videmus  uti  solido  stant  robore  Tires 
Corporeae,  cum  mtxn»  obtusior ;  invalidoque 
Corpore  inest  virtus  perssrpe  acerrima  mentis. 
Quinetiam  mteritu  si  corporis  intereat  mens, 
Consimili  pacto  par  est  aegrotet  ut  sgro 
Corpore,  quod  fieri  contri  quoque  ssepe  videmus. 
Namque  ubi  torpescunt  artus  jam  morte  propinqua 
Acrior  est  acies  tum  mentis,  et  eotheus  ardor ; 
Tempore  non  alio  facundia  suavior,  atque 
Fatidicae  jam  tum  voces  morientis  ab  ore. 

Corporeis  porrb  si  constat  mens  elementis. 
Qui  fit  ut  in  somnis,  cum  dausa  foramina  sensib, 
Nee  species  externa  manet  quae  pabula  menti 
Snfficiat,  magis  ilia  vigens,  tum  denique  veras 
£xpromat  vires,  tum  se  plaudentibus  alis 
Tollat,  avi  similis,  cavea  quae  fort^  reclusa 
Fertur  ad  alta  volans,  ccsloque  exultat  aperto. 

Jam  si  corporea  est  animi  natura,  neceste  est 
Part'bus  haec  eadem  conAata  sit  infinitis  j 
Ergo  et  sensus  erit  cuique,  et  sua  cuique  libido 
Particulae,  totidemque  animi  in  diversa  trahentes. 
Has  inter  turbae  atque  in  certamine  tanto 
Die,  quo  more  queat  Terum  consistere  et  aequum  $ 
Et  vitae  tenor  unus,  et  hsc  sibi  conscia  virtus. 
Materise  sed  fo^^  situ  certaque  figure 

Vis  animi  confit; tanquam  quadreta  rotundis 

Plus  sapereut  j partes  seu  demis  an  addis,  eb- 

dem 
Kes  rcdit,  ac  quali  fuerint  corpuscula  forma, 
Tantundem  ad  mentem  est,  color  ac  siet  albus  an 
ater. 
At  quodam  ex  motu  fit  vis  quae  cogitat  omnis  9 
Quid  non  conficiat  motus  ?  Nempe  ipsa  voluntas, 
Discnrsus,  retio,  rerumque  scieutia  constant 
Vectibus  ac  trochleis;  pueri,  credo,  actus  babena 
Concipit  ingenium,  sapit  et  sub  verbere  turbo: 
Nee  non  lege  pari,  liquor  ut  calefactus  abeno  est, 
Eloquii  tumet  atque  exundat  divite  vena. 
Unde  autem  exontur  motus  ?  Mens  scilicet  una. 
Mens,  non  corpus  iners  foos  est  et  origo  movendi : 
Utque  Deus  mundum,  sic  roolcm  corporis  omiiem, 
Arbitrio  nutuque  suo,  mens  dirigit  intus. 

Desine  quapropter  mirari  quomodo  possit 
Vivere  mens  omni  detracto  corpore,  miror 
Hoc  potii^  qua  vi  potent  labefacta  perire : 
Utpote  quae  nulliscoosistat  partibus,  ac  non 
Divelli  queat  extemo  violabilis  ictu : 
Tum  porrb  ipsa  sul  motrix  est,  nan  aliunde 
Instincta;  at  quodcuiique  sua  virtute  movet  se, 
Vivet  in  sternum,  quia  .se  non  deseret  unquam. 

Verilim  baud  conceptu  facile  est  existere  quidvis 
Posse  quidem,  formam  si  dempstiris  et  posituram. 
Quidnam  igiiur  censes  de  Numine  ?  Nam  ueque  for- 
mam 
Mens  (qu^  scire  licet)  recipit  divina,  nee  ullo 
Circumscripta  loco  est,  nisi  forte  putaveris  ipsum 
Materiam  esse  Deum ;  sin  vero  Spiritus  idem, 
lot^ier  et,  puruaqne,  et  faece  remotus  ab  omni 


Long  since  has  time  fulfill'd  this  great  decree, 
And  brought  qs  aid  from  this  divinity. 

Well  worth  our  search  discoveries  may  be  made 
By  Nature,  void  of  this  celestial  aid : 
Let 's  try  what  her  coiyectures  then  can  reach. 
Nor  scorn  plain  Reason,  when  she  deigns  to  teach. 

That  mind  and  body  often  sympathize 
Is  plain  ;  such  is  this  union  nature  ties : 
But  thfen  as  often  too  they  disagree, 
Which  proves  the  soul's  supeiior  progeny* 
Sometimes  the  body  in  full  strength  we  find. 
Whilst  various  ails  debilitate  the  mind ; 
At  others,  whilst  the  mind  it^  force  retains, 
The  body  sinks  with  sickness  ^nd  with  pains : 
Now  did  one  common  fate  their  beings  end. 
Alike  they  'd  sicken,  and  alike  they  M  mend. 
But  sure  experience,  on  the  slightest  view. 
Shows  us  that  the  reverse  of  this  is  true ; 
For  when  the  body  oft  expiring  lies. 
Its  limbs  quite  senseless,  and  half  clo9*d  its  eyes. 
The  mind  new  force  and  eloquence  acquires, 
And  with  prophetic  voice  the  dving  lips  inspires. 

Of  like  materials  were  they  both  composed, 
How  comes  it  that  the  mind,  when  sleep  has  cIos*d 
Each  avenue  of  sense,  expatiates  wide. 
Her  liberty  restor'd,  her  bonds  unty*d  ? 
And  like  some  bird  who  from  its  prison  flies. 
Claps  her  exultiug  wings,  and  mounts  the  skies. 

Grant  that  corporeal  in  the  human  mind. 
It  must  have  parts  in  ir^iitum  join'd ; 
And  each  of  tbese  must  will,  perceive,  d<!9ign, 
And  draw  confus'dly  in  a  different  line ; 
Which  then  can  claim  dominion  o'er  the  rest. 
Or  stamp  the  ruling  passion  in  the  breast  ? 

Perhaps  the  mind  is  fbrm'd  by  various  arts 
Of  modelling  and  figuring  these  parts ; 
Just  as  if  circles  wiser  were  than  squares; 
But  surely  common  sense  aloud  declares 
That  site  and  figure  are  as  foreign  quite 
From  mental  pow'rs,  as  colours  black  or  white. 

Allow  that  motion  is  the  cause  of  thought, 
With  what  strange  pow'rs  must  motion  then  b^ 

fraught  ? 
Reason,  sense,  science,  must  derive  their  source 
From  the  wheel's  rapid  whirl,  or  pully's  force : 
Tops  whip'd  by  school-boys  sages  must  commence, 
Their  hoops,  like  them,  be  cudgePd  into  sense, 
And  boiling  pots  overflow  with  eloquence. 
Whence  can  this  very  motion  take  its  birth  ? 
Not  sure  from  matter,  from  dull  clods  of  earth ; 
But  from  a  living  spirit  lodgM  within, 
Which  governs  all  the  bodily  machine : 
Just  as  th'  Almighty  Universal  Soul 
Informs,  directs,  and  animates  the  whole. 

Cease  then  t^  wonder  how  th'  immortal  mind 
Can  live,  when  from  the  body  quite  disjoined; 
But  rather  wonder  if  she  e'er  could  die. 
So  framM,  so  fashion'd  for  eternity ; 
Self-mov'd,  not  formM  of  parts  together  ty'd. 
Which  time  can  dissipate,  and  force  divide; 
For  beings  of  this  make  can  never  die. 
Whose  pow'rs  within  themselves  and  their  own 
essence  lie: 
If  to  conceive  how  any  thing  can  be 
From  shape  extracted  and  locality 
Is  hard;  what  think  you  of  the  Deity? 
His  being  not  the  Iea!»t  relation  bears, 
As  far  as  to  the  human  mind  appears. 
To  shape,  or  BisE(e,  similitude,  or  place. 


Cloth'd  in  no  form,  and  bounded  by  no  tpafi&T 
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Corporii,  hanuuMi  pwriter  4e  mmte  piaUiidaiii : 
Eoquid  enim  pot  m  poH^t  magis,  autm^s  bauttas 
lodicat  Ktherio!!,  genus  et  diriott^  ortoni  } 
Atque  adeo  dum  cor|X)ret  stant  fcederm  nesfts, 
£\a  Mtpe  foras  tatnen,  effufcioqae  parat  se; 
Ac  Teluti  tanranim  botpes,  tion  incola,  tunum 
Fcrtiir,  et  ad  patnos  grestit  rem^are  penates. 

I  nunc,  uioram  vitie  mirare  cadacam; 
Sedulus  hue  iliac,  nt  miMca,  iiit«*ntiba8  alts 
Panroiita,  rorem  deliba,  vescrre  ct  aora 
Paalisper,  raox  in  nihitum  redituras  et  enpes. 
Hxccine  vital  summa  est }  Sic  irrita  rota? 
Hue  promisM  cadunt  }  Rn  quantb  verius  ilia, 
Ilia  est  viu  bominis,  dabttur  cum  cernere  renim, 
Nod,  ut  nunc  fac.mus,  sensiin,  loogasque  coacti 
Ire  pinr  ainbai^es  meditando,  at  prottnos  uoo 
Intuitu,  nebulaqiie  omni  jara  rebus  adempta. 

At  n«  scire  quidem  potent  meat,  fbrte  repooas, 
Sensibus  evtinctis ;  hoc  lonte  ictentia  manat; 
Hoc  alitur  cretcitqua  ;  hoc  deficieate,  peribtt. 

Quid  ver6  nfinais  cum  tensibus  arte  mmiBtra^ 
Suppeditet  vtreA  sua  quas  Natura  nefrarit  ? 
Aru  ocuiis  oculos  tntva  addidit,  auribas  aures. 

Hiuc  te^  in  vita  iiupra  aortemque  simmque 
Evehit  huinanum ;  nunc  cobIo  devocat  astra, 
IntJma  nunc  temr  reserat  penetralia  victrix ; 
Quzque  ocutoD  fug:iunt,  tenoiMtma  corpora  promit 
In  lucem,  panditque  hori  miracula  mtrndi. 

Quid  porro  errores  sensiis  cam  corrig ^  et  cum 
Formamque  et  molem  mens  interrallaque  rerum 
Jud  ce  so,  contra  leosiis  suffragia  cemit  ? 
Nonne  h«c  se'iunctaro  sensu  irim  signa  fatentnr, 
Sem.»n  et  attherium  ?  Quare  hac  compage  aoluta, 
Credibile  est  animum,  qui  nunc  pndudia  tentat, 
Excursuwque  breves,  turn  deroikm  posse  volatu 
Ijberlore  froi^verumque  excurrere  in  omne. 

Si  quasras  qui  fiat,  adhuc  neqne  noscere  fas  est, 
Nee  refert  nostra ;  scisoc  istam  matris  in  atvo 
Vitam  qualts  erat  ?  Num  nArit  amoena  cotorum 
A  partu  c»cus  ?  VerCtm  inquit  hie  quoque  sentit 
Ease  aliis,  sibi  quod  nato  ad  meliora  negatur. 

Mens  itidem  nihil  blc  terramm  quicquid  ubiqne  est 
Par  votif  videt  esse  suis;  quin  omnia  sordent 
Pre  forma  aetemi,  servat  quam  pectore,  pulcri, 
Ingenii  cui  sit  vigor,  etsublimia  cordi. 
Hoc  ergo  exoptat  solum  sibi,  totus  in  boo  est: 
Absens,  absentis  tabescit  aroore  perenai ; 
Congressusque  homiaum  vitans,  ut  verus  amator, 
Et  nemora,  et  fontes  petit,  et  secreta  locorum ; 
Solus  ubi  secum  pf«sit  meditarier,  atque 
Nunc  Sophia,  ingentes  nunc  carmine  fatlere  cnras. 

Quocirca  ille  mihi  felix  vixisse  videtar. 
Qui  postquam  aspexit  mundi  solenne  theatrum 
TBquo  animo,  hunc  solem,  et  terras,  mare,  nubila, 

et  ignem ; 
Protinus  node  abiit,  satur  ut  conviv^  remigrat. 
Nempe  baec,  seu  centum  vivendo  conteris  annos, 
Seu  paucos  nutueras,  eadetn  redeuntia  cemes ; 
Et  nihil  his  melius,  nihil  his  sublimius  unquam : 
Omne  adeo  in  terris  agitur  quod  tempus,  habeto 


Soch  Chen  is  God,  a  iptrifc  pare  faia'd 

From  all  aMterial  ilnia,  and  soch  tbe  haman  muwd 

For  in  what  paft  of  esseaoe  caa  we  see 

More  eer  ain  aiaHu  o^immortality  ? 

EvB  from  this  dark  conftaeanat  witb  4aUfkt 

She  looks  abroad,  aod  pmaes  betself  fcrffiglie; 

like  an  aa«rHliag  iamate  ioogs  ta  foaai 

From  this  dull  Earth,  and  seek  her  native  borne. 

Go  then  fbrj^etAil  ^  its  toil  and  alarile. 
Pursue  Che  joys  af  this  fallaooas  lifc ; 
Like  sonMjKMH*  $f,  wfeo  lives  bat  for  a  diaf  , 
Sip  the  freih  dews,  and  ia  the  ■aiMhiin  plaf  ^ 
And  into  BotfafB|p  thea  diwotTg  aaajf. 
Are  these  our  great  puraaHs,  is  this  tallae} 
Tbes^aN  the  hopes  this  aMek4ov*d  «ari4  caa  gm  ? 
How  much  mare  waitky  envy  ia  Cbeir  Ikte. 
Who  search  fir  tnrtk  ia  a  superior  state! 
)Cat  groping  Mep  bystep,  as  wa  iMsrsoe, 
And  follewiag  rcatoa's  mach  fatangisi  ci«ie. 
But  with  aoe  great  aad  inslaalaniwii  view. 

But  how  can  sense  renaia,  peAafs  jpaa  *tl  say. 
Corporeal  organs  if  we  take  away  } 
Since  it  from  tkeai  ptocaads,  aad  with  them  laaA 
decay. 

Why  not?  or  why  nay  aot  the  soul  fl«eeive 
New  organs,  siooe  ev*a  ait  aaa  these  retrieve  ? 
The  silver  trvmpet  aids  th*  obetracted  ear. 
And  optic  glasses  the  dim  aye  oaa  dear; 
These  in  mankind  new  Realties  eraafee. 
And  lift  kim  hkt  above  his  nativs  state ; 
Call  down  revolving  ptaactalrom  the  sky. 
Earth's  secret  treaaares  open  to  kis  eye. 
The  whole  miaate  ereatiea  Make  his  own» 
With  all  the  wonders  of  a  world  nokiiowa. 

How  coald  the  amid,  did  she  alaae  4cpead 
On  sense,  the  erroars  of  these  s^pses  oiead  } 
Yet  oft,  we  see,  thoae  seases  she  coareeia. 
And  oft  their  inforaaation  ^uite  lejeala. 
In  distances  of  things,  their  shapes,  and  ne. 
Our  reason  judges  better  than  oar  ^raa. 
Declares  not  this  the  soulli  pre-eauBanca 
Superior  to,  and  quite  distinct  from  seaae! 
For  sure  't  is  like^,  that,-tiaoe  now  so  high, 
Oog'd  and  uaiadg*d  she  dates  her  wiaga  ta  try, 
Loos'd  and  Aatnre  she  shall  her  strength  Replay, 
And  soar  at  leagCH  to  trnth*s  refnlgaat  ray. 

Inquire  yoa  hew  these  pow*rs  ^e  shaU  attaia» 
*T  is  aot  foil*  us  to  kaow ;  oar  seateh  is  vain : 
Can  any  now  reaiember  or  relate 
How  he  existed  in  the  embryo  state) 
Or  one  from  birth,  inseasible  of  day. 
Conceive  ideas  of  the  solar  ray  } 
That  light 's  deay'd  to  him  whieh  others  sea. 
He  knows,  peHnps  you  *l\  say, — and  «o  do  we. 

The  mind  contempla^ve  findf  aothiag  faete 
On  Earth  that  %  worthy  of  a  wish  or  fear: 
He,  whose  sublime  parsait  is  God  and  tvuth. 
Bums,  like  soaie  absent  and  impatieat  yovth. 
To  join  the  object  of  his  warm  desires, 
Thence  to  sequestered  shades  and  staoams  relives. 
And  there  deHghti  hit  passion  tQ  rakeaise 
In  wisdom's  sacred  voice,  or  ia  harmoaioQS  vena. 

To  me  most  happy  therefore  he  appears 
Who  having  once,  uanov^  by  hopes  or  feme, 
Stirrey'd  this  Sun,  earth,  ocean,  clouds,  and  flams, 
Well-eatisf  j'd,  returns  from  wheaoe  be  came 
H  life  an  hundred  years,  or  e'er  so  fsw» 
T  i»  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new: 
A  ^if ,  where  U^ousands  meet,  hut  aoae  can  stay. 
Ad  inn,  where  travellers  bait,  then^ucatAVBy i 
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Ut  commune  Airiim ;  p«r^e  ^d  eniitHniB  amplmn 

HospitiMB,  temere  HuttaM  ubi  vHsl  memtar, 

Mi  lie  inter  bu;m  jactata,  negotia  milie. 

Qai  prior  abscedit^  portum  prior  occQpat;  £ja ! 

Totos  pande  noat,  ne  ibrti  viatica  destnt. 

Qoid  cessas }  sobeuot  morbique  et  acerba  tiiomm 

Funera,  et  imidiii  circiim  andiqae  septa  seneetas. 

Qu6  feror  }  Hand  etenim  tnjuMd  decederefas  eat 
Illius,  hac  titae  qai  nos  gtatiooe  locayit, 
Spemque  metamque  inter,  dacis  ut  vesilta  sequamvi* 
Qaicquid  erit,  Deas  ipw  jobet  ferre;  erg6  fereo- 
dum  ^ 

Sio  mihi  persaaaimi  flniHiqiie  in  mente  maneret 
Nil  supei;p88e  rogo,  rellem  itiigrare  repents 
Hinc;  et  abire  omnet  ubi,  series,  ociiks,  acto 
Dramate,  in  ctema  K^ti  noete  qaie^eent 
Immo  Deus  mibi  si  dederit  renovare  juventam, 
Utve  itemm  in  coois  posmi  ragire;  recuaem. 

Noa  si  oootlngaot  vitam  quscunque  beirint; 
Ingenii  vis,  eloqoium,  prudentia,' mores, 
InvidiA  sioe  partas  bonos,  longo  ordine  nati, 
Cl*ri  omnes,  patria  pariter  vinute,  suAque; 
Noo  taoti  mercede  isthao,  dignarer  eandem 
Ire  viam  toties,  et  eodem  volvier  orbc  t  * 

Splendidiora  quidem  mens  enpetit ;  lllins  altis 
Par  votis  nil  est  mutabile,  ail  periturum. 


UBER  SECUNDUS. 

Eaco  aliis  Deus  in  rebus  quascunque  ereavit 
Argumeata  aoimi  dedit  baud  obscara  benigni; 
Omnibus,  exeipias  modd  nos,  lioet  esse  beatis. 
Nos,  opbs  in  terris  princeps,  nos  mentis  imago 
Divmc,  poBo'is  oos  ezercenur  iniquis. 
Hand  ita;— loog^  absint  isti  de  numine  qvestos. 

Attunen  hamanam  mecnm  bircnmspice  vitam ; 
AgnoieeB,  quanta  urgeat  undique  torba  malorum, 
Non  bunc»  aut  ilium,  fert  ut  Fonuna ;  sed  onme 
Pxne  cattnrvatim  genus,  ao  discrimine  nnllo. 
Millia  quot  belli  rabies,  quot  SKva  tynmnis 
Corpora  dat  morti,  daris  oneratve  catenis ; 
Inque  dieR,  varias  cniciandi  excogitat  artes ! 
Quid,  q«M  dira  fames,  ad  victum  obi  concta  super- 

sunt, 
Absumit  miseros,  aut  quos  vis  effera  morbi 
Corriptt,  aut  lento  panlatln  angore  peredit 
Insontes  ?  neqoe  enim  dignabor  dicere,  vulg6 
Quot  Venus  ant  Vinam  pessuadodit  ac  sua  culpa. 

Quid  prosit  virtns?  sanotomm  ubi  prcmia  mo- 
ram? 
Virtuti  triboe-qaanitam  licet;  nt  male  vitae, 

4  With  what  Ariginal  sublimity  of  thought  and 
language  was  this  argmnent  enfbrced  by  Mr.  Ma- 
son, in  his  Elfrida,  before  this  poem  was  published ! 
Atheiweld,  on  his  marriage  with  Eifri'da  being  dis- 
c»>vered  to  ting  Edgar,  in  the  agony  of  distress  in- 
timates the  dreadful  purpose  of  suicide,  firom  which 
the  Chorus  disniades  him  m  the  following  most 
beautifol  lines : 

•:• Foibear,  foAear! 

Think  what  n  sea  of  deep  fnarditioD  whelms 
The  wretch's  tmnWing  soni^  who  lancfaas  forth 


A  sea,  where  man  perpetually  is  tost. 
Now  plung'd  in  budiness,  now  ia  trifles  lost: 
Who  leave  it  first,  the  peaceful  port  first  gain^ 
Hold  then !  no  further  lanch  into  the  main: 
Contract  your  sails ;  life  notliing  can  bestow 
By  long  continuance,  but  continued  woe  i 
The  wretchetl  privilege  daily  to  deplore 
The  funerals  of  our  friends,  who  po  before  : 
Diseases,  pains,  anxieties,  and  cares^ 
And  age  surrounded  with  a  thousand  snares* 

But  whither,  hurry'd  by  a  gtn'rous  &com 
Of  this  vain  world,  ah!  wbitheram  J  borne? 
Let 's  not  unbid  th*  Almighty's  standard  quit, 
However  severe  our  post,  we  must  submit. 

Could  T  a  firm  persuasion  once  attain       ^ 
That  after  death  no  being  would  remain  ^ 
To  those  dark  shades  I  *d  willingly  descend, 
Where  all  most  sleep,  this  drama  at  an  end : 
Nor  life  accept  although  renewed  by  Fate 
Ev'n  from  its  earliest  and  its  happiest  state. 

Might  I  from  Fortuned*  bounteous  hand  receivt 
Each  boon,  each  blessing  in  her  powV  to  give^ 
Genius  and  science,  morals  and  good  sense, 
UaenvyM  honours,  wit,  and  eloquence, 
A  numerous  o^pring  to  the  world  well  known 
Both  for  paternal  virtues  and  their  own : 
Ev'n  at  this  mighty  price  I  M  not  be  bound 
To  tread  the  same  dull  circle  round  and  ronod  | 
The  soul  requires  enioyments  more  sublima^ 
By  space  unbounded,  undestroyM  by  time. 


BOOK  n.   V 

God  then  through  all  creation  grives,  we  find^ 
SufiScient  marks  of  an  indulgent  mind. 
Excepting  in  ourselves ;  ourselves  of  all 
His  works  the  chief  on  this  terrestrial  baH, 
His  own  bright  image,  who  alone  unWess'd 
Feel  ills  perpetual,  happy  all  the  re4t.  • 
But  hold,  presumptuous!  charge  not  Heav'triydacree 
With  such  injustice,  such  partiality. 

Yet  true  it  is,  survey  we  life  around, 
Whole  hosts  of  ills  on  ev'ry  side  are  fonnd; 
Who  wound  not  here  and  there  by  chance  a  foe. 
But  at  the  species  meditate  the  blow: 
What  millions  perish  by  each  other*s  hands 
In  war*s  fierce  rage?  or  by  the  dread  commandt 
Of  tyrants  languish  out  their  lives  in  chains^ 
Or  lose  them  in  variety  of  pains  ? 
What  numbers  pinch'd  by  want  and  hunger  d;^ 
In  spite  of  nature's  liberality  ? 
(Those,  still  more  numerous,  I  to  name  disdain, 
By  lewdness  and  intemperance  justly  slain,) 
What  numbers  guiltless  of  their  own  disease  f  grees  ? 
Are  snatched  by  sodden  death,  or  waste  by  slow  de- 

Where  then  is  virtue's  well  deserve  reward  I 

Let 's  pay  to  virtue  ev*ry  due  regard, 


UnlicensM  to  eternity.    Think,  think. 
And  let  the  thought  restrain  thy  impious  hand. 
The  race  of  man  is  one  vast  marshalPd  army, 
Sua\mon'd  to  pass  the  spacious  realms  of  time; 
Their  leader  the  Almighty.    In  that  march. 
Ah  !  who  may  quit  his  post  ?  when  high  in  ait 
The  cfaos'n  archangel  rides,  whose  right  hand  wields 
Th*  inpertal  standard  of  Heav'n^s  piovidcnce^ 
Which  deadly,  sweeping  throngh  the  vaulted  sky 
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Que  prohibere  neqait,  doceat  lenire  fereodo ; 
Spe  recreH  meliore;  hominem  sibt  cuncilkstqoe; 
Iraram  et  tamidos  et  amonim  teinperet  sstos: 
Verilim  ad^»  noo  tut^la  cjjt,  certu«q'»e  satellet 
Contra  omne«  casus,  svpe  at  (si  dicere  fas  e^t) 
Satpe  etiam  et  rnrtot  tn-aperta  pericula  mittat. 
Expedit  eate  malis,  dominam  qui  ferre  saperbam 
Cofontur:  probitatem  omnet  od£re  tyranni. 
QuaoD  molt  bene  promeriti  de  civibus,  boram 
QiK*  conservirunt  c«co  perl^re  fbrore ! 
Jam  verb  iDfrenio  si  qirs  valet,  omnis  in  ilium 
Invida  coojorat  pU>becu1a;  dente  parati 
Rodere  vipereo,  famscque  asperpere  rinw. 
Fac  porm  ut  ro»n4tis  obstantem  dissipet  umbram ; 
Muneraqije  emerfrens  vrx  dem^m  pablica  tractet: 
Sudandym  ingrata  est  hominam  pro  geote,  feren- 

dom 
Probronim  genus  omne,  adeunda  perieula,  vel  que 
Seditio  attulerit  vulgi,  ambitiove  potentAm. 
Audiat  hec.  sibi  qui  nonien,  qui  potcit  honores; 
Vemens ;  nee  novit  se  qnanta  incommoda  cingani. 

Vivttur  an  me'iiks  privatim }  Non  minus  isthio, 
Cemis  at  ira,  libido,  scelus  dominentur  ubtqne ; 
Frans  et  amicitiam  simulans ;  livorque  malignnsj 
Jurgiaque  insidivqtie,  et  iniqus  ratia  legis. 

Attamen  est,  vitar  lenimen,  amabilis  nxor ; 
l^etus  agis  secnra  domestictis  otia ;  dnlces 
Arrident  circ^m,  pn>perant  et  ad  osenla  nati; 
Mox  obrepentis  decus  et  tutela  senectae. 

HIc  eft  ant  nusquam  quod  quxrimos ;  efto,  ted 
istbec 
Nallcne  hiterea  corrumpunt  gandia  cuAe  ? 
Quid  mala  commemoremy  si  quando,  ut  taepiaf, 

amboa 
Discolor  ingenium  stndia  in  contraria  daeat? 
Adde  quod  in  trutina  mores  expendere  jasta 
Haud  facile,  ante  ineuntquam  fosdus  uterqnejagale: 
Nee  si  poeniteat,  fas  est  abrumpere  vinclum ; 
Sort  at  dura  manet ;  coojecta  est  alea  v'liat, 

Freterea  natos  ecqnis  pnntabit  bonesto 
Ingenio  imbutoa,  pulcrique  bonique  tenaces$ 
Sin  hac  parte  tats  respondent  omnia  Totis; 
Hcu  !  minimi  cum  reris,  in  ipso  flore  juvente. 
Mors  inopina  domds  spem  protiniks  abripit  omnem. 

Ac  non  bee  Virtus  mala  parturit:  immofatcmur, 
Munia  si  peragat  sua  quisque  fldditur,  e»«et 
Nil  potiosTirtute;  redirent  aurea  jam  turn 
Secola ;  ven^  evo  non  vtvere  contigit  aureo. 

His  animadversis,  quidam  primordia  mondi 
Bina,  Deos  flngunt  binos ;  quorum  alter  iniquo 
Preditns  ingenio,  scelos  omne  immittit  in  orbem ; 
Alter  opem  presens  aflert,  medicina  malomm. 
nine  varius  vite  color,  hinc  pravique  boniqae 
Mista  seges,  roseisquelatens males  angots  in  bortis. 
Siccine  res  ergo  est  coniecta  ?  Sed  ilia  potestas, 
QusBsiarim,  par  sit,  quam  Dis  adacribis,  an  impar: 
Si  par  ilia  quidem,  raerant  aat  cuncta  repente 
Jn  chaoa  antiqaam,  uibil  aut  potuiaset  oriri ; 
Quippe  booum  res  est  semper  contraria  pravo: 
Sin  impar,  mora  nulla  foret  quin  cederet  alter 
Alterius  Ti  debellatus,  et  omnia  deioceps 
Deleret  victor  prisce  vestigia  li^ 
Auferabhinc  igitur  stulta  bee  commenta  Magorum, 
F^  que  coraosua  fert  roonstra  biibrmia  Nilos. 

Stoiciis  an  meliiks  ?  Nempe  hie  non  esse  bonoram 
III  namcro  cenaet,  nos  que  miramar  inepti: 
Divttiaa,  lamam,  qoodcunque  aoceaserit  extra, 
Pro  nibilo  sapiens  habet ;  aut  baec  posaidet  onus ; 
POfl^idet,  ignoCos  Kcet  ac  paupenrimus;  Enge! 


That  she  enables  mvi,  let  «a  confr  .-, 
To  bear  those  evils,  whidi  she  can  t  redim. 
Gives  hope,  and  oooseioos  peace,  aad  can  asMiagc 
Th*  impetuous  tempests  both  of  lost  and  race; 
Yet  she  's  a  guard  so  fir  fWxn  betag  aare. 
That  oft  her  fHeods  peculiar  ills  endure : 
Where  vice  prevails  aeverest  is  their  fiste, 
Tjrrants  parsoe  them  with  a  three-fold  bate; 
How  many  straggling  in  their  coontry^s  eatc» 
And  ffom  their  ooontry  meriting  applaoae^ 
Have  fallen  by  wretches  fond  to  be  emlaT'd, 
And  persh'd  by  the  hands  theansetres  had  sav*d  ? 
Soon  as  superior  worth  appears  in  view. 
See  knaves  and  fods  united  to  puraae ! 
The  man  so  formM  they  all  conspire'to  blarney 
And  Eavy*s  pois'nout  tooth  attacks  bis  fianoe  ; 
Should  he  at  length,  so  truly  good  and  great. 
Prevail,  and  rule  with  hooeat  views  the  state. 
Then  must  he  toil  ibr  an  ongrateful  race. 
Submit  to  chunour,  libels,  uid  disgrace, 
Tbreaten*d,  oppoa'd,  defeated  in  his  endst 
By  foes  seditious,  and  aspiring  friends. 
Hear  this,  and  tremble !  all  who  would  be  graat. 
Yet  know  not  what  attends  tbatdangYous  wreti^ed 

Is  private  life  from  all  these  evils  free  ?     [state. 
Vice  of  all  kinds,  rage,  envy  there  we  aee. 
Deceit,  that  Frioidship's  mask  insidious  wears. 
Quarrels,  andfeuds,  and  laws  entangling  snaiea. 

But  there  are  pleasures  still  in  human  life. 
Domestic  ease,  a  tender  loving  wife. 
Children,  whose  dawnipg  smiles  your  heart  engage, 
The  grace  and  comfort  of  soft-stealing  age. 

If  happiness  exists,  't  is  surely  here. 
But  are  these  joys  exempt  from  care  and  fear  } 
Need  I  the  miseries  of  that  state  declare. 
When  different  passions  draw  the  wtfdded  psur  h 
Or  say  how  hard  those  pasaioas  to  discern. 
Ere  the  die  *s  cast,  and  't  is  too  late  to  leasn  ? 

Who  can  insure,  that  what  is  right,  aad  good. 
These  chifclrm  shall  pursue  ?  or  if  they  should. 
Death  comes  when  leut  you  fear  so  \ji»ck  a  day, 
And  all  your  blooniBg  hopes  are  soatch'd  away. 

We  say  not,  that  these  ilia  from  Virtue  How  ^ 
Did  her  wise  praeepts  rale  the  world,  we  know 
The  golden  ages  would  again  begin; 
But 't  is  our  lot  in  this  to  soffnr,  and  to  sin. 

Observing  this,  some  sages  have  decreed 
That  all  things  fVom  two  causes  most  proceed; 
Two  principles  with  equal  pow*r  endu'd. 
This  wholly  evil,  that  supremely  good. 
From  this  arise  the  miseries  we  eotdore. 
Whilst  that  administers  a  friendly  cure; 
Hence  life  is  cheqoer'd  still  with  hUas  and  woe» 
Hence  tares  with  golden  crops  promiscoous  grow, 
And«po»*nous  serpents  make  their  dead  repose 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  firagimnt  roae. 

Can  such  a  system  satisfy  the  mind? 
Are  both  these  gods  in  equal  pow*r  conjooi'd. 
Or  one  superior  ?  Equal  if  3^00  say, 
Chaos  returns,  since  neither  will  obey ; 
Is  one  superior  ?  good  or  ill  must  feign, 
Eternal  joy,  or  everlftfting  pain. 
Whicbe'er  is  conquer 'd  must  tatirely  yield. 
And  the  victorious  god  ei\)oy  the  field: 
Hence  with  these  fictions  of  the  Afagi^  brain  1 
Hence  ouey  Nile,  with  all  her  roonstroua  trun! 

Or  comes  the  Stoic  nearer  to  the  right? 
He  holds,  that  whatsoever  yielda  deUght, 
Wealth,  fanne,  externals  all,  are  1 
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QaJUn  palenMi  sapere  eit )  rimili  ratione  dolorem 
Haud  patat  else  malom,  mbi  coDseotaneus  idem, 
Comburas  ijnu  >  tradas  ferrove  secandum : 
Tn  cruce  suffiga« ;  naoquam  extorquebis,  ut  bthec 
Ease  mala  agnoacat:  Quidnamergo?  Incommoda 

dicit 
Quid  tibi  visa  valetodo?  Quid  gratia  formfle, 
Stoice  ?  Qaid  validft  vires  ?  Sunt  bxc  bona,  necne  ? 
Kon  optanda  quidem  sunt,  at  sumeoda;  Sophistam 
Quit  ferat  hunc,  verbis  non  re  diversa  doc(^tem  ? 

Quid  mul  a }  Extemis  sine  rebus  posse  beat^ 
Virere  te  speres,  si  nil  nisi  spiritus  esses: 
Interea  quinam  sis  Stoioe,  nosse  memento ; 
Katus  homo  es,  qui  mente  itideoiqtie  ex  corpore 
constat. 

Sin  verb,  acciderint  qusBCunque  extrinsecus,  ist- 
haec 
Dat  Fortuna  adimitque;  benigna,  maligna  vicissim 
Nunc  mihi  nunc  alii  j  neque  sunt  qua  nostra  voce- 

rous; 
Quid  sapiente  illo  fiet,  qui  non  n>inus  ac  nos 
Memento  dubiss  fluitat  mutabilis  horse } 
Vim  porro  hancanimi,  pendent  unde  omnia  que  Tu 
Exoptanda  putas,  qnim  sepe  retundere  morbus, 
Sflepe  solet  delere,  «t  vix  vestigia  restent ! 
Ilia  etiam  qui  consiliis,  ille  alter  et  armis 
Rem  qui  restituit,  cum  spes  haud  ulla,  Britannam, 
Testaotur  quanti!lm  virtus,  sapientia  quantiUm 
Po^sit,  et  ingenii  qn^  sit  floe  ipse  caducum. 

Turn  porro  ille  recens,  quern  postera  vidimus  sstas, 
Scribendi  omne  tulit  qui  punctum,  sive  facetas 
Mi  mi  ageret  partes,  seu  rbetoris  atque  poetse; 
Eheu !  Quantnserat!  Nee  longum  temputt,  et  idem 
Defuncta  spinins  jam  mente,  suSque  superstes : 
Usque  adeo  extemis  nihil  inviolabile  telis. 

Condonanda  tamen  sententia,  Stoice,  vestra  est: 
Nam  si  post  obttum  neque prasmiasint  neqne  poense, 
Heu !  qu6  perventum  est!  Heu  quid  jam  denique 

restat ! 
Scilicet  hiimanas  gerit  aut  res  Numen  iniqufe, 
Aut  nil  curat,  iuers ; .  aut,  si  bene  temperat  orbem, 
Nemo  bonus  miser  est,  nemo  improbus  esse  beatus 
In  vita  possit,  gens  ut  sibi  Stoica  fingit. 

O  cscas  bominum  mente^!  confiniaveri 
Qui  simul  attigerint,  hanrent ;  finemqiie  sub  iptum, 
Attboitis  Smiles,  opera -imperfecta  relinquont. 
Justitiamne  Dei  te,  Stoice,  posse  iateri, 
Cemere  nee  quid  rit^  velit  ?  Quin  strenuus  audes 
Peigere  ad  vtemam,  ducit  qui  senita,  vitam  ? 
**  Quicquid  id  f^  oelat  nox,  circumfusa  tenebris." 
Non  isthoc,  tiia  te  potins  fiducia  cecat; 
Hinc  nox,  hinc  illss  tenebrss;  qniane«ipe  triumphal, 
Nondnm  propositi  victor:  qniaponere  totum 
Nescius,  in  spatii  medio  oonsistis;  utomnes 
Sive  magi  Pente,  seu  Orccula  turba  Sopborum. 
En  qiiantis  ubus  portentis  pnllulat  error ! 

Accipe  rem  qu6  none  deducam.  Quisque  fatemur 
Esse  Deum ;  Jam  si  sapiens,  justusque  ait  Author, 
Hunc  Mundi  omatum  qui  protulit  atque  gubemat, 
Qnodcunque  est  fit  rit^ ;  canit  prout  iJle  poeta; 
Nee  patitur  jus  fasve,  bonb  ut  sit  male  semper, 
Improbitas  aut  semper  ovans  incedat;  at  isthuc 
Res  redit,  omnino  si  morte  extinguimur  omnes. 
Quodcunque  est  fit  rit^  velis  si  cemere  summam ; 
Contra,  si  nostri  nihil  ultra  funera  vivit. 
Vir  bootts  et  sapiens  vitam  oonnectet  utramque. 
At  sunt^  hnreates  verbomm  in  cortice  nudo^ 
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T  is  fine  indeed  to  be  so  wondrous  wise  I 
By  the  same  reasoning  too  he  pain  denied; 
Roast  him,  or  flea  him,  bceak  him  on  the  wheel. 
Retract  he  will  not,  though  he  can  't  but  fc^l : 
Pain's  not  an  ill,  he  utters  with  a  groan ; 
Wtiat  then  ?  an  inconvenience  't  is,  he  Ml  own: 
What  vigour,  health,  and  beauty  ?  are  these  good  ? 
No:  they  may  be  accepted,  not  pursu'd: 
Absurd  to  squabble  thus  about  a  name. 
Quibbling  with  diflTrent  words  that  mean  the  same. 
Stoic,  were  you  not  framM  of  flesh  and  blood, 
You  might  be  bless'd  without  external  good ; 
But  know,  be  self-sufficient  as  you  can, 
You  are  not  spir  t  quite,  but  frail,  and  mortal  man. 

But  since  these  sages,  so  absurdly  wise. 
Vainly  pretend  enjoyments  to  d«^pise, 
Because  externals,  and  in  Fortune's  powY, 
Now  mine,  now  thine,  the  blessings  of  an  hour ; 
Why  value  then,  that  strength  of  mind,  they  boast. 
As  often  varying,  and  as  quickly  lost  ? 
A  head-ach  hurts  it,  or  a  rainy  day, 
And  a  slow  fever  wipes  it  quite  away. 
See  one>  whose  councils,  one^  whose  conq^ring: 
hand 
Once  sav*d  Britannia's  almost  sinking  land : 
Examples  of  the  mind's  extensive  pow'r. 
Examples  too  how  quickly  fisuics  that  flowY. 
Him  let  me  add,  whom  late  we  saw  excel 
In  each  politer  kind  of  writing  well  7; 
Whether  he  ^rove  our  follies  to  expose 
In  easy  verse,  or  droll  and  hum'rous  prose ; 
Few  years,  alas !  compel  his  throne  to  quit 
This  mjghty  monarch  o'er  the  realms  of  wit. 
See  self-surviving  he  's  an  id.ot  grown ! 
A  melancholy  proof  our  parts  are  not  our  own. 

Thy  tenets,  Stoic,  yet  we  may  for^e, 
If  in  a  future  state  we  cease  to  live. 
For  here  the  virtuous  sufler  much,  *t  is  plam ; 
If  pain  is  evil,  this  must  God  arraign  ; 
And  on  this  principle  confess  we  must. 
Pain  can  no  evil  be,  or  God  must  be  unjust 
Bliqd  man  !    whose  reason  such  strait  bounds' 
confine, 
That  ere  it  touches  tmth's  extremest  line. 
It  stops  amaz'd,  and  quits  the  great  design. 
Own  yuu  not.  Stoic,  God  is  just  and  true  ? 
Dare  to  proc^ ;  secure  this  path  pursue : 
T  will  soon  conduct  you  £sr  beyond  the  tomb. 
To  future  justice,  and  a  life  to  come. 
"  This  path,"  you  say,  "  is  hid  in  endless  night," 
'T  is  self-conceit  alone  obstracts  your  sight: 
You  stop  ere  half  your  destined  course  is  run. 
And  triumph  when  the  conquest  is  not  won ; 
By  this  the  Sophists  were  of  old  misled:       [bred ! 
See  what  a  monstrous  race  from  one  mistaJce  b 

Hear  then  my  argument: — confess  we  must, 
A  God  there  is,  supremely  wise  and  just: 
If  so,  however  things  affect  our  sight. 
As  sings  our  bard,  whatever  u,  is  right. 
But  is  it  right,  what  here  so  oft  appears, 
That  vice  should  triumph,  virtue  sink  in  tears } 
The  inference  then,  that  closes  this  debate. 
Is,  that  there  must  exist  a  future  state. 
The  wise  extending  their  inquiries  wide 
See  how  both  states  are  by  connection  ty'd^ 

*  Lord  Somers. 

<  Duke  of  Marlborough. 

'  Dean  Swift.  t 
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SmgnU  mii,  ndn  remm  ingedi  sjfacom  tnentor, 
Atque  ho<1ifmaoinoe(n  oogrunt  in  tempora 
Advolnt  hue  fhrum  tnrba  qpanis,  et  oomM  adulter; 
Banc  «ibi  perAigto  petit  et  sicaritit  arafu. 

Scilicet  ipse  rato  atatuit  Detis  onKoe  \eget, 
Quasteinerare  potest  n«mo;  probatfini^ftSKitMlflit 
Qaid  refftrt  ?  nihil  h!c  resciodere  hotonnclo  poMit, 
Nil  mutare;  sQum  serTaM  fH  ««q(ie  tenorem. 

Die  mi  hi  qvas  i«ges  nams,  qnive  isle  sit  ordo  } 
Altera  namque  homtni  est,  amffialitnis  aHera  bfnitiB{ 
Altera  lex  rerttm  masse  ratiotiia  egentl. 

Est  saa  wiateHn  ^ravita^;  hioc,  non  propria  ri 
Attrah  t,  attrahitur;  irarios  hhic  inciu  motas 
Gooicit,  hinc  fl^t  compaires  et  fnachma  mtmdL 

Quid  dicam  qaibas  e^  vitas  spirabile  domiq^, 
Alituum  gea«)s  an  p^'cudes;  an  s«va  feramm 
Semina ;  r<scuado  Tel  quae  ibret  obere  pontus  ? 
Non  honim  quivis  temer^  et  sine  lege  fagatot; 
<laia,  sive  afflatu  divin*  contli^t  aar«, 
Seu  ratioois  habent  quaotiiiti  desiderat  osds, 
His  aliqua  prodire  tenns  datur ;  En  sibi  wokttt 
Qui«que  parat  Tictnm;  sua  tractat  gnavHer  irfna$ 
Atque  edit  fotus,  atque  esea  mitrit  atnica 
Quos  peperit,  prodest  teneris  dum  cura  parentum. 
Hie  labbr,  hcc  tits  est  otnnis  duleedo;  nee  uHra 
Aut  copit  aut  metu'rt,  satis  hoc  Ifl  tnonere  feli)L 

Latiof  ast  hdmini  campus  patet ;  Hie,  sagaci 
Ingenio,  Artificis  dignnscit  signa  supremi, 
Immensum  per  opus,  tot  miris  fertile,  miDdufn. 
Talibos  indiciis, '  ermn  dominurnqoe  patremqnd 
lUe  in  vota  vocat ;  ptilcrique  iifibutus  amore 
Exemplar  sibi  dit inum  proponH,  ut  lode 
Possit  et  ipse  soos  imitando  eflhigere  mores. 
Pulcrius  otqae  nihil,  n  hil  ot  dirinins  est  qu^m 
Prospldens  alils  bonitas,  diflVnaque  lat^$ 
nie  alicna,  tibi  putat  hand  iKetta ;  nee  axem 
Vertitur  usque  surnft  cfrra,  sibi  pforidus  nni ; 
At  patriam,  at  getras  onme  hoffiiiiuin,  genus  oome 

aninantOm, 
Ingenti,  se  diffundens,  compleetitur  oibe. 

Haec  stabiHvit  item  Natura  pen>nflia  tit* 
5nra,  hominum  per  sese  inopem  cnm  finxit ;  ut  alter 
Alterius  deposcat  opem,  et  sua  quisqne  vioissim 
Consilia  in  medium  promat,  sermiwie  ministro. 
Confer  cum  reliqub  etenim  vlrentibns ;  Ecquid 
Est  bominis  forma  magis  ad  tutamen  inerme  ? 
Quanta  s^  haic  Tirtus  et  inexpugntbile  robnr ; 
^  commmds  amor,  graritas  telut,  AU?gat  mio 
Foedere,  consociatque  inter  se  dissit«i  membra  ? 

Lex  igitnr,  lex  hspc  animis  insculpta,  benign^ 
Htec  nutu  sancita  Dei  est ;  banc  (Amprobat  ipsa 
Utili^ ;  bnc  qnemqoe  trahit  nativa  tduptas 

Quoranm  abennt  tamen  ista?   VidesneeftsBna 
libido, 
Vd  mafa  coasuetudo,  Tel  ipsa  inseitia  quantas 
Dent  lat^  sfr«ges,  hominum  pars  qnantnia  felix ! 
Contemplator  enim,  quA  sol  oriturve,  caditte ; 
Aut  loca  que  Boreas,  aut qas  tenet  ultrmus  Auster; 
Perpetuove  jacet  tellus  ubi  torrida  ab  ignl : 
Quanta  ibr  panperics  et  Inertia !  t|aauta  ftiinte 
Offosa  est  animis  caligo,  insanus  et  error ! 
Vix  borotflfft,  prarter  fbrmam,  vestigia  cemas. 

Quid  DOS,  tmeriora  Dens  qnibns  ipse  sahitfs 
Lumina  dat,  ducitqne  m«nu,  sanrtissrma  ensios, 
Religio;  ddcit,  non  vi  tivhit  hnperiosa  } 
Ecce  renitentes  jubar  imoBortale  diemque 
Odimus  oblatam,  commentaque  vana  tenemos; 


FMs  view  but  part,  tmA  Ml  tte  wbole afcinj. 
So  crowd  existeaca  all  into  a  day. 
Hence  are  tbey  led  to  hope,  bat  lM>pe  ia  vai% 
lliat  Justiee  aetvr  will  i  isamii  ber  nigmj 
Ob  this  rwm  hope  ad«iterera»  thicses  rrij. 
And  to  this  altar  vile  assasans  fly. 
'  Butnslesnoi  Oedbf  geberaHawa^rviae: 
Man's  viee  or  rirttte  change  aoi  the  desig* :" 
What  laws  art  these?  ioflnictasif  yoaeaB:** 
There 's  one  design'd  for  brutes,  and  oae  fcr  m 
Anotbar  gwdes  inactive  ■Hitler's  co«Bi» 
Attracting,  and  attracted  by  its  forces 
Hence  motnal  gravity  siabsiats  betweeo 
Far  distant  woiids,  andtiea  the  vast  I 

The  laws  of  life,  why  need  I  call  to  miod, 
Obey'd  by  birds,  awl  beaaCs  of  every  loni  ) 
By  all  the  sandy  desert's  savage  brood. 
And  all  the  nom'roos  oftpiing  of  tka  flood; 
Of  these  Moe  uooMmw>>*d  aadJawless  rove. 
But  to  oxne  destined  end  spootaneooa  onrre: 
Led  by  that  instiact  HoaV n  itself  itepiraB^ 
<>  so  much  reason  as  their  state  icquii^ ; 
See  all  with  skill  acqoire  their  da^iy  food. 
All  Mt  tboaa  arms  wMeh  natare  baa  bestdw'dli 
Produce  tbeir  taadtr  progeny,  and  food 
With  care  paraotal,  whilst  that  csare  thoy  nOed  ; 
Ta  these  hiv*d  oAees  ooaipletely  WeBS*d« 
No  hopes  beyoad  them,  nor  vaia  feavs  i 

Man  o'er  a  wider  field  txtsnds  his  ^ 
God  through  the  wonders  of  bis  works  \ 
Exptoting  tbeace  bis  attributes  and  lava» 
AdoTPty  loves,  instates  th>  Eternal  cause; 
Fbr  sure  in  nothing  we  apprnacb  so  nigh 
The  great  example  of  divinity, 
As  in  benevoleiice :  the  patriot's  soal 
Knows  not  aetf-centcr'd  for  itoalf  to  nril. 
Bat  warms,  enlightens,  auiasates  the  wlnde : 
Its  mighty  orb  embraoeS  first  his  firiead% 
His  country  next,  then  man ;  nor  here  it  ends^ 
But  to  the  meanest  aahnal  deseeoda. 

Wise  Nature  bas  this  sodal  Jaw  oonfbB'd 
By  formiag  tnan  so  beipteas  and  aaarm*d ; 
His  want  of  others*  aid,  and  pnw'rof  speech 
T  implore  that  aid,  this  lessoa  daily  teach: 
Mankind  with  other  anhnab  compare. 
Single^  bow  weak  and  iuipoiaut  they  are! 
But  view  then  hi  their  coipWtated  state. 
Their  poWni  how  woadtoas,  aad  their  streagtiibflMt 
When  soeiai  viif oe  iadividoals  jonis^  (ffre>t» 

Aad  In  one  solid  mass,  like  gravity  conhnisaT 

This  thea  t  th«  int  great  law  by  Natare  p^o^ 
Stamp'd  oh  out  sonis,  sod  ratiff'd  by  fieafv>n ; 
All  from  vtiHty  thb  law  appros«. 
As  ev'ry  private  bKss  mast  spring  firom  social  lore. 

Why  detiate  then  so  many  fnmt  ttis  law? 
See  passions,  cnstom,  rice,  aad  fbtly  draw  ! 
Survey  the  rollibg  gtohe  flnora  east  to  west* 
How  few,  alas !  how  very  f^w  are  blese'd  ? 
Beneath  the  froaen  poles,  ahd  bamng  line; 
What  poverty  and  indohenca  combine 
To  okHid  With  ertourls  mists  the  hoaian  aund! 
No  trace  of  man  bat  in  the  fbrm  we  find. 

And  are  we  h&t  horn  erraor  and  distress. 
Whom  HeaVo  wkh  dearer  hgbt  has  pleaa'd  m 

blowt 
Whom  trie  feligkifl  lead!?  (for  she  hat  lends 
By  soft  pwiuisioiiy  aot  by  fotee  praeeads  ;> 
Behold  how  we  avoid  this  radiant  son. 
This  proffer'd  guide  how  obstinately  sbuo. 
And  after  sophistrjr's  vam  syateois  ran ! 
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Vana  Sophistanim  gloflieouiU,  lace  rdiota. 
His  pro  quisquiUifi  beu  !  digladiamor,  at  aria, 
Implacabiliter:  qoot  c»des  iode,  cruorqoe 
Fraternos !  Pietas  qnot  parturit  impia  facta  1 

Usque  adeo  morum  vitiosa  Hcentia  oiitcet 
Fas  omne  atque  nefas,  grasiata  impand  per  oibeai. 
Ilia  gigantea  est  tis,  qus  rescindere  coelum 
Conatur,  nootesque  ioapeiiere  montibos  audit. 
Aspicit  hsBC,  Deus  an  neqaicquam  fulmina  librat  ? 
Pectora  an  bumaoi  nihil  immoitalia  tangit  ? 
Aspicit;  inproperata  bc^suaquemqueiequsiitur 
Pnemiapro  meritis;  neque  pcena  iacerta  morando 
est 

Haud  equidem  homanis  dubttoqaia  ounc  qooque 
Ipse  intenreniat  Deus,  et  nc  fuudttus  onmis  [rebus 
Intereat  sensus  divifti  Vindicis,  tdat 
Per  gedtes  eaempla  modis  iosignia  mirU. 
Parcius  ista  tamen ;  non,  ut  temeraria  fingtt 
Usqoe  Supantitb,  tovqwet  que  Numinis  iram 
In  quoscunque  velit,  soaqueeripit  armaTaoantL 

Nee  sum  animi  i^narus'q«id  mans sibi  oooscia  pos- 
Ut  neque  sit  virtus  jam  B«ac  mercede  sioa  Htta,  [sit ; 
Nee  nullas  dum  vita  maoet  dea,  improbe,  poenas ; 
Quanquam  homineafalla?  haod  te  tamca  effugis  ipse : 
Te  Dine  ukriees  agitant,  te  Com  remttrdet 
Scva  eones,  memorique  habitatsub  pectore  vindez. 

Quid  tibi  sKpe  graves  cum  morbi,  debita  luxds 
Dona,  pthises  lentse,  tonsenta  et  acuta  podagnr, 
Atque  tunens  hydrops,  spaamnsque,  ureasqae  ma- 

rasosas 
Incubu^re,  oobors  (onesta  ?  hinc  degitur  svi 
Portio  si  qua  manet  crodeli  exesa  dolom; 
Et  quorum  in  vita  posita  est  spes  naica,  tsrdet 
Vivendi,  mortemque  siasul  cupiuntqae  timeotqae. 

Sin  bomm  ad  saras  aUquis  perveoerit  aooos, 
Non  habet  undeiatkoccompenaat;  nam  neque  dul- 
Carpit  amicitSB  iraotus,  aeque  laude  bonorum  [ces 
Pascitur,  atque  sua,  qootics  anteaota  revolvii ; 
At  socii  jam  turn  luxlks  fiig^re  prioris, 
VHis  adulator  vacaas  qooque  deserit  cctes; 
Atque  ilium,  si  quando  oculos  cofbverterit  intus, 
Terret  imago  mI,  sese  et  dam  respicit  borret. 
lUe  etiam  cam  Mors  adstat,  teiaBM|tte  ooniseat 
Jam  jamqae  inteotaos  ictiNn,  qoas  non  adit  artes 
Anxias,  ut  miserum  medica  vi  piorofet  avum 
Paulisper,  mille  et  per  earns  vita  trakatur  ? 
Qu6d  si  vita  refcrta  malis,  noatriqua  tuperstes 
Post  morteoB  nihil  est,  cur  altima  territat  bora  ? 
Sic  est,  hcret  adhuc  quam  spemere  velle  vidatur, 
Nescio  quae  sortis  cura  importuna  futars?. 

At  contra  quibus  innocua  et  sine  crinioe  vita  est, 
Qaique  alios  nor4ntsibi  devincire  merendo, 

Ant  qui  pneolaris  ditiroat  ssda  repeitis,- 

Illis  nectacao  manans  de  fonte  serenat 
Ckmscia  Uua  animnm,  tranquitlaque  temperat  ora. 
Non  matus  abrunqfnt  soranoe,  non  iatrida  oura ; 
Non  Venus  aut  Bacchus  vires  minudre,  neqae  iUas 
Res  ant  adverse  frangant  indantva  seconde : 
Cui  spes  ulterior,  casas  maaitur  ad  omnes.— <- 
Ergo  seneatotem  labegfees  leniter  aani 
Cum  sensin  attolerint,  mortem  ista  maate  propin- 
Aspicit,  ut  longb  qui  tampeatattibus  actos    [quam 
Portumin  ooasptotu  tenet,  etfttgiumqae  malorum. 
Scilicet  hunc  anum  aiortis  viciaia  terret. 
Qui  sibi  prssm^tnit  si  quid  post  funera  restet ; 
Non  hunc  qui  rect^  vitam  sant^oa  pei«git» 
Hie,  sese  excotiens  sibi  plaudit,  et  aoraos  at  aol 
Usqne  sub  occasam  diffoso  lumine  ridet: 
Hie,  matnia  dies  cum  mortis  venerit,  evam' 
Suspicit  imiBMtale,  hie  qpe  melioce  triaoapbMit 


For  these  as  for  essentials  we  eagaga 
In  nars  and  massacres  with  holy  rage ; 
Brothers  by  brothers*  impious  hands  are  fUin, 
Mistaken  zeal,  bow  savage  is  thy  feign ! 

Unpunished  vices  here  so  muoh  abound, 
All  right  and  wrong,  all  order  they  confoand;  ^ 
These  are  the  giants  who  the  gods  defy. 
And  mountains  heap  on  mountains  to  the  sky ; 
Sees  this  th'  Aknigfaty  Judge,  or  seeing  spares, 
And  deems  the  oiinves  of  man  beiMfath  bis  cares  ? 
He  sees;  and  wiH  at  last  rewards  bestow, 
And  punishmeota,  not  less  assured  for  being  slow. 

Nor  doubt  I,  though  this  state  coofosM  appeafl^ 
That  ev'n  in  this  Ood  somettides  iaterforesf 
Sometimes,  lest  man  sliould /loite  hispowVdisMWiiiy 
He  makes  that  pew'r  to  trembling  natioos  hnova : 
But  rarely  this;  not  for  each  vulgar  end, 
As  Superatitioa*s  idle  tales  pretend. 
Who  thinks  all  foes  to  God  who  are  her  ow^ 
Directs  his  thunder,  and  usurps  bis  throne. 

Nar  know  I  not  how  much  a  consoious  mind 
Avaib  to  paaiih,  or  laward  mankind  ; 
Ev'n  in  tlus  lifie  tkea,  in»pious  wretch,  mast  foal 
The  fary's  aeoai^ge^  and  tfa*  infernal  wheel ; 
From  num's  tribunal,  though  thou  hop'st  to  nm^ 
Thyself  tboa  ean^t  not,  nor  thy  conaoieace  shun: 
What  must  thou  sufier  when  each  dire  diaease. 
The  prog«^  oi  vice,  thy  fabrie  seiaa  ? 
Consumption,  fever,  and  the  racking  pain 
Of  spasBBS,  and  gout  and  sfeoae,  a  f^htful  train ! 
When  life  new  tortures  can  akme  supply. 
Life  thy  sole  ho^e  thou  Mt  hale,  yet  dread  to  die. 

fibould  such  a  wretch  to  numerous  yeaM  arrive. 
It  can  be  little  worth  his  while  to  live : 
No  iKBOurs,  no  regards  bis  age  attend. 
Companions  fly ;  he  ne'er  coald  have  a  friend: 
His.HaHerers  leave  him,  and  with  wild  affright 
He  looks  withni,  and  shudders  atibe>sight: 
When  threatening  Death  aplifb  his  pointed  dart. 
With  what  impatience  lie  applies  his  art. 
Life  to  .prolong  aaiidst  disease  and  pains ! 
Why  this,  if  after  itao  sense  remains  ? 
Why  sbottld  he  choose  these  miseries  to  eodare. 
If  Death  could  grant  an  everlasting  cure  ? 
'T  is  plain  there  'ft  something  whispers  m  his  ear, 
(Though  fain  he  'd  hide  it)  he  has  much  to  feac; 

See  the  reverse,  how  happy  tboae  we  find. 
Who  know  by  merit  to  engage  mankind  ? 
Prais'd  by  each  tongue,  by  evVy  heart  belew*d. 
For  virtues  practis'd,  and  for  arts  impnv'd : 
Their  easy  aspects  shine  with  smiles  aecene. 
And  all  is  peace  and  happiness  within : 
Their  sleep  is  ne'er  distori»*d  by  fears  or  strife^ 
Nor  lust,  nor  wine,  impair  the  springs  of  life. 
Him  fbrtana  cannot  sink,  nor  muoh  elate, 
Whose  views  extend -beyond  this  mortal  state ; 
Hy  age  whan  snoBflionM  to  resign  his 'breath, 
Cahan,  and  serene,  he  sees  approaching  death» 
As  the  safe  pact,  the  peacefol  silent  shore. 
Where  be  may  vest,  life's  tedious  v03raga  oler: 
He,  and  ha.  only,  is  of  death  afraid. 
Whom  l)is  own  ooaacience  has  a  coward  made  ; 
Whilst  he,  who  virtue's  radiant  ooarse  hat  ruo» 
Desoeads  like  a  serenely  setting  Sun, 
His  thoogliAs  triomphant  Ueav'a  alone  employa^ 
And  hope  anticipates  bis^Qtore  joys. 
So  good,  so  bless'd,  tb'  ilhntnoua  ihugk '  we  6nli, 
Whose  image  dwells  with  pleasuse  on  my  mind ; 
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CoelicolAm  jam  ame  prelilMit  goadia  Totik 
Talis  erat  grftte  «eaiper  qoem  mente  raeurdor 
file,  decuf  m  trs,  Ifbertataqqe  ntcllMy 
Dam  tanti  tem|nis  pfopofnatorit  af«bat 
Hooghiot;  hie,  mimenM  prope  oflatanariat  oowet 
Cam  Tits  expl#rat ;  florenti  ptouw  boMca, 
Seot.biit  iat^fra,  tine  mofbo,  aspenqne  Monf. 
Vnreadiqiie  satnr,  tic  vita  aiibat,  at  actor 
E  tcena  egregtm  toto  pUadeote  tbcatro ; 
Aot  qai  poet  ■tadiwn  imnma  cam  laode  pcractom 
Victor  Olympiacxrposrt-fibi  prvmia  paJnuc 

Hit  patet  tndiciis  animi  vit  cooteia  quantum 
Spe  foreat,  crocietve  meta  mortalia  eorda. 
Vnde  ted  ifte  mctut,  quid  ipes  veltt  ilia  rogarfan, 
Si  nil  fperaadam  eit,  obita  nil  niorte  timmdnm  ? 
En  at  Tcntaro  aawpircnt  ooMua  mbcIo  ! 

Qnocirca  in  terrif  ben^  tea  ret  tea  mal^  cedat, 
Vtr  sapient  nee  amat  vitam  nec^ue  tetricus  odit: 
iMos  coim  qao  te  dan>  in  discnmtne  renim 
Contoletar,  habet;  sin  aura  fisveatior  afilet, 
Immemor  hand  Tirit  qo&m  Inbrica,  qaimqoe  caduca 
Fortons  bona  sint ;  bona  si  qnit  eeatet  habcnda, 
Pttrderc  qnsB  metuit,  qoarve  aspematar  adrpcos. 

Nee  vereare  qoidon  ne  fort^  ad  moaia  vitB 
Segnior  hinc  animot  detrectet  ferre  labores, 
Atqae  pericla  sabire,  vocet  ti  pabliout  tmm : 
Liberam  et  erectum  potids  rebusqae  in  ageodb 
Fortem  bominem  ilirictamqae  facit,  casasqoe  per 


Roborat  extemarum  biBO  despicientia  rerom. 

Hone  tamen  incotat,  ntqoem,  tpetonica 
Kon  Terv  Tiftotit  amor,  non  tentns  bonetti 
•  Herrat  in  officio ;  nempe  bnic  ett  tordida  virtnt 
Qai  recti  fttcit  ut  pott  mortem  prsmia  carpat. 
Ille  bonus  rer^  ett,  qoem,  spet  ti  nalla  fbtari. 
Ad  polcrum  atqne  decern  per  se  super  omnia  dncit 
Morumdulce  nidos,  et  agendi  temita  simplex. 
Etto;  nee  ille  mains  qui  non  hie  beret,  at  illam 
Qu6  aatara  trahit  metam  tcit  rite  tueri ; 
Semper  et  inoatis  altra  oKMtalia  Totit 
Fertur  orant,  pulernmqae  petit  fine  tupremam. 

Ergo  age  die  todes  que  pnemta,  quid  sibi  sperat 
Mercedis?  naroqae  baud  sectator  rilia  reruro. 
Ilium  non  usura  vorax,  non  turba  sequentOm, 
Kon  mendax  plaasos,  focataque  glora ;  non  qua 
Prava  per  tncautum  spargit  mendacia  vulgus 
Ambitio  tenet,  aat  titulorum  splendor  inanit: 
At  qu6  verus  bonot,  qa6  fSert  natura,  decusqne 
Humani  generit  jubet  ire,  Tiriliter  ibit: 
Virtotetqoe  aliii  Tirtutibus  addens. 
Donee  in  bac  ritn  sete  exercere  palsstra 
Cogitur,  ingenhim  fata  ad  meliora  parabit. 

Cetera  part  horotnum  feriroor  jactante  procdla 
Ut  ratis,  hue  illue;  et  per  ditersa  viaruro 
Cooatu  ingenti  fugientem  prendimus  nmbram. 
Ac  Teloti  infiutes  pueri  crepitacnla  poteunt 
Ardenti  ttodio,  max,  paita  relinqoere  gaudent ; 
Sic  atiam  in  plenis  homines  poerasctmus  annis. 
At  bene  persuasum  eni  sit,  non  esse  tapremam 
Hanc  animi  vitam,  rettare  ted  altera  ikta, 
Salva  iHi  res  est,  neque  spe  lactatar  inani. 
Qaippe  ubi  mens  bominit  puram  timplexque  reqai- 
Irrequieta  bonam,  non  sperat  sorte  potiri  [rat 

Jam  none  fetid :  quid  enim  ?  none,  Tirimot  oowes 
Pravom  ubi  commistnm  recto  est;  ubitristialatit  j 
Ipsa  ubi  deliraat  inhiat  tapiantia  migat ; 
Atque  in  odoratit  fiorenC  acontta  rottetiti 
Omnia  misla  qoidem,  fluxa  omnia,  ludicvademam 
Omnia,  nee  votis  est  qnod  respondeat  us^uam. 
Porsan  et  ipse  Deas,  divinom  exquirere  si  fat 


The  nutre^  t^orff  fwtJf  Ti  i 
In  timet  which  mJC4  a  < 
Wboallerneari 
Hit  s^sset  perfect,  free  InMS  I 
Replete  with  life,  with  bonoon,  aad  wkfa  age^ 
Like  an  applauded  actor  left  tbe  stage  : 
Or  like  tome  victor  m  th'  Otympic  gaoMt, 
WbDk  having  rmi  his  ooorae,  the  uow  of  gipy 
claims. 
From  this  jost  cootrasl  |dainly  it  appears, 
Ikvw  ooaaeieoce  can  inspire  both  hopes  and  lean; 
Baft  whence  proceed  thete  hopet,  or  whence  this 

dread. 
If  nothing  really  can  affect  the  dead  } 
See  all  things  ioin  to  promite,  and  presage 
Tbe  sure  arrival  of  a  fature  age ! 
Whate*er  their  lot  is  here,  the  good  and  wiie^ 
Nor  doat  on  life,  nor  peevishly  despite. 
An  honett  man,  when  Fortane't  ttormt  begii^ 
Hat  consolation  alwa3rs  tare  within. 
And  if  the  tends  a  more  propitioas  gale. 
He  's  pleas'd,  hot  not  forgetful  it  may  fisil. 
Nor  fear  that  he,  who  sits  so  loose  to  tirfe. 
Should  too  moch  shan  its.laboon  and  its  tbrife; 
And  tcoming  wealth,  ooniented  to  be  meas^ 
Shrink  from  tbe  dutiet  of  thit  busUiag  tcene ; 
Or,  when  hit  couotfy*t  tafety  claimt  hit  aid, 
Asoid  the  fight  inglorioaa,  and  afraid : 
Who  tconis  life  most  must  surely  be  moat  brave. 
And  he,  wbo  pow'r  contemns,  be  least  a  aUve: 
Virtue  will  1^  him  to  ambition^s  cads, 
And  prompt  him  to  defend  hit  cooatry  and  hb 
But  ttill  hit  merit  you  cannot  regard,    [frieods. 
Who  thus  parsoes  a  postbumoos  reward ; 
*'  Hit  toul,"  you  cry,  **  it  uncorrupt  and  great, 
Who,  quite  aninflnene'd  by  a  fbture  ttate. 
Embraces  virtue  from  a  noUer  tense 
Of  her  abstracted,  native  excellence. 
From  the  self  oonscioos  joy  her  essence  brings. 
The  beauty,  fitness,  baimony  of  things.'' 
It  may  be  so:  yet  he  deserves  ^»plaute. 
Who  follows  where  ioatrnctive  Natore  draws ; 
Aims  at  rewards  by  her  indulgence  gtv'n. 
And  soars  triumphant  on  her  wings  to  Heav'n. 
Say  what  this  venal  viitaous  man  ponnet: 
No  mean  rewards,  no  mercenary  views; 
Not  wealtii  usurioos,  or  a  num'roas  train. 
Not  feme  by  fiand  aoquirM,  or  title  vain ! 
He  follows  but  where  Nature  points  the  road. 
Rising  in  Virtue's  school,  till  he  ascends  to  God. 
But  we,  th'  inglorious  common  herd  of  man. 
Sail  without  compass,  toil  without  a  plan  ; 
In  Fortuoe*s  varying  storms  for  ever  lost. 
Shadows  pursue,  that  to  pursuit  are  lost ; 
Mere  infants  all,  till  life's  extremest  day, 
SerambKng  for  toys,  then  tossing  them  away. 
Who  rests  for  immortality  assor'd 
Is  safe,  whatever  ills  are  here  endur'd: 
He  hopes  not  vainly  in  a  world  like  thb 
To  meet  with  pare  uninterrupted  bliss ; 
For  good  and  ill,  in  tbb  imperfect  states 
Are  ever  mix'd  by  tbe  decrees  of  fete. 
With  witdom*t  richett  harvest  folly  grows. 
And  baleful  hemloc  mingles  with  the  rote; 
All  tbmgt  are  blended,  changeable,  and  vain, 
No  hope,  no  with  we  perfiectly  obtain : 
Ood  may  perhaps  (might  haman  reason's  line 
Pretend  to  fethom  infinite  design) 
Have  thus  ordain'd  things,  that  the  rettlcts  miod 

No  hapaimcat  coomlete  on  F 
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Colinsium,  sic  res  attemperat,  usque  secandis 
Adversas  miscens,  et  amarig  dulcia  coodit ; 
Spernere  ut  hinc  discat  terrestria  mens,  et  amicis 
Castigata  malis  coelo  spem  ponat  in  udo, 
Quo  domas  et  patria  est,  requies  ubi  sola  laborum. 
Quare  age,  jam  tandem  memorata  recollige  mecum* 
QuippeTiam  emMisos  dubiam^scopulosque  lateotes 
Errbris  nunc  pretervectos  et  iequora  caeca 
Conspicio  portum.    Nempe  haec  quao  cogitat  et  vult. 
Mens  baud  terrenis  conflata  est  ex  elementis ; 
Ergo  nature  est  qniddam  immortale  suapte. 
Veri^m  banc  intcrea  Deus  banc  extinguere  poesit: 
Esto,  Deus  possit  si  feit  divina  yoluntas; 
At  non  extinguet :  neque  enim  yis  ilia  sciendi 
Tot  res  humana  tarn  long^  sorte  remotas ; 
Nee  porro  ^emi  nunquam  satiata  cnpido ; 
Nee  desiderium  nostris  in  mentibui  hcrens 
Perfect!,  irustra  est    Jam  si  (as  jusque  requirunt 
Ut  sceleri  mal^  sit,  benfe  virtntique,  nee  ilia 
Alterutri  sors  obtingat,  dum  vivitur  istic ; 
Restat  ut  boc  alto  fiat  discriroen  in  aevo. 
Turn  Tero  qus  nunc  rudis,  et  sapiente  bonoque, 
Si  genus  bumanum  spectes,  baud  Numme  dignaest 
Scena,  rerelabit  dempta  se  nube,  coloraue 
Verus  erit  rebus,  verusque  ridebitur  orda 
Hoc  nisi  credideris,  die,  qua  ratione  probetur 
Omnino  esse  Deum  summo  qui  consilio  res 
Justitiaque  regit ;  num  csetera  scilicet  apt^ 
Dirigit,  ha«  quae  precipna  est  in  parte  laboret? 
Haud  ita ;  tempus  erit,  noli  quo  quaerere  more. 
Hoe  satis  est,  boc  constat,  erit  poet  fiinera  tempus^ 
Cum  Deos^  ut  par  est,  aequos  excemet  iniquis, , 
SoDtibus  infontet,  et  idonea  cnique  rependet 


And,  by  this  friendly  chastisement  made  wise. 
To  Heav'n  her  safest  best  retreat  may  rise. 

Come  then,  since  now  in  safety  ^e  have  past 
Through  errour's  rocks,  and  see  the  port  at  last, 

Let  us  review  and  recollect  the  whole. 

Thus  stands  my  argument The  thinking  soul 

Cannot  terreslial  or  material  be, 
But  claims  by  nature  immortality ; 
God,  who  created  it,  can  make  it  end. 
We  questioo  not,  but  cannot  apprehend 
He  will;  because  it  is  by  him  endued 
With  strong  ideas  of  all  perfect  good: 
With  wondrous  powers  to  know  «!nd  calculate 
Things  too  remote  from  this  our  earthly  state; 
With  sure  presages  of  a  life  to  come. 
All  false  and  useless ;  if  beyond  the  tomb 
Oar  behigs  cease:  we  therefore  cant  believe 
God  either  acts  in  vain  or  can  deceive. 

ff  ev'y  rule  of  equity  demands. 
That  vice  and  virtue  from  the  Almighty^s  bands 
Should  due  rewards  and  punishments  receive. 
And  this  by  no  means  happens  whilst  we  live; 
It  follows  that  a  time  must  surely  come. 
When  each  shall  meet  their  well-adjusted  doom : 
Then  shall  this  scene,  which  now  to  human  sight 
Seems  so  unworthy  wisdom  infinite, 
A  s3rBtem  of  consummate  skill  appear. 
And,  ev^ry  cloud  dispersed,  beb^utiful  and  clear. 

Doubt  we  of  this !  what  solid  proof  remains. 
That  o'er  the  worid  a  wise  disposer  reigns  ? 
Whibt  all  creation  speakb  a  pow'r  divine. 
Is  it  deficient  in  the  main  design  ? 
Not  so :  the  day  shall  come,  (pretend  not  now 
Presumptuous  to  inquire  or  when,  or  how) 
But  after  death  shall  come  th'  important  day. 
When  God  to  all  his  justice  shall  display; 
Each  action  with  impartial  eyes  regard. 
And  in  a  just  proportion  punish  and  reward* 


END  OF  VOL  XVn. 
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